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Every:-Man in his Humor, To Mr. Rr = 

Every Man o out of his Humour, To the Inns of Court. ; ~ - 
| Cynthia’ $ Revels, i es rl ” Court, : es 
Poctafter, = To Mr. Rich, Martin, 0087 
Scjanus, = a ae Oe oa Lord Anbigny. es 
The Fox, | a  . To the Oniverfeties. ipa 
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Catiline, ee To the Earl of Pembroke. | 
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Carmen protrepticon. 


Aptam Threicii lyram Neanthus 
Pulfet ; carmina circulss: Paleson, Sor ate 
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Mots, metuat Probum. Placere 

Te dottis juvat avribus, placere as 1 
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Ut nec Lemmnsa notior figillo 7: 

Tellus, nec macula facrandus Apis, 

Non cefto Venus, aut comis Apollo, 
Qucm Musa. fueris fciente notas, . a. 
Quam Musd fucris tud notatus, 

Ika, que unica, fydus ut refulgens, 

Stritiuras, fuperat coms, Mincrum: 

In mentem [ubiit Stolonss tHud, , 

Lingua Pieridas fuiffe Plauti 

Ufuras, Cicerons atque dittum, 

Saturno genitum pbrafi Platonis, 

Mufa fi Latio, fovifque Athenis 

Dixiffent. Fore jam [ed bune > illas 

lonfonl mumeros puto Iequutos, 

Anglis fi furrint utrique fati. 

Lam, mi, tu fopbiam doces amené 

Sparsim tdmque fophos amena ferns ! 

Sed, tot delicias, minks placebat, 

Sparfis diftraberent tot in lsbellis 

Cerdoi cacula. Volumen unum, 

Quod feri Britcnum terant nepotes, 

Optabam, & thyafus choréi[que amantum 

Mufas boc cupiunt, tui laborum 

Et quicquid reliquum eff, adbuc tuifque 

Servatum pluteis, Tibi at videmur 


, ‘ 


Non tam oe quam parare nobis 


Laudem, dum volumus palam merentis 
Tot laurus cupidi repofta feripta, - 
Dum fecernere te tua[que Mufas 
Audemus numero ungulae liquorem 


— Guffante, ut veteres novem ferores 


Et firemibuce G folent cicadis ; 
Dum & fecernere poffe te-videmur, 
Efflittim petimus novimque librum, 
Qui nullo facer bart petatur evo, 
Qui nulla facer exole{cat evo, 

Qui curis niteat tuis fecundis ; 

Lt mos fcire aliquid fimul putetur. 
!tqui boc macte fies, velutque calpar, 
Quod diis inferium, tibi facremus, 
Ur nobis bene fit, tudmaque frontem 
Perfundant ederz recentiores 


> 


Hane tantam patria tibique (quanta | | 


eLternkm a merito tuo {uperbum 
Anglorum genus effe poffit olim) 
Tansiim gui penitzs volunt amenas 
Suldatas literas, timéntve lucem 
IonfonI nimiam tenebriones. 
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Te 
BEN. JOHNSON: on his Works, 


M” I fubf{crjbe a Name? dares my bold Quill 
Write thac or, good orif,; 
Whofe Frame is of that height, that, to mine Eye, 
Its Head is in the Sky ? . 
Yes. Since the moft cenfures, believes, and faith 
By animplicit Faith: © . .f | 2, 
Left their misfortune make them chance amifs, 
Pil waft them right by this. | 
Of all know thou only are theMan- | 


That dares but what he can: : 
Yet by Performance fhows he can do more 
Than hath been done before, 


Or will be after ; (fuch affurance gives 
Perfection where it lives.) 
Words fpeak thy Matter ; Matter fills thy Words; - 
And choice that grace affords. js. we es 
That both are beft : and both moft ficly plac’t, 
Are with new Venus grace -— 
From artful method ; all in this Point meet, .. 
With good to mingle fweet. 
Thefe are thy lower Parts. What ftands above, 
Who fees not yet muft love, --.- - ‘ 
When on the Bafe he reads Bes Fobnfon’s Name, 
And hears the reft from Fame. 
This from my love of Truth : which paysthisdue ~ ° 


To your juft worth, not you. 
Ed. Heyward. 


On the 
AUT H OR. 


The Poet Laxreat, Ben. Johnfon. 


Ere is a Poet ! whofe unmudled Strains 
Show that he held all Helicon in’s Brains. 
Whac here is writ, is Sterling; every Line 
Was well allow’d of by the Mufes Nine. 
When for the Stage a Drama he did fay, 
Tragick or Comick, he ftill bore awa 
The Sock and Buskin; clearer Notes than his 
No Swan e’er fung upon our Thamefis; 
For Lyrick fweernefs in an Ode, or Sonnet 
To Ben the beft of Wits mighe vail their Bonnet. 
His Genins juftly in an Encheat Rage, 
Oft lathe the dull-fworn Fa@ors for the Stage : 
For Alchymy though’t make a glorious Glof, 
Compar’d with Gold is Bullion and bafe Drofs. 


Wil. Hodgfon, 


t 


On 


- me 


—™, 


On bis elaborated Art-contrived 

ee Plays. ) |, Singing the able Orgs of the: den 9? + 
a : ak’ her command, all chin $ch Ground produces | 
._ | Befides, ny Poems hath this due refnest ae 


>. 


An ErPicram. on, 
: Worthy Inftruction 5 arthae might cotre@ 7 i | 
Rude Manners, and retiown the well defeeving 3° 
eee ae 


Ach fikean iadies Ship or Hull appears 2. 
| een took a Voyage. or fome. certain years, 
To plow the Seay and furrow up thé Main, =~ 
And brought rich Ingot, from hisleaden Brain... 
His Art the Sun ; his Labours were the Line, 
His folid ftuff the Treafare of hisLines si 3, 


Performing Auch a lively Evidente:...2° 5. 5 | 
In thy Narrations, that thy hearers Milk. tee 5 
| Thou curn tt to thy Spetatotss anid che fenfé. :- : 
Thag thy Bpedtarors: have of good: of ill; 2:7 
') Thou inje@’tt joinely tathy ReadlersSoblb, © i... % 
of a thy nomerous Task, : an 
Chay pre dt 6S ca thie Thefpdsi Bowle, . ::1 
Or ftuck’ft rich Plu mes in the a Cask. 
| All By. wake; yee, thy-felf muft Patronife, 
"|, By quaffing more of the Caf alien Head ; 
In expifcation of whofe Myfteries, 
Nets.muft Rtill-be cloge’d,: with heavy Lead>--. 
To make them fink, and catch:' For chearful Gold: 
i eS Was never found in the Pireian Streams, 
: Opon_S £ J-A-N U S. f Bat See And fearfs, and Thates for Silver folds... -- 
7 _ What’? what thali we ele@ in thefe extreams ? 
| | - | Now by the Shafts of the preat ‘yrhBan Poet, 


> 


’ 


ees aaa 

y oe . he 9; r ee ce 
: | : oe 7 Vo ile Fodgfon, a 
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) 
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brings the Wealeh-contradting Jeweller That bear all Light, that is, aboue the World ; 
age 3 and dear Stones, oe! cekont Shores and I would all dull Poet-haters kitowJé,.,.' Pre ee 
As thy accomplifht sravajl doth confer —--- (Streams,|' They thall be foul-bound, and in darkne& hucld, - § 
From skill-inriched Souls, thdir wealthier Gams; ~ | A Thoufand years (as Sataw was, cheic Sire). eho 
So doth his Hand enchafe in ammel’d Gold, Ere any, worthy the Poetick Naine, . . eo 
Cut, and adorn’d beyond their naive Morits, (Might I, that warm bue acthe AfefeeEire, cea 
His folid Flames, as thine hath here inroold. Prefume to guard ic). fhauld let deathleG Fame os 


In more than golden Verfe, thofe Retter’d Spirits; j Light half a Beam of all her hundred Eyes, 
So he entreafures Princes Cabined, .. | 4° Athis dim Taper, in their Nene ay 
As thy Wealch wifl thei wifhed Libtaries,;  * - | Fly, fly, you are too near; fo, odorous Flowers: 
" So, on the. Throat of thé rude Séa, he'fets er Being held too near the Sénfer ef pur Senfe, 
His ventrous Foot, for his illuftrious Prife; == | Render not pure, nor fo fincere their Powers, 

And through wild Defafts, arm’d wich wilder Beafts; }. As being held a little dj@ance thence. - e a? 
As thou adventorft on che Multitude, -:, |O could the World but feel how {weet a teuch =. - 
Upon the boggy, and engulfed Breafts ‘° | _ «4+. TheKnowledge hath, which isin love with Goodnefs, 

Of Hyrelings, {worn fo find moft right, moft rude: (If Poefe were not ravithed {5 much ce 


, | 
And he, in Storms at Sea, doth not endure, And her compos'd Rage, held the eft woodne&, 
Nor in vaft Defarts, amongft Wolves, more danger; | Though of all — that temper hens Brains, 
Than we, that would with Vertue live fecure, . Hers ever was moft fabtil, high, and holy, 
Suftain for her in every Vicés anger., . . —,_~——- | Firft binding favage Lives in civil Chains « 
Nor is this Allegory unjuftly rack, = | Solely Religious.. ees bea 
To this ftrange length : Only, that Jewels are, . . {IF Men fele this) they would nor think a love, 
In eftimation merely, fo A Be a That gives it felf, in her, did Vanities give ; 
And thy work, in ie felf, isdear andrare; =. | Who is (inEarth, thpugh low) ij worth above, 
Wherein Minerva had been vanquifhed, _ |. * Moft able t? honour Life, though leaft tolive. 
Had fhe, by it, her facred Looms advanc’d, ." And {9 good Friend, fate Paflage to thy Fréighe, 
And through thy Subje@& woven her graphick Thred, To thee a long peace, through a vertuous ftrife, 
Contending therein, to be more enttanc'd; | | In which, lee’s both contend to Vertues height, - 
For, though thy Hand was fcarce adireft to draw | Not making Fame our Objed,. but good Life, 
The Semi-circle of Sejanss Life, a — lc a a a 


Thy Adwfe yet makes it the whole S hear, arid Law 
Pi pga be : and — : —— ftrife. .. fe. | 6 a | 
as alittle Brook creeps from hisSpring, sts tor. Chapman. 
With tallow tremblings. through the lowelk Vales, | a. P | 
As if he fear’d his Stream Sbroad to bri 
Left prophane Feet thould wrong it, and rude Gales; 
Bur finding happy Channels, and Supplies —— - | 
Of other Fords mixe with: his modeft Courfe, ) | Sa a ne eee 
He grows a goodly River, and difcrys 
The ftrengeh that mann’d him, fince he left his fource ; | 
en takes he in delightfom Meads and Groves, 
And, with his Two-edg’d Waters, flourithes 
re great Palaces, and all Mens loves | |  % 
d by his Shores, to greet his Paflages : | 


Or 


at ae eta 4. fs 


To his worthy Friend, BEN. JO — 


Upon bis SEJANUS. 


N that, this Book doth deign Sejanas name, 
Him unto more, than Cefar’s love, it brings : 
For, where he could not with Ambition’s Wings, 
One Quill doth heave hint to the height of Fame. 
Ye great ones though ( whofe ends may be the fame ) 
Know, that, how ever we do ‘flatter Kings, 
Their favours (like themfelves ) are fading things, 
With no lefs envy had, chan loft wich fhame. | 
Nor make your felves lefs honeft chan you are, - 
To make our Author wifer thanheis: — . 
Ne of fuch Crimes accufe him, which I dare 
By all his Adufes fwear, be none of his. _ aa 
The Men are not, fome faults may . be thefe times: 
He atte thofe Men, and they.did act chefe Crimes. 
_ . HUGH HOLLAND. 
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— Amiciffimo, & meritiffimo BEN. IONSON. 


In Vulponem. 


Ss arte aufus es bic tua, Poeta, 
O i.auderent hominum Deique jurs 
Confulti, weteres [equi emularicrque, 
O omnes faperemus ad falutem. — 
His fed funt veteres arancoft ; | 
Tam nemo veteruss eff fequutor, ut tu- 
Ilos quod fequergs novutor auds. - 
Fac tamen quod agsss.tuique prima 
Libri canitie induantor bord: 
Nam charts pueritia eff weganda, 
Nafeunturque fenes; opartet, i 
Libri, ques: dare vs. perennitatem. 
Prifcss, ingéniwm fastt, labbrque - 
Te parem;, bos fapires, ut o futuros, 
Ex noftrd vitiofitate fumas, 
Qud prifcos fuperamus, & futures. 
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To my Friend, Mr. BEN. JO HNSON, 
Upon bis ALCHY MIST. 


. Maffer, read in flatteries great skill, 


; Could not pafs truth, though he would force his 


will, 
By praifing this too much, to get more praife 
In his Art, than you out of dar do raife. 
Nor can full eruch be utter’d of your worth, 
Unlefs you your own praifes do fet forth: 
None elfe can write fo skilfully, co thew 
Your praife: Ages fhall pay, yet ftill muft owe. - 
All I dare fay, is, you have written well 5 
In what exceeding height, I dare not tell. 


GEORGE LUCr. 


__ Ad utramque Academiam, | 
De BENZAMIN IONSONIO. 
In Vulponem. 


H: ille eft primus, qui dolium drame Britannis, 
Graiorum antique, & Latii monimenta Theasri, 
Tanquam explorator ver fans, falicibus aufis 
Prebebit : Magnes cepts Gemina aftra favere. 
Alterutrd veteres contentilande: Cothurnum bic, 
Atque pari foccum traétat Sol fcenicusarte;, 5 
Das Volpone jocos, fletus Sejanededifi, - - = * - 
. bre mul®atas omg ses : 

ngusto ent quiquam : Vos, dicite, contra 
O eae wsiferos pa Anglis Anglica lingua 
Aut non fat notack; aut ques ( feu trans marenatis) | 
Hand nota omnino : Vegetet cum tempore Vates, 


Mutabit patriam, fiétque ipfe Anglus Apollo. 
—— «BX BOLTON. 


- . 


“To my dear Friend,” 


| MBE N. JOHNS O N, | 


Upon bis FO X,- 


A Es might ftand with Fu/ice, to allow 


The fwift converfion of all follies; now, 


[Such is my Mercy, that I could admit 


All forts thould equally approve the wit 
Of this thy even work: whofe growing fame _ 
Shall raife thee high, and thou it, with thy name. 
And did not manners, and my love command 
Me to forbear to make thofé underftand, 
Whom thou, perhaps, haft in thy wifer doom 
Long fince, firmly refolv’d, fhall never come 
To know more than. they do; I would have fhown 
To all the World, the Art, whichthoualone  —sT. 
Haft caught our Tongue, the rules of time, of place, 
And other rites, deliver’d, with the grace : 
Of Comick ftile, which only, is far more, | 
Than any English Scage hath known before. 
But, fince our fubtile Gallants think it good 
To like of nought, that may be underftood, 
Left they fhould be difprov’d; or have, at beft, 
Stomachs fo raw, that nothing can digeft 
But what’s obfcene, or barks: Let us defire 
They may continue, fimply, toadmire 
Fine Cloths, and ftrange Words; and may live, in Age, 
To fee themfelves ill b upon the Stage, 
And like it. Whilft thy bold, and knowing Mafe _ 
Contemns all praife, but fuch as chou wouldft chufe. | 


FRANC. BEAUMONT. 


Upon 


4 
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| UPON THE 
SILENT WOMAN 


Ear you bad Writers, and though you not fee, 

I will inform you where you happy be: 
Provide the moft malicious Thoughts you can, 
And bend them all againit fome private Man, 
To bring him, not his Vices, on che Stage ; 
Your Envy fhall be clad in fome poor Rage, 
And your expreffing of him fhall be fuch, 
That he himfelf thall think he hath no touch. _ 
Where he that ftrongly writes, alchough he mean 
To fcourge but Vices in a labour’d Scene, 
Yet private Faults fhall be fo well expreft 
As Men do a& ’em, that each private Breaft, 
That finds thefe Errors in it felf, thall fay, 
He meant me, not my Vices, in the Play. 


FRANC. BEAUMONT. 


To my Friend, 
M. BEN. JOHNSON, 
‘UPON HIS 
CA TILIN E 


IE thou hadft itch’d after the wild Applaufe 

Of Common People, and hadft made thy Laws 
In Writing fuch as catch’d at prefent Voice, 

I fhould commend the Thing, tee not thy Choice. 
Bue thou haft fquar’d thy Rules by what 1s good, 
And art three Ages, yet, from underftood : 

And (Idare fay) in ie there lies much Wie 

Loft, till the Readers can grow up to it. © 

Which they can ne’er out-grow, co find ic ill, 

But muft fall back again, or like ic ftill. 


FRANC. BEAUMONT. 
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_ EVERY MAN 
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A COMED Y. 


~ A@ed in the Year 598. by the then Lord C HAMBERLAIN Kis Servants. 
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| TOTHE | 
- Moft Learned, and my Honour'd Friend, 


Mr..CAMBDEN 
ee | ey 
CLARENTIAUX 
“Siem . 8S * .e@ owe 7 a a 
Here are, no doubt, a Supercilions Race.in the World, who will efteem all Ofce, done you 
in this kind, an Injury; fo Solenm a Vice it is with them to ufe the Axthority of their Igno- 
: rance, to the crying dawn of Poetry, or the Profeffors : But my Gratitude muft not leave 
to correct their Error ; fince Iain none of thofe that can fuffer the Benefits confer'd upon my Youth to 
* perifh with my Age. It is a frail Memory that remembers but prefent things : And, had the Favour of 
the §mes fo confor d with my Difpofition, as it could have brought forth other, or better, you had had the 
Janke proportion, and number of the Fruits, the firft. Now, I pray you to accept this ; fueh, wherein- 
neither the Confegion of my Manners [hall make you blufh ; nor of my Studies, repent you to have been 
the Inftruéter : And for the profegion of my thankfulne/s, I am fure it will, with good men, find ei- 
ther Praifeor Exenfe. a | . | 
Yo pbertin 1616 poh, J fi fre J a ei | 
Castin wh S97, Leng OS tract, wnt lt Fact Yr ‘AY our True Lover, 
wth prfferehn. J. Yom p ; 
oo BEN. JOHNSON. 
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The Persons of the Pray. 


KNO WELL, an old Gentleman. - op | KITELy, a Merchant, “Ize 
E p. Kno WELt, his Son. (hots. Dame KITELY, his Wife. 
BRatn- -WORM, the Father's Man. loth. Mrs. Batpcer, bis Sifter. 


Mr. Si ppueN,A Country Gull. ole. Mr. Marruew, the Town-Gull, fie 
Down-ricu, 4 plain Squire. Casu, Kirery’s Man. (Ge | 
Wertu-BReED, His half Brother. i Cos, a Water-bearer. — : 
Just. CLemenr, an old merry Magijtrate.- Ti B; bis Wife. ; 
Rocer Formag, his Clerk ~ |. Cap. Bosapit, a Paul's-man. dete . 
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The Scene — | 
- ‘LONDON. 
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The Principal ComMEDIA NS were, 


WILL. SHAKESPEARE, | RIC BURBADGE 

AUG. PHILIPS. 70H. HEMINGS. 
HEN. CONDEL =—— | «THO. POPE, . ha 
WILL SLYIE  ——-— «(|-s CAR BESTON, 


: WILL: KEMPE, ee “Ton DUKE 


F iif Aéked in be’ Year 1568, with allowance of Fs Mafter of Re VEL s: 
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PROLOGUE. 


Hough Need make many Poets, and fome {uch 

AsArt and Nature have not better’d much ; 
Yet ours, for want, bath not fo lou'd the Stage, 
As be dare ferve th'ill Cuftoms of the Age, 

Or purchafe your delight at fuch a rate, 

As, for it, be bimfelf muff juftly bate : 

To make a child now fwadled, to proceed 

Man, and then {hoot up in one beard and-weed, 

Paft threefeore years : or, with three rufty pvords, 

Aq And help of fome few fet-and balf-foot words, 

Fight over York, and Lancafters long jars, 

And in the Tyring-boufe bring wounds to fears. 

He rather prays, you willbe pleas’d to fee 

One fuch to day, as other plays fhould be ; 

Where neither Chorus wafts you o’re the feas, 

Nor creaking Throne comes down, the boys to pleafes 

Nor nimble Squib is feen, to make afeard 

The Gentlewomen ; nor roul'd Bullet beard 

To fay, it Thunders; nor tempeftuous Dram 

Rumbles, to tell you when the Storm doth come ; 

But Deeds, and Language, fuch as men do ufe : 

And Perfons, fuch as Comoedy would chufe, 

When fhe would fhew an Image of the Times, 

gt And {port with Humane Follies, not with Crimes. 

Except, we make em fuch by loving (sll 

Our popular Errors, when we know th’ are ill. 

I mean fuch Errors as you all confefs 

By laughing at them, they deferve no lefs: 

Which when you heartily do, there's hope left, then, 

You, that have fo grac'd Monjfters, may ike Men. 


A&t. I. Scene I. 


Knoovll, Brain-worm, Mr. Stephen. 


JS! Goodly day toward / and a frefh morning ! 


Brain-worm, 
Call up your young mafter : bid him rife, Sir. 
Tell him, I have fome bufinefs to employ him. — 
Bra. 1 will, Sir, prefencly. 
69 If hebe at his Book, difturb him not. Bra. Well Sir. 
Kno. How happy, yet, thould I efteem my felf,~ 
Could I (by any practice) wean the boy 
From one vain courfe of ftudy, he affects. 
He is a Schollar, if a Man may truft 
The liberal voice of Fame, in her report, 
Of good acompr in both our Univer/itses, 
Either of which hath favour’d him wich Graces: 
But their Indulgence. muft nor {pring in me 
hh A fond opinion, thac —— ha a 
1~, bfs‘e. My felf_was once a Student, and, indeed, 
a eee B Fed wich the felf fame humour he is now, 
eK ey J» Dreaming on nought bac idle Poetry, 
jo? it oe hac fruitlefs, and she Art, 
FY) °° D) fheaf wed ( [pase By weed, Oe 


bi yA weigh. LY 


Kno. But hear you, firah, . 
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Good unto none, but leaft co the Profeffors, | 

Which, then, I thought the miftrefs of all knowledg : 

But fince, Time and the Truth have wak’d my Judg- 
ment, | 


-And Reafon taught me better to diftinguith 


The vain from th’ ufeful Learnings. Coufin Stephen ! 
What news with you, that you are here fo early ? 

Ste. Nothing, but e’en come to fee how you do, Uncle 

Kno. That’s kindly done, you are welcom, Couz. 

Ste. 1, I know that Sir, I would not ha’ come elfe. 2 
How does my Coufin Edward, Uncle? a 

Kno. O, well Couz, go in and fee : I doube he be 
{carce ftirring yet. | 
Ste. Uncle, afore I go in, can you tell me, an’ he , 
have e’re a Bookof the Sciences of Hawking and Hunt- 
ing ? I would fain borrow it. 

Kno, Why, I hope you will not a hawking now, will 

ou? | : 

Ste. No, wuffe, but Pil practice againft next year Un- 
cle: Ihave bought me a Hawk, and a Hood, and Bells,. 
and all; I lack nothing but a Book to keep it by. << 

Kno. O, moft ridiculous.Qesa,, AYN ei Tary Zz7 

Ste. Nay, look you now, you areangry, Uncle: why 
you know an’ a Man have not skill in che hawking and 


Lb 
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| hunting-Languages now ) Pll not give a rufh for 
die 


him. They are more ftudied than theGreek, or the La- “. 
tis. He is for no gallants Company without’em. And 4. -=-» 
by gadslid I fcorn it, 1, fo I do, to be a Confort for eve- an: 
ry Non drum, hang ’em Scroyles? there’s nothing in °em “fo «ra 
i? che World. What do you talk onic? Becaufe I dwell © 4:4 « 
at Hogfden, I thall keep Company with none but the Ar-7*4* 
chers of Finsbury? or the Citizens that come a ducking or 
ington Ponds? A fine jeft i’ faith ! Slida Gentleman ““~~"--- 
mun fhow himfelf like a Gentleman. Uncle, I pray you 
be not angry, I know what Ihave todo, 1 trow, Iam. 
no Novice. 

Kno. You are a prodigal abfurd Cockfcomb, Geto. 
Nay, never look at me, it’s I that {peak. | 
Tak’e as you will Sir, Pll not flatcer you. 
Ha’ you nor yet found means enow to wafte 
‘That which your Friends have lefe you, but you mutt , GK. 
Go caft away your Money ona Kite, gze+l 4 >% p47? 
And know not how to keep it, when you ha’ done ? 
O it’s comly ! chis will make you a Gentleman: 
Well Coufin, well ! I fee you are e’ne paft hope 
Of all reclainy I, fo, now you are cold on it, 
You look another way. Ste. What would youha’ me do ? 

Kno. What would I have youdo? Vil tell you Kinfman, 


i. 


Learn to be Wife, and practice how to Thrive, 


That would1 have you do: and not co {pend 

Your Coin on every Bable that you phantkx, 

Or every foolifh Brain thac humours you. 

I would not have you to invade each Place, 

Nor thruft your felf on all Socteties, 

Till Mens Affections, or your own Delfert, 

Should worrhily invice you co your Rank. 

He thacis fo refpe@lefs in his Courtes, | 
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Oft fells his Refutation at cheap Market. 


Nor would I, you fhould melt away your felf 


pbat arbow In flafhing bravery, left while yon affect 


pe 
Noe of 


o 


To make a blaze of Gentry tothe World, 

A little puff of {corn extinguifh it, 

And you be left like an untay ‘ry Snuff, 
Whole Property fs only to offend. 

Id ha’ you fober, and contain your felf; 
Not that your Sail be bigger than your Boat : 
But moderate your Expences now (at firft) 
As you may keep the fame proportion ftill. 
Nor ftand fo much on your Gentility, 
Which is an Airy,, and meer borrow’d thing, 


From dead Mens Duft, and Bones: and none of yours, 


Except you make, or hold it. Who comes here ? 


Act I.. Scene Il. 
Servant, Mr. Stephen, ao well, Brain-worm. 
ee you Gentlemen. 


Ste. Nay, we do not ftand much on our Gentilicy, 
Friend; yet you are welcom, and Iatfure you mine 


"Uncle here is a Man of a thoufanda year, Middlefex 


Land : he has but one Son in all the World, I am his 
next Heir (at the Common Law) Mafter Stephen, as 
fimple as I ftand here, if my Coulin dye (as there’s hope 
he will.) | have a pretry living o’ mine own too, befide, 
hard by here. | | . 
Serv. Jn good time, Sir. 7 
Step Yan good time, Sir ? why : and in very good time, 
Sir. . You do nor flout, friend, do you? : 
Serv. Not I, Sir. . 
-. Step. Not you, Sir? you were not beft, Sirs an’ you 
fhould, here be them can perceive it, and that quickly 


too: goto. And they can give ic again foundly too, 


an’ need be. | 

Serv. Why, Sir, let this fatisfiz you : good faith, I had 
no fuch intent. | 

Step. Sir, an’ I thought you had, [would talk with 
you, and chat prefencly. | 

Serv. Good Mafter Stcpden, fo you may, Sir, at your 
pleafure. 

Step. And fo I would, Sir, good my faucy Compani- 


on !an’ you were out o’ mine Uncles Ground, I can tell } 


you ; though I do not ftand upon my Genrility neicher 
int. 

Kno. Coufin! Coufin ! will this ne’er be left ? 

Step. Whorfon bafe Fellow ! a Mechanical Serving- 
man ! By this Cudgel, and ’twere noc for fhame, I 
would———-——- ss 

Kno. What would youdo, you peremptory Gull? 
If you cannot be quict, get you hence. 

You fee, the honeft Man demeans himfelf 


Modeftly to’ards you, giving no reply 


To your unfeafon’d, quarrelling, rude fafhion: 


And ftill you huff it, with a kind of Carriage 
As void of Wit, as of Humanity. 
Go, get youin ; “tore Heaven, f am afham’d 
Thou haft a Kinfmans intereft in me. 
Serv. I pray, Sir, Is this Mafter Kyo’well’s Houle ? 
Kno. Yes marry is it, Sire 
Serv. I fhould enquire for a Gentleman, here, one Ma- 
fter Edward Knowell: do you know any fuch, Sir, I 
pray you? ; 
Kno. I fhould forget my {clf elfe, Sir. 


Serv. Are you the Gentleman? cry you mercy Sir: ] 


was requir’d by a Gentleman? the City, as I rode out at 
this end o’ the Town, to deliver you this Letter, Sir. 
Kxo. To me, Sir! What do you mean? pray you re- 
member your Court’fie. (To his mot felected Friend Mafter 
Edward Kno’well.) What might the Gentlemans Name 
be, Sir, chat feneie? nay, pray you be cover’d. 
Serv. One Mafier elt bred, Sir. 


° Cie rd Fae ome | 
a \ « na 


Every Man in bis Humour. 


1. 


Nor practife any violent means to ftay 


.— O 8 ee ee —=": een: 


Kno. Matter Well bred! A young Gentleman? is he not ? 

Serv. The fame Sir, Matter Kitley marricd his Sifter: 
the rich Merchant i’ the Qld Fewry. | 

Kno. You fay very trues Brain-worm, 

Brai, Sir. 

Kno. Make this honeft Friend drink here: pray you go 


This Letter is directed to my Son : 

Yet Lam Edward Knowell too, and may 

With the fafe Confcience of good Manners, ufe 

The Fellows Error to my fatisfaction. 

Well, I will break ic ope (old Men are curious) 

Be it but for the Stiles fake, and the Phrafe, 

To fee if both do anfwer my Sons Praifes, 

Who is almoft grown the Idolater . 

Of this young /Vll-bred : what have we here? whiat’s this ? 


The LETT ER foe ee 
: Nyt oF. Af: 


a wilyn 

W Ned, I befeech thee, haft thou toitoien all thy 

Friends ? the Old Jewry ? or doft thou think us 
all Jews that inbabit there ? Yet sf thou doft, come over, and 
but fee our frippery : change an old Shirt for a whole Smock 
with us. ‘Do mot conceive that Antipathy between ws and 
Hogfden, as was between Jews and Hogs-fieth. Leave 
thy vigilant Father alone, to number over bis green Apricots, 
Evening and Morning, 0 the North weft Wall: An’ I had heen 
bis Som, Ihad fav'd him the labour long fince, if taking in 
all the young Wenches that pals by at the back-dcor, and cod- 
ling every Kernel of the Fruit for’em, would ha’ ferv’d. But 
pry thee come over to me.quickly, this morning 3 I bave fuch a 


prefent for thee Cour Turky Company never fent the like to 


| the Grand-Signior.) One is a Rimer, Sir, 0” your own batch, 


your own leven ; but doth think bimfelf Poct-major @ the 
Town : willing to be fhown, and worthy to be feen. The other-— 
I will not venter bis Defeription with ycu, till you come, becaufe 
I weuld ha? you make hither wath an Appetite. If the worft of 
°em be not worth your Fourncy, draw your Bill of Charges, as 
uncon{cionable as any Guild ball Verdi will give it you, and 
you (hall be alluw’d your Viaticum. 

| | From the Wind-mill. 


From the Burdello,' it might come as well, 


JIS 


| The Spittle, or Piét-batch. Is this the Man 4 Ju Off Ji ER. 


My Son hath fung fo, forthe happieft Wit, i*4./.-2 A+ 
The choiceft Brain, the Times have fene us forth 2 44,0 “” 


I know not what he may be in the Arts, ay. 34+/7 Galt. 
Nor what in Schools: but furely, for his Manners, <5 + 7~&/ 


ey ae arr belly wf 
[judge hima _ prophane.and diffolute wretch 7a ye pdb g | 


Worle by poffeffion of fuch great good gifts, 
Being the Mafter of fo loofé a Spirit. 

Why, what unhallow’d Ruffian would have writ - 
In fuch a fcurrilous manner, toa Friend ! 

Why fhould he think, Tecll my Apricots, 

Or play th’ He/perian Dragon with my Fruit, 
To watch it? Well, my Son, I had thoughe 


| Y’ had had more Judgment e’ have made Ele@ion 


Of your Companions, than thavetane on truft 
Such petulant, jecring Gamelters, that can {pare 
No Argument, or Subject trom their Jeit. 


| But I perceive Affe&tion makes a Fool 


Of any Man, too much the Father. Brain-worm. 
Frai. Sir. | 
Kno, Is the Fellow gone that brought this Letter ? 
Brai. Yes, Sir, a pretty while fince. . 
Kno. And whcere’s your young Matter ? 
Brai. In his Chamber, Sir. 
Kno. He {pake not with the Fellow! did he2 
Brai. No, Sir, he faw him noz.' | 
Kno. Take you this Letter, and deliver ic my Son; 
But with no notice, that [have open’d it, on your life. 
Brai. O Lord, Sir, that were a Jeft indeed! 
Kno. Lam refolv’d J will not ftop his journey, 


The 


ee 
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fb 
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oe : 


The unbridled courfé of youth in him : for that, 
Reftrain’d, grows more impatient ; and, in kind, 
Like to the eager, but the generous Grey-hound, 
Who ne’r fo little from his game withheld, 
Turns head; and leaps up at his holders throat. 
There is a way of winning, more by love, 

And urging of the modefty, than fear: 

Force works on fervile natures, not the free. 
He that’s compell’d to goodnefs, may be good ; 


_ But ’tis but for that fit: where others drawn — 


By foftnefs, and example, get a habie. | 
Then, if they ftray, but warn ’em: and the fame 


They fhould for vertu’ have done, they'll do for fhame. 


J 7 


door, 6 <e4<0@,/ 


AGL Scene IIL 
Edw. Kno well, Brayn-worm, Mr. Stephen. 


FA\ID he open it, faift thou 2 | 
Bray. Yes, o’ my word Sir, and read the Con- 


ts. 
_E. Kn. That fcarce contents me. What countenance 
( pr’y thee ) made he, i’the reading of it? washe an- 
,or pleas’? | 
Bray. Nay Sir, 1 faw him not read it, 
affare your worfhip, | 
E. Kn. No? how know’ft thou, then; that he did et- 
ther? . | | 
Bray. Marry, Sir, becaufe he charg’d me, on my 


nor open it, I 


fife, to tell no body, that he open’d it ; which; unlefs 


he had done, he would never. fear to have it re- 

veal’d. | | | | 
‘E. Kn. Thatstrue: well I thank thee, Brayn-worm. 
Step. O, Braywworm, did’ft thou not fee a fellow 


here in a what’tha’-call-him Doublet? he brought mine 


Uncle a Letter e’en now. 
Bray. Yes, Mafter.Stephen, what of him? | 
Step. O, Tha’ fach a mind to beat him —-— Wheres 
he?. canft thou.tell ? = _ 
Bray. Faith, he is not of that mind: he is gone, Ma- 
ger Stephen. a , 
Pig . Gone! which way? when went he? how long 
ce! i. Pay oe 
Bray. He is rid hence : he took Horie at. the ftreet- 
, pies fens Cobne tI 9b natal 0 
Step. And I ftaid i? the Fields! horfon [cander-b. “6 
C 


Rogue! 6 that Thad but a Horfe to fetch him ba 


again. . 

Bray. Why, you may ha’ my Mrs. Gelding, to. fave 
your longing, Sir. : 

Step. But, I ha’ no Boots, that’s the fpight on’t._ 

Bray. Why,a fine wifp of Hay, rould hard, Mafter 
Stephen. | fun XH , 

Step. No faith, it’s no boot to follow him, now: let 


him e’ne go, and hang. Pr’y thee, help to crufs me, a 
-Jittle. Hedo’s fo vex me | 


"Bray. You'll be worfe vex’d, when you are trufs’d, 
“Mafter Stephen. Beft, keep un-brac’d; and walk your 


. cr till you be cold: your Choller may founder you 
elf. 


Step. By my faith, and fo I will, now thou tell’ft me 
on’t: How doft thou like my Leg, Brays-worm ? 


Bray. A very good Leg, Mafter Stephen; but the 


woollen Stocking do’s not commend it fo well. 
Step. Foh, the Stockings be good enough, now Sum- 
mer is coming on, for the ‘duft: Pll have a pair of 


_ Silk again? Winter, that I go to dwell ithe Town. I 


think my Lég would thew in a Silk-hofe —~ 
Bray. Believe me, Mafter Stepbes, rarely well. 
Step. In fadnefs, J chink it would: I have a reafonable 


_ good Leg. 


Bray. You have an excellent good Leg, Mafter Ste- 
phen but I cannot ftay, to praife it.longer now, andI 
am very forry for’s. | 


Every Man in bis Humour. © ~~, ,* @ 


| Step. Another time will ferve, Brayn-worm. Gra- ’ 


PORTE EDS 


mercy for this. 

E. Kn. Ha; hae J ; i : . 

no’well Jaught, having read the Letter. - 

Step: *Slid, I hope, he iaighe nce at ae and he do — 

E. Kn. Here was a Letter, indeed, to be intercepted by 
a Man’s Father, and do him good with him! He can- 
not but think moft vercuoufly,both of me,and the Sender, 
fure p ann qo ay ae Coftar’-monger of him in 
our familiar Epiftles. . Well, 1f he read this with patience, |: i 
I'll be gelt, Ka eroll Ballads for Mr. ‘fobs Trundle, yon 7226 o 
der, thereft of my mortality. It is true, and likely, my Ces 
Father may have as much patience asanother Man ;°“"“7 ° 
for he takes much Phyfick: and oft taking Phy fick “7 


.| makes-a Man very.patient.. But would your Packet,¢* wiles 


Mafter Well-bred; had arriv’d at him, in fuch a minute Meng, 2, 
of his ‘patience; then we had known the end of it? 
which now is doubtful, and threatens— What ! my wife O9? 
Coufin! Nay, then Pll furnifh our Feaft with one Gull <7--'«- 
more to’ard the mefs. He writes to me of a Brace, and 4774 6 
here’s One, that’s Three: O, for a fourth! Fortune, if 2: 7 acy. 
ever thau’lt ufe chine Eyes, I intreat thee ——— 4474 

Step. O, now I fee, who he laught at. He laughte at 
fome body in that Letter. By this good light, an’ he 
had laught at me , 

E. Kn. How now, Coufin Stephen, melancholy ? 
. Step. Yes, alitele. I chought you had laught at me, 
Coutin. | 

E. Kn. Why,what an’ I had, Couz? what would you 
ha’ done ? | 

Step. By this light, I would ha’ told mine Uncle. 

E. Kn. Nay, if you would ha’ told your Uncle, I did 
laugh at you, Couz. - 

Step. Did you, indeed ? 

E. Kn. Yes, indeed. 

Step. Why, then 

E. Ky. What then? _ 

Step. I am fatisfied, it is fufficient. Oo 

E. Kn. Why, be fo, gentle Couz. And, I pray you 
let. me intreat a courtefie of you. Iam {ent for, this 
Morning, by a Friend ?’che Old ‘Fewry, to come to him ; 
Ie’s but croffing over the Fields to Moor. gate: Will you | 
bear me company-? I proteft, it is not to draw you in- 
to Bond, or any Plot againft the State, Couz. 

Step. Sir, that’s all one, and ’cwere ; you fhall com- 
‘mand me twice fo far as Moor-gate, to do you good 


MA -” 


in fuch a matter. Do you think I would leave you? I 


roteft ~— 
_ E. Kn. No, no, you thall not proteft, Couz ? _ 

Step. By my fackings, bue I will, by your leave ; 
Til proteft more to my Friend, than Pll {peak off, at 
this time. 7 

E. Kn. You {peak very well, Couz. 

Step. Nay, not fo neither, you fhall pardon me: but 
I {peak to ferve my turn. a 

_E. Ks. Your turn, Couz? Do you know what you , 
fay? A gentleman of your fort, parts, carriage, and efti- /, 
mation, to talk o” your turn T this company, and to me 
alone, like a Tankard-bearer at a Conduit’! fe. A Wight, 
that (hitherto) his every ftep hath lefe the ftamp of a 
great Foot behind him, as every word the favour of a 
{trong fpirit! and he! this man! fo grac’d, guilded, o 
(to ufe a more fit Metaphor) fo tin-foild by nature, as not 
ten Houfe-wives Pewter (again’ a good time) fhews more 
bright to the World than he! ane he Cas I faid laft, fo 
T fay again, and fill fhall fay ic) chis Man! to conceal 
fuch real Ornaments as thefe, and fhaddow their glory, 
ss Milleners Wife TE yt niet Stomacher, with 
afmoky Lawn, or a black Cyprefs ? O Couz! it can-d, «7 
not be antwer'd, go not about it. Drake’s old Ship “48 
at Deptford/may fooner circle che World again, Come, 
wrong not the. qualicy of your defert, with looking 
downward, Couz; but hold up your Head, fo : and 
let the Idea of what you are, be portray’d i your Face, 
Dif sh, Jena fg 2 Rerae, €1 4 eh 
WY fin Aa Aw (Nev to a4 dara. gubrfyp oto; fat ~ wu rtm, 
“ign Yond they Dy ane digy, Ks Vln In Sty “ss = 
the k ve LS Jbat) Chester Aor aes i dae ay eer L0 
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en may read ? your Phyfnomy, ( Here, within | _ Cob. Drunk Sir, you hear not me fay fo. Perhaps, he -#% «1-4 
on a 45 ms feen my true, a pas aie: Mon- {wallow’d a Tavern-token, or fome fuch device, Sir: I Arte 
fter, or miracle of Nature, which is all one, ) What; have nothing to do withal. I deal wich Water, and not anise 
think you of this, Couz? | | with Wine. Gi? me my Tankard there, hough, God b’ A Yep 

Step. Why, Idochink of ity and I will be more Proud, | Ww’ you, Sir. It’s fix a Clock : I fhould ha’ carried ew 5A 
and Melancholy, and Gentleman-like, than I have been; | Turns, by this. Whathough? my ftopple, come. 
Pll enfure you. ° __ Mat. Lie in a Water-bearers Houfe! A Gentleman of 
E. Kn, Why, that’s refolute Mafter Stephen! Now, if | his havings! Well, rl tell him my mind. oy By fa WH vet now? 
Ican but hold him up to his height, as it ishappily begun, | Cob. What 776, thew this Gentleman up to the Captain Leaks As 
te iewill do well for a Suburb-humour: we may hap have | Oh, an’ my Houfe were the Brazes- bead now ! faith ite-A7 rok 
a match with the City, and play him for Forry pound. | would e’en {peak, Mo fools yet. You fhould ha’ fome now yh 
Come, Couz. would take this M. Matthew to be a Gentleman, ar the es | 
Step. Pll follow you. leaft. His Father’s an honeft Man, a worthipful Fith v4 


E. Kn. Follow me? you muft go before. 
Step. Nay, an’ I muit, I will. Pray you, fhew me, 
good Coufin. 


monger, and fo forth; and now do’s he creep, and wrig- 
gle into acquaintance with all the brave Gallants about 
the Town, fuchas my gueftis; §o, my gueft isa fine Man) 
and they flout him invincibly* He ufethevery day to a 
Merchants Houfe (where I ferve Water) one Mafter 


(ht ck Gf piss aveape <4 ways is ap/aett Lee | Kitely’s? the Old Fewry ; and here’s the jeft, he is in love 
2 fo bh por fft<ll- Lp. Mr. ies, ob: i Ly fie | with my Mafter’s Sifter, (Miftris Bridget) and calls her 
Wn 4, feel same Le heated alan yf” he lA sot ea (7 Miftris: and there he will fit you a whole Afternoon 
Af # Think this bethe Horffc : what, hough font: ometimes, reading o’ chefe fame abominable, vile, (a Pox 


The firft Red Herring chat was broild in Adam and Eve’s | Wife lent him out of her Purfe, by fix-pence a time) be- 
ee Jputbest Kitchin, do I fetch a Pedigree from, by the Harrots | fides his Lodging : I would I had it. I thall ha’it, he fays, 
“404 Books. His Cob X was my great-preat-mighty-great | the next 4éfion. Helter skelter, hang forrow, care Hl kill 
Te sgee J G Grand-father. | e 4 ; | a Cat, up-tails all,” and a Loufe for the Hangman. 
f ota te Mat. Why mighty? why mighty ? I pray thee. | 7 . gun 3 7 Pb» (oy vort-& 4. py 
“2° Cob. O, it was a mighty while ago, Sir, anda mighty} ~ AG TL Scene Vi-deipeot 4 +7: 


Cob. Who’s there? O, Mafter Matthew ! gi’ you 

Worfhip good morrow. 
_ Mat. What ! Cob! how doft thou, good Cob ? doft thou 
inhabie here, Cod ? 

Cob. I Sir, 1 and my Linage ha’ kept a poor Houfe, 
here, in our days. 

Mat. Thy Linage, Monfieur Cob, what Linage, what 
Linage? a 

Cob. Why Sir, an ancient Linage, and a princely. 
Mine ance’try came from a Kings belly, no worfe Man: 
and yet no Man neither (by your Worfhips leave, I did 
lie in thar) but Herring the King of Fith” (from his belly, 
I proceed) one 0’ the Monarchso’ the World, Laffure you. 


great Cob. , 

Mat. How know’ft thou that ? 

Cob. How know I? why, I {mell his Ghoft, ever and 
anon. 

Mat. Smell a Ghoft? 6 unfavoury jeft! and the Ghoft of 

a Herring, Cob. 7 

Cob. I Sir, with favour of your Worfhips Nofe, 
Mr. Matthew,why not the Ghoft of a Herring Cob, as well 
as the Ghoft of Rafher-bacon ? 

Mat. Roger Bacon, thou wouldft fay 2 


Cob. I fay Rafher-Bacon. They were both broild 0} 


the Coles; and a Man may {mell broild Meat, I hope? 
youare a Scholar, upfolve me chat, now. 
Mat. Oraw ignorance! Cob, canft thou fhew me of a 


_ a Gentleman, one Captain Bobadill, where his Lodging is ? | 


Cob. O, my gueft, Sir? you mean. 

Mat. Thy gueft! Alas! ha, ha. | 

Cob, Why do you laugh, Sir? Do you not mean Cap- 
tain Bobadilt? ; | 

Mat. Cob, *pray thee advife thy felf well: do not wrong 
the Gentleman, and thy felf too. Idare be fworn, he 
{corns thy Houfe: he! He lodge in fuch a bafé obfcure 
place, as thy Houfe! Tut, I know his difpofition fo well, 
he would not lie in thy Bed, if cho’uldft gi’ him. 

Cob. I will not give it him, though, Sir. Mafs, I 


thought fomewhat was in’t, we could not get himto Bed, 


all nighe ! Well Sir, though he lie not o my Bed, he lies 
o’ my Bench : an’t pleafe you to go up, Sir, you fhall 
-find him with two Cufhions under his Head, and his 


Cloke wrapt about him,.as though he had neither won 


than he has done to night. 7244, ¢evocen eae ABCC 


eee r you can tell. 


on *em, I cannot abide them) rafcally Verfes, Poyetry, 
Poyetry, and {peaking of Enterludes, twill make a Man 
burft to hear him. And the Wenches, chey do fo geer, 
and ti-he ac him ——— well, fhould they do fo much to 
me, I’d forfwear them all, by the Foot of Pharsob. There’s 
an Oath ! How many Water-bearers fhall you hear {wear 
fuch an Oath? 6, I have a gueft (he teaches me) hedo’s 
{wear the legibleft of any Man chriftned : By St. George, 
the Foot of Pharaob, the Body of me, as I am a Gentle- 
man, and a Soldier : fuch dainry Oaths! and withal, he 
do’s take this fame filthy roguith Tobacco, the fineft, and 
cleanlieft ! it would do a Man good to fee the fume come 
forth at’s Tonnels ! Well, he owes me Forty Shillings ( my 


Bobadil, Tib, Matthew. 


Ho; hoftefs. © 

Tio. What fay you, Sir? 

Bob. A Cup.o’ thy {mall Beer, fwee 

Tsb. Sir, 
with you | 

Bob. A Gentleman ! ’ods fo, I am not within. 

7sb, My Husband told him you were, Sir. 

Bub. What a Plague —— what meant he? 

Mat. Captain Bobadill 2? : 

Bob. Who’s there? (take away the Bafon, good Ho- 
ftefs ) come up, Sir. : 

7b. He would defire you to come up, Sir. You come 
into acleanly Houfe, here. = : 

Mat. “Save you, Sir. "Save you, Captain. 

Bob. Gentle Mafter Matrbew ! Is it you, Sir? Pleafe 
you to fic down? 

Mat. Thank you good Captain, you may fee, Iam 
fomewhat audacious, — . 

Bob. Not fo, Sir. I was requefted to Supper, aft 
Night, by a fore of Gallants, where you were with’d for, 
and drunk to, I affure you. %-/2&yar. # . 

Mat. Vouchfafe me, by whom, good Captain ? 

Bob. Marry, by young Well-bred, and others: Why, 
Hoftefs, a Stool here, for this Gencleman. 

Mat. No hafte, Sir, tis very well. 

Bob. Body of me! Ic was fo late ere we parted laft, 
Night, I can fcarce open my Eyes, yet; I was but new 
rifen, as you came: how pafles the Day abroad, Sir? 


lying on bis Bench. 
C Hofte&. | 
there’s a Gentleman, below, would {peak 
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Mat. Faith, fome half Hour to feven: now truft 
‘a me, you have an exceeding fine Lodging here, very 
ae neat, and private ! | 
: Bob. I Sir: fit down, I pray you. Mr. Afatthew (in 
any cafe) poffefs no Gentlemen of our acquaintance, 
with notice of my Lodging, <«¢077 -f- 
| Ma. Who? Sir? no. | 
. Bob. Not that I need to care who know it, for the 
. Cabbin is convenient, but in regard I would not be 
: too popular, and generally vificed, as fome are. 
, Mat. True, Captain, I conceive you. : 
Bob. For, do you fee, Sir, by the heart of valour in 
me, (except it be to fome peculiar and choice fpirits, 
to whom I am ‘extraordinarily ingag’d, as your felf, or 
fo ) I could not extend thus far. — 
Mat. O Lord, Sir, I refolve fo. bin'slegeg Jbatt st LS fa 
Bob. 1 confefs, I love a cleanly and quiet privacy, 
above all the tumult, and roar of fortune. What 
new Book ha’ you there ? What! Go by, Hieronymo! 
“Mat. I, did you ever fee it acted ? ist not well pend ? 
mn9!1 Bob, Well pend ? I would fain fee all che Poets, of 
A bethefe ti =n fuch another Play as that was: they'll 
4t/7 lprate and Iwagger, and keepa ftir of Art and De- 
yew {vices, when (as I am a Gentleman) read ’em, they 
+ |are the moft hallow, pittiful, barren Fellows, that 
live upon the face of the Earth, again! i jw? «d.44 
$4 — Mat. Indeed, here are a number of fine Speeches in 
yX4 this Book! O Eyes, no Eyes, but F persia” ss with 
st? Tears! There's a conceic! Fountains fraught with 
21/4 Tears! O life, no life, but lively form of death! Another! 
f°" 0 World, no World, but mafs of publick wrongs! A. thivd 
. 4 ‘Confufi'd and fil?d with murder, and mifdeeds ! A fourth ! 
| O, the Mufes! Ist not excellent? Is’e not fimply the 
beft that ever you heard, Captain? Ha? How do you 
like it ? 7 | 
Bob. *Tis good. 
Mat. To thee, the pureft objec to my fenfe, 
The moft refined Effence Heaven covers, 
: Send I thefe Lines, wherein I do commence 
a The bappy rate of Turtle-billing Lovers, aa 
If they prove rough, un-poli{h’t, bar{h, and rude, 
| Hafte made the wafte. Thus, mildly, I conclude. , 
Bob. Nay, proceed, proceed. Where's this? UT FC 
- -  [Bobadill és making bim ready a this while. 
Mat. This, Sir 2? a Toy 0’ mine own, in my nonage : 
the infancy of my Majfes! But, when will you come 
and fee my Study? good faith, I can fhew you fome 
very good things, I have done of late-—— That Boot 
‘ becomes your Leg, palling well, Captain, methinks! 
watt a» Bab. So, fo, It’s the fafhion, Gentlemen now ufe? 
tect, af Met. Troth, Captain, and now you fpeak o' the Fa- 
ur tle Mhion, Mafter Well-bred’s elder Brother, and I, are fain 
Gy, xout exceedingly: this other day, I hapned to enter 
nf df. into fome difcourfe of a Hanger, which f affure you, 
both for Fafhion, and Work-man-fhip, was moft pe- 
remptory-beautiful, and Gentleman-like ! Yet he con- 
demn’d, and cry’d jt down for che moft. pyed and 
ridiculous that ever he faw. 
Bob. Squire Dows-right? the half-Brother, wast not? 
Mat. I Sir, he. | 
Bob. Hang him, rook, hee! why he ha’s no more 
judgment than a Malt-horfe. By S. George, I wonder 
youl'd lofe a thought upon fich an. animal : thé moft 
peremptory abfurd clown of Christendom, this day, he 1s 
holden. I proteft to you, as Iam a Gentleman and a 
Soldier, I ne’r chang’d words, with his like. By his dif- 
courfe, he fhould eat nothing but Hay.. He was born 
for the Manger, Pannier, or Pack-faddle! He has not fo 
much asa good Phrafe in his Belly, bye afl old Iron, and 
' rufty Proverbs! a good Commodity for fome Smith to 
make Hob-nails of. 4 
Mat. I, and he thinks to carry it away with his Man- 
|. hood ftill, where he comes. He brags he-will gi’ me the 
bafinado, asi hean : 
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Bob. How! He the baftinado ! how came he by that 
word, trow? | 

Mat. Nay, indeed, he 
for my more grace. 

Bob. That may be: for I was fure it wasnone of his 
word. But, when? when faid he fo? . | 

Mat. Faith, yefterday, they fay: a young Gallant, 2 | 
Friend of mine told me fo. . 

Bob. By the Foot of Pharaoh, and ’t were my cafe los 
now, I fhould fend him a chartel prefencly. The baftina . 2 yy 
do! A moft proper, and fufficient dependance, warranted a 
by the great Caranza, Come hither. You fhall chartel him. “42. % * bn 
Ile fhew you a trick or two, you fhall kill him wich, areAs-- 
pleafure: che firft foccata, if you will, by this Air. 

Mat. Indeed, you have ablolute knowledge 7 the my- 

{tery, I have heard, Sir. | 

Bob. Of whom? of whom 
feech you? | 

Mat. Troth, I have heard it {poken of divers, that you 
have very rare, and un-in-one-breath-utter-able skill, Sir. 

Bob. By Heaven, no, not I; noskill? the Earth : fome 
{mall rudiments ?’ the Science, asto know my time, di- 
ftance, or fo. I have profeft ic more for Noblemen, and 
Gentlemens ufé, than mine own practice, I affure you. 
Hoftefs, accommodate us with another Bed-ftaff here, 47 
quickly: Lend us another Bed-ftaff. The Woman does “4% 
not underitand the words of on. Look you, Sir. . 
Exalt not your point above this ftate, ac any hand, and 
let your poynard, maintain your defence, thus: (give 
it the Gentleman, and leave us ) fo, Sir. Come on: O, 
twine your body more about, that you may fall to a 
more {weet, comly, gentleman-like guard, fo indifferent. 
Hollow your body more Sir, thus. Now, ftand fafto’ . 
your left Leg, note your Diftance, keep your due pro- 52 
portion of Time Oh, you diforder your point, 
moft irregularly ! Ba 

Mat. Howis the bearing of it, now, Sir? | 

Bob. O, out of meafureill! A well experienc’d hand 
would pafs upon you at pleafure. 

Mar. How mean you, Sir, pafs upon me? | 

Bob. Why thus, Sir (make a thruft at me) come it 


faid Cudgel me; I ternrd it fo, 


ha’ you heard it, I: be- 


-upon the anfwer, controul your Point, and make a full 


carreer at the Body. ‘The Beft-pra@is’d Gallants of the 
Time, name it the paffada: a moft defperate thruft, be- 
lieve it! a | 
Mat. Well, come, Sir. | 
Bob. Why, you do not manage your Weapon with a- 
ny facility or grace to invite me ! ihave no Spirit to play 
ir “you. sc sa Pi Judgment eee you er: 
te IOUS! 4s 4-407, a / AP Dy / O a7 Mav oT ase A, J 
Mat. But one venue, 6 ek rile tee f ley i Ler 
Bob. Venue! Fie. Moft grofs denomination, as ever I 
heard. O, the /foccata, while you live, Sir. Note that. 
Come,. put of your CIGak, and wel go to fome private 7 sey a hy 
place, where you are acquainted, fome Tavern, or fo—“” 4p 
and have a bit——FPle fend for one of chefe Fencers, and““«- Pon 
he hall breath you, by my dire@ion ; and, then, I will*- 7<% | 
teach you your trick. You fhall kill bim with it, at thez-<<4 “4 , 
firft, if you pleafe. Why, I will learn you by the true’ soy @-4, 
judgment of the Eye, Hand, and Foot, to controul any ~«-<<¢, ot, 
Enemies Point i’ the World. Should your Adverfary con- Kregpoys . 
front you with a Piftol, twere nothing, by this hand; | 
ou fhould, by the fame Rule, controul his Bullet, in a 
Lines except it were Hail-fhot, and fpred. What Mo- 
ney ha’ you about you, Mafter Matthew ? 
Mat. Faith, I ha’ not paft a ewo Shillings, or fo. 
Bob. ’Tis fomewhat with the leaft: bur come. We 
will have a bunch of Radifh, and Salt, co tafte our 
Wine ; and a Pipe of Tabatco, to clofe the Orifice of the 
Stomach : and then we'll call upon young Hellored. 
Perhaps we fhall geet the Coridon, his Brother there, and $< 
put him tothe queftion. Zawew C49 hau AY, 
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things, for ought I fee : It will never out of the Fleth 
that’s bred i’ the Bone! I have told him enough, one 
would chink, ifthat would ferve: But, Counfel to him 
is as good, as a Shoulder of Mutton to a fick Horfe. Well! 
he knows what to trutt to, for George. Let him fpend, 
and fpend, and domineer, till his Heart ake; an’ he 


A&t Il. Scene IL. 
Kitely, Cah, Doum-right. 


Homas, Come hither. 


There liesa Note, within upon my Desk, 

Here take my Key : It is no mattcr, neither. 
Where isthe Boy ? Ca(h. Within, Sir, i’ch Ware-houfe, 

Kit. Let him ell over, ftraight, that Spanifh Gold, 
And weigh ie, with the Pieces of Eight. Do you 
See the delivery of thofe Silver-ftuffs, 
To Mafter Lucar. Tell him, if he will, 
He thall ha’ the Grograns, at the rate I told him, 
And I will meet him, on the Exchange anon. 

Cafh. Good, Sir. | 

Kit. Do you fee that fellow Brother Down-right. 


think to be reliev’d by me, when he is got into one o? 
‘hie City-pounds, che Counters, he has the. wrong Sow 
y the Ear i? faith : and claps his Dith at the wron 
mans Door” I'll lay my hand o’ my Half-peny, e’re I 

part with’r, to fetch him out, Vl affure him. | 

Kit. Nay, good Brother, let it not trouble you, thus. 

Dew. “Sdeath, he mads me, I could eat my very Spur- 
leathers, for anger ! But, why are you fo tame ? Why 
do not you fpeak to him, and tell him how he difquiets _ 
your Houfe ? 7 . 

Kit. O, There are divers reafons to diffwade, Brother, 
But, would your éelf vouchfafe to travel in ic, 


' Dow. I, What of him? 
Kit. He is a Jewel, Brother. 
I took him of a Child, up, at my Door, 
arts bimpit And Chriftened him, gave him mine own Name Thomas, 
ao Bi Weare, or — bred him at the Hofpital ; where proving 
ae -44 A toward Imp, I call’d him home, and taught him 
ly pene? « #-Z2-!" So much, as I have made him my Cafhier, 
2” And giv'n him, who had none, a Surname, Cajb: 


(Though but with plain ahd eafie Circumftance,) 
It would both come much better to his fenfe, 
And favour lefs of ftofmach, or of paffion. 

You are hiselder Brother, and that Title 

Both gives, and warrants your Authority, 
Which (by Pun prefence feconded) muft breed 
A kind of duty in him, and regard: 


And find him, in his Place fo full of faith, 
That, I durft truft my Life into his hands! 
Dew. So would not I in any Baftards, Brother, - 
As, icislike, he is: although I knew 
My felf his Father. But you faid yo’ had fomewhat 
’ 'To tell me, gentle Brother, what is’t 2. what is’t? 
_ Kit. Faith, Iam very loath, to utter it, 
As fearing, ic may hure your patience: 
But that [know your Ju:tgment is of ftrength, 
Againft the nearnefs of affe@ion-—— 
' Dow. What need this Circumftance? pray you be 
direct. | 7 | 
Kit. I will not fay, how much I do afcribe 
Unto your Friendfhip; nor, in what regard 
Thold your love : but, let my paft behaviour, 
And ufage of your Sifter, bug confirm (46a') 7. 
How well l’ave been affected to your 


Dow. You are too tedious, come to the matter, the 


matter. | : 
Kit. Then (without further Ceremony) thus. 

My Brother Wel-bred, Sir, (Il know not how) 

Or late, is much declin’d in what he was, 

And greatly alter’d in his difpoficion. 

When he came firft to lodge herein my Houfe, 

Ne’re cruft me, if I were not proud of him: . 

Me thought he bare himfelf in fucha fafhion, 

So full of Man, and {weetnefs in hisCarriage, 

And (what was chief) ic fhew’d not borrowed in him, - 

Buc alljhe did, became him as his own, 

And feem’d as perfe&, proper, and poffeft 

As Breath with Life; or Colour, with the Blood. 

- Bur, now, his courfe is foirregular, 

So loofe, affected, and depriv’d of grace, 

And he himfelf wichal fo far faln o 

From that firft place, as fcarce no Note remains, 

To tell Mens Judgments where he lately ftood. 

He’s grown a ftrariger to all due refpea, 

Forgetful of his Friends, and not content 

To ftale himfelf in all Societies, Agron’ Jk, = 

He makes my Houfe here common, as a Mart,Coree€ 

A Theater, a publick Receptacle “7 4f/. vv'ele vy. 

For giddy Humour, and difeafed Riot ; , 

And here (as in a Tavern, or a Stews) 7 

He, and his wild Affociates, {pend their Hours, 

In repetition of lafcivious Jeafts, 

Swear, leap, drink, dance, and revel night by night, © 

Controul my Servants : and indeed what not ? 


Dow. ’Sdeyns, I know not what I fhould fay to him, 7’ 
65 the whole World ! He values me at a crake Three-Far- 


uf. Tov. {. G.2. 


Whereas, if I fhould intimate the leaft, 


Tt would but.add contempt, to his negle@, 


Heap worfe on ill, make up a Pile of hatred 
Thar, in the rearing, would come tottring down, 
And, inthe ruine, bury all our love. 

Nay, more than this, Brother, if I fhould {peak, 
He would be ready from his heat of humour, 
And over-flowing of the Vapour, in him, 

To blow the Ears of his familiars, | 

With the falfe breath, of telling, what difgraces, 
And low difparagements, I had put upon him. 
Whilft they, Sir, to relieve him, inthe Fable, 
Make their loofe Comments upon every Word, 
Gefture, or Look, Lufe; mock me all over, , | 
From my flac Cap unto my fhining Shooes : a ae 
And, out of their impetuous rioting Phant’fies;~ ~" ~7° 
Beget fome flander, that fhall dwell wich me. 

And what would that be think you? marry, this 

They would give out (becaufe my Wife is fair, 

My felf but lately married, and my Sifter 

Here forjourning a Virgin in my Houfe) 

That I were jealous! nay, as fure as death, 

That they would fay. ‘And how that I had quarrell’d, 


_ | My Brother purpofely, thereby to find 
_| An apt Pretext, to banifh them my Houfe. 


Dow. Mats, perhaps fo : They’re like enough to do it. 
Kit. Brother, they would, believe ic: fo fhould I 
(Like one of thefe penurious Quack-falvers) 
But fet che Bills up to mine own difgrace. 
And try Experiments upon my felf : 
Lend Scorn and Envy opportunity, 
To ftab my Reputation, and good Name——— 


Act If. Scene II. 
Matthew, Bobadsl, Dowmright, Kitely. 


I Will {peak to him : | oe 
Bob. Speak to him ? away, by the foot of Pharaob, 

you fhall not, you fhall not do him that grace. . The 

time of day, to you,Gentleman o” the Houfe. Is Mr. Wedl- 

bred {tirring ? — | 
Dow. How then? what fhould he do? 

a Gentleman of the Houfe, it isto you : is he with- 
in, Sir? - | 
Kit. He came not to his Lodging to night, Sir, I af- 

{ure you. | 


« Why, do you hear? you, | 3 
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Bob. The Gentleman-Citizen hath fatisfied me, Ill 

talk to no Scavenger. | 
"Dow. How, Scavenger? ftay Sir, flay. 

Kit. Nay, Brother Dows right. 

Dow. "Heart !{tand you away, and you love me- 

Kit. You thall not follow him new, I pray you,Brother, 
Good faith you hall not: I will over-rule you. 

Dow. Ha? Scavenger? well, go to, I fay lictle : but, by 
this good day, (God forgive me I fhould {wear) iff put 
it up fo, fay, I am the rankeft Cow that ever pift. 
*Sdeyns, and I {wallow this, I'll ne’re draw my Sword 
in the fight of Fleet-freet again, while I live ; Vl fic in 
a Barn, with Madge-howlet, and catch Mice firlt. Sca- 

—-venger ? "Heart, and Pll go near to fill thac huge Tum- 
brel-flop of yours, with fomewhat, and Ihave good luck: 
our Garagantua breech cannot carry it away fo. 

Kit. Oh donot fret your felf thus, never think on’. 

Dow. Thefe are my Brothers Conforts, thefe ! thefe 
are his Carm’rades, his walking Mates! he’s a Gallant, a 
Cavaliero too, right Hang-man cut! Let me not live, 
and I could not find in my heart to fwinge the whole 
gang of *em, one afteranother, and begin with him firft. 
Jam griev’d, it fhould be faid he is my Brother, and 

79 take thefe Courfcs. Well, as he brews, fo fhall he drink, 
for George, again. Yet he fhall hear on’e, and chat tighe- 
ly too, and I live, 1° faith. 

Kit. But, Brother, let your reprehenfion (then) . 
Run in an eafie current, not ore-high | 
Carried with rafhnefs, or devouring choler ; 

But rather ufe che foft perfwading way, 
Whofe Powers will work more gently, and compofe 
Th’ imperfe& Thoughts you labour to reclaim : 
More winning, than enforcing the confent. 
Dow, I, I, let me alone for that, I warrant you. 


Kit.How now? ob, the Bell rings to Breakfaft. [Bell rings. | 


Brother, I pray you go in, and bear my Wife 
Company, till I come ; Ill but give order 
For fome difpatch of bufinefs to my Servants—— 


Aa IL Scene I 


To them. | | Kitley, Cob, Dame Kitley. 


Hat, Cob? our Maids will have you by the back 
(7 faith) | 
For coming fo late this Morning. 
Cob. Perhaps fo, Sir, take heed fome body have not 
them by the Belly, for walking fo late in the Evening, 
[He paffes by with bis Tankard. 
Kit. Well, yet my troubled {piric’s fomewhat eas’d, 
Though not repos’d in that fecurity 
As I could with: But I muft be conten. 
How e’re I fet a face on’t to the, World, 
Would 1 had loft this Finger, at a venture, 
So Well-bred had ne're lodg’d within my Houfe. 
Why't cannot be, where there is fuch refore 
Of wanton Gallants, and young Revellers, 
That any Woman fhould be honetft long. 
Ist like that factious Beauty will preferve 
The publick weal of Chai{tity unthaken, 
When fuch ftrong motives mufter, and make head 
Againft her fingle peace ? No, no. Beware 
When mutual appetite doth meet to treat, 
And Spiritsof one kind and quality 
Come once to parlee inthe Pride of Blood, 
It is no flow Confpiracy that follows. 
Well (to be plain) if I but thought the time 
Had anfwer'd their affections, all che World 
Should not perf{wade me, but I were a Cuckcold. - 
Marry, I hope, they ha’ not got chat ftare : 
For opportuniry hath baulkt’em yer, 
And thall do ftill, while I have Eyes, and Ears 
To attend che impofitions of my heart. 
My prefence thall be as.an Iron Bar, 


a mented 


+ 
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’Twixt the confpiring motions of defire: 

Yea, every look, or glance mine eyes ejects, 

Shali check occafion, as one doth his Slave, 

When he forgets che limits of prefcription. , 
Dame. Sifter Bridget, pray you fetch down the Rofe- 

water above in the Clofet. Sweet-heart, will you come 

in to Break-faft ? - 7 
Kit. An’ fhe have over-heard me now ? 
Dame. 1 pray thee (good Atu/s) we ftay for you. ™ 
Kit. By Heaven I would not for a thoufand Angels. 
Dame. What aile you, Swect-heart ? are you not well ? 

{peak good Mu/s. | 
Kit. Troth my head akes extreamly, ona fudden. 
Dame. Oh, the Lord! 
Kit. How now? what? | 

Dame. Alas, how it burns? Afu/s, keep you warm, 

good truth it is this new Difeafe, chere’s a number are 


me ee 


troubled withal ! for Loves fake {weet-heart, come in, out 
of the Air. 7 
Kit. How fimple, and how fubtil are her Anfwers ? 
A new Difeafe, and many troubled with it! 
Why true: fhe heard me, all the world to nothing. 
Dame. | pray thee, good Sweet-heart, come in; the 
Air will do you harm, in troth. 
Kit. The Air! fhe has me?’ the Wind! Sweet-heart, 
Pll come to you prefently : twill away, I hope. 
Dame. Pray heaven it do. 
Kit. A new Difeafe ! I know not, new, or old, 
Buc it may well be call'd poor mortals plague: 
For, like a peftilence, ic doth infe& 
The Houfes of the Brain. Firft, it begins 
Solely to work upon the Phantafie, 
Filling her feat with fuch peftiferous Air, 
As foon corrupts the Judgments and from thence, 
Sends like Contagion to the Memory : 
Still each to other giving the infection. 


64. 


| Which as a fubtil Vapour fpreads it felf 


Confufedly, through every fenfive Part, 

Till not a thought or motion in the mind 

Be free from the black poyfon of fufpeda. 

Ah, but what mifery is ir, to know this ? 

Or, knowing it, to want the Minds Erection 

In fuch Extremes? Well, I will once more ftrive 
(In {pice of this black Cloud) my felf to be, 
And fhake che Fever off, that thus fhakes me. 


Act Il. Scene IV. 
Brain-worm, Ed. Kno’well, Mr. Stephen. 


Lid, Icannot chufe but laugh, co fee my felf tranfla- 

ted thus, froma poor Creature to a Creator; for 
now mult I create an intolerable fore of Lies, or my 
prefent Profeflion lofes the Grace: And yet the Lie to —— 
a Man of my Coat, is as ominousa Fruit, as the Fico. OA 4% H9' 2G, 
Sir, it holds for good Polity ever, to have that outward: bere vee ». 
ly in vileft eftimation, that inwardly is moft dear to oe Ain 
So much for my borrowed Shape. Well, the troth is, Jr. 2 
my old Mafter intends to follow my young, /dry-foot, A+ pas at -1% 
over Moor-fields, to Londen, this morning : now I, know-c‘sa~fiv Az, 
ing of this Hunting-macch, or rather Confpiracy, and? A457 w, 
to infinuate with my young Mafter, (for i muft we -%. "EU" yr 
that are. Blue-waiters, and Men of Hope and Service f7 3H l rhe 6, 
do, or perhaps we may wear Motley at the Years end.#,«<% —.- 
and who wears Motley,/you know) have got me afore, 
in this Difguife, determining here to lie in Ambufcads, 
and intercept him in the mid-way. If I can but get his 
Cloke, his Purfe, his Hat, nay, any thing, to cut him off, 
that is, to ftay his-Journy, Veni, vidi, vict, I may fay 
with Captain Cefar, I am made for ever, i’ faich. Well, 
now mult I practife to ger the true Garb of one of 
thefe Lance-Kuights, my Arm here, and my——young ama AZ 
Matter! and his Coulin, Mr. Stephen, asl a suet, 0 
counterfcic Man of War, and no Soldier! Cony ts Lhe, Ax 
fren kag An dich oot hitres  Dirhec E Ly As 
Mewar Fav, "op ELE fag Fustle, t: 

tus Cavey Y pat aon, aflez, of, /leq 
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E. Kn. So Sir; and how then Couz? 
Step. Sfoot, I have loft my Purfe, I chink. 


E. Kn. How? loft your Purfe? where? when had | it, for thac Words fake. Follow me for your Money. in 


you it ? 

Step. I cannot tell, ftay. 

Brai. Slid, Iam afeard they will know me; would L 
could get by them. 

E. Kn. What? ha’ you tc ? 

Step. No, I think I was bewitchr, I 

E. Kn. Nay, do not weep the Lols, hang it, let it go. 

Step. Oh, it’s here: no, and ic had been loft, I had noc 
card, but for a Jec Ring Mrs. Mary fent me. 

E. Kn. A Jet Ring ? O the Poe/ie, the Poefie ? 

Step. Fine, i’ faith! Though Fancy fleep, my Love ws deep. 
Meaning, that tho’ I did nor fantic her, yet fhe loved me 
dearly. 

E. Ko Moft excellent! 

Step. And then I fene her another, and my Poefie was, 
The deeper the fweeter, I'll be judy'd by St. Peter. 

E. Kn. How, by Sc. Peter ? Ido not conceive that. 

Ssep. Marry, St. Peter, to make up the Meter. 

E. Kn. Well, there the Sainte was your good Patron, 
he help’t you at your need ; thank him, thank him. 

Brai. I cannot take leave on ’em fo; I 
will venture, come what will. Gentlemen, 
pleafe you change a few Crowns tor a ve~ 
ry excellent good Blade here? [ama poor 
Gentleman,a Soldier, one that (in the better flate of my 
Fortunes) {corn’d fo meana Retuge; bue now it is the 
Humour of Neceffiry to have it fo. You feem to be 
Gentlemen well affected to Martial Men, elfe fhould I 
rather die with filence, tagn live with fhame. However, 
vouchfafe to remember, it is my Want fpeaks, noc my 
felf. This Condition agrees not with my Spirie 

E. Kn. Where haft thou ferv’d? 

Brai. May it pleafe you, Sir, in all the late Wars of 
Bohemia, Hungaria, Dalmatia, Poland, where not, Sir? I 
have been a poor Servitor by Sea and Land, any time 
this fourteen Years, and follow’d the Fortunes of che 
beft Commanders in Chriftendom. I was twice fhot at 

64 the taking of Aleppo, once at the Relief of Vienna; I 
have been at Marfeslles, Naples, and the Adriatick Gulf, a 
Gentleman-Slave in the Gallies thrice, where I was moft 
dangeraufly fhot in the Head, through both the Thighs, 
and yet being chus maim’d, I am void of Maintenance, 
nothing left me but my Scars, che noted Marks of my 
Refolution. | : 

Step. How will you fell this Rapier, Friend ? 

Brai. Generous Sir, I refer it co your own Judgment ; 
you are Gentleman, give me what you pleafe. 

Step. True, 1am a Gentleman, I know that, Friend: 
But what though? I pray you fay, what would you ask ? 

Brai. I aflure you, the Blade may become the Side or 

Thigh of the bett Prince in Europe. 
_ E. Kn. I, with a Velvet Scabbard, I chink. 
Step. Nay, an’t be mine, it thalt have a Velvet Scab 

- bard, Couz, that’s flac: I'd noe wear it as cis; and you 
would give me an Angel. 

Brai. At your Worfhips plea 
pure Zoledo. 

Step. 1 had rather it were a Spaniard. But tell me, 
what thall I give you for it? An’ it hada Silver Hile— 

E. Kn. Come, come, you fhall not buy it ; hold, there’s 
_ a Shilling, Fellow, cake thy Rapier. 

Step. Why, but I will buy ic now, becaufe you fay fo; 
and there’s another Shilling, Fellow, I {corn to be out- 
bidden. What, fhall {-walk wich a Cudgel, like Higgin- 

@ bettcm, and may havea Rapier for Money ? , 

E. Kn. You may buy one in che Ciry. 

Step. Tut, Pil buy this ¢ che Field, fol will; [havea 
mind toc, becaufe ‘tis a Field Rapier. “Tell me your 
lowelt Price. 

E. Kn. You fhall not buy it, I fay. 

Step. By this Money, but I will, thoughI give more 
than ’cis worth. 


® 
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[ He 2 come 


back. 


fure, Sir; nay, ‘tis a moft 


Every Man in bis Humour. 


E. Kn. Come away, you are a Fool. 
Step. Friend, Iam a Fool, that’s granted 3 but I’ll have 


Brai. At your fervice, Sir. 


A& II. Scene v. 


Kno well, ,Brain worm, 
Cannot lofe the thought, ed of this Letter, 
Sent to my Son, nor leave c’'admire the Change | 
Of Manners, and the Breeding of our Youth | 
Wichin the Kingdom, fince my felf was one. ae: 
When I was young, he liv’'d not in the Stews /A+ 7 
Durft have conceiv’d a Scorn, and utterd it, 

On a grey Head ; Age was Authority ¥ 
Again a Buffoon, and a Man had then a 
A certain Reverence paid unto his Years, - 
That had none due unto his Lite. So much bg | 
The Sanctity of fome prevail’d, for others. 

But now we all are fall’'n; Youth, from their Fear ; 

And Age, from that which bred it, Good Example. 

Nay, would our felves were not the firft, even Parents, /«<«- 
That did deftroy the Hopes in our own Children, J.,477, /c.% 
Or they not learn’d our Vices in their Cradles, 

And fuck’d in our ill Cuftoms with their Milk. 

E’re all their Teeth be born, or they can fpeak, 

We make their Palats cunning: The firft Words 

We form their Tongues with, are licentious Jefts: 

Can it call Whore? cry Baftard? O then kifs it ! 

A witty Child! Can’e {wear ? The Father’s Darling ! 

Give it two Plums. Nay, rather than’e fhall learn 

No Bawdy Song, the Mother her felf will teachie ! 

But this is in the Infancy, the Days | 

Of the Long Coat 3 when it puts on the Breeches, 

It will put off all chis. I, it is like, 

When it is gone into the Bone already. 

No, no; this Dye gées deeper than the Coar, 

Or Shirt, or Skin: it ftains unto the Liver, 

And Heart, in fome: And, rather than ic fhould not, 

Note what we Fathers do! Look how we live! 

What Miitriffes we keep! at what Expence, 

In our Son’s eyes ! where they may handle our Gifts, yy 
Hear our lafcivious Courtfhips, fee our Dalliance, 
Tafte of the fame provoking Meats with us, 

To ruin of our State! Nay, when our own 
Portion is fled, to prey on their Remainder, | 
We call chem into Fellowfhip of Vice; | 
Bait em with the young Chamber maid, tofeal; 6 

And teach’em all bad ways to buy Affection. 7-Ayc. Hy, 
This is one Path: But there are millions more, 7. p 

In which we fpoil our own, with leading them. 4%, .7-,, 
Well, I thank Heaven, Inever yet washe Qiu“... 
That travell’d wich my Son, before Sixteen, a 
To fhew him the Venetian Courtezans ; rr: 
‘Nor read the Grammar of Cheating, I had made, | | 
To my tharp Boy, at Twelve; repeating ftill 

The Rule, Get Adoney ; till, Get Money, Boy ; 

No mater by what Means ; Money will do 

More, Boy, than my Lord’s Letter. Neither.have I 
Dreft Snails or Mufhroms curioufly before him, 
Perfum’d my Sauces, and tanght him to make ’em ; 
Preceding {till, with my grey Gluttony, 

At all the Ord’naries, and only fear’d 

His Palate fhould degenerate, not his Manners. 
Thefe are the Trade of Fathers now; however, 
My Son, I hope, hath met wichin my Threfhold 
None of thefe Houfhold Precedents, which are {trong, 
And {wift, to rape Youth to their Precipice. 

But let the Houfe at home be ne'er fo clean * 

Swept, or kept {weet from Filchnay Duft and Cobwebs ; 
If he willlive inn with his Companions, 4 

In Dung and Leyftals, ic is worth a Fear. pectyZacto* bt 
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Than all that Ihave mention’d of example. 


_ Braj) My Matter? nay, faith have at you: I am 
flefht Phe {ped fo well. Worfhipful Sir, I be- 
feech you, refpect the eftate of a poor Soldier; Iam 
afham’d of this bafe courfe of life (God’s my comfort) 
but extremity provokes me to’t, what remedy? "| 

Kno. Ihave not for you, now. oe 
- Bray. By the Faith I bear unto Truth, Gentleman, it 
is no ordinary cuftom in me, but only to preferve Man. 
hood. I proteft to you, a ManI have been, a Man I 
may be, by your fweet Bounty. 

Kno. Pray thee, good Friend, be fatisfied. 

Bray. Good Sir, by that Hand, you may do the part 


of a kind Gentleman, in lending a poor Soldier the }. 


Every Man in bis Humour. 


price of two Cans of Beer, (a matter of imall value ) | 


the 
ful: fweet Worlhip ——___ 

Kno. Nay, and you be fo importunate —— 
- Bray. Oh, tender Sir, need will have his courfe: I 
was not made to this vile ufe! well, che edge of the Enc- 


King of Heaven fhall pay you,and I fhall reft thank- | 


my could not have abated me fo much: It's hard, when | 


a Man hath ferv’d in his Princes caufe, and 

be thus—— Honourable worfhip, let mede- He weeps. 
rive a finall piece of Silver from you, ic thall . 
not be given inthe courfe of time ; by this good Ground, 


I was taifi to pawn my Rapier laft Night for a poor | 
Supper ; Thad fuck’d the Hiles long before, I ama Pa | 


‘gan elfe: {weet Honour. 
Kno. Believe me, I am taken wich fome wonder, 
To think, a Fellow of thy outward prefence, 
Should ( in the frame, and fathion of his mind ) 
Be fo degenerate, and fordid-bafe ! - 
Artthou a Man?. and fham’ft thou not to beg ? 
‘To pra@ife fuch a fervile kind of life? : 
Why, were thy Education ne’r fo mean, | 
Haying thy Limbs, a choufand fairer courfes 
Offer themfelves co thy Election. : 
Eicher che Wars might ftill f{upply thy wants, 
Or Service of fome vertuous Gentleman, 
Or honeft Labour : nay, what can I name, 
But would become thee better than to beg ? 
Bot Men of thy condition feed on floth, 
As doth the Beetle, on the Dung fhe breeds in, | 
Not caring how the mettal of your minds 
Is eaten with the ruft of idtepeds. 
Now, afore me, what e’er hd be, that fhould 
Relieve a Perfon of chy Quality, 7 | 
While thou infifts in chis loofe defperate courfe, . 
I would efteem the fin, not chine, but his. 
Bray. Faith Sir, I would gladly find fome other courfe, 


a | 0eVw“-_— 


” Kno. I, youl'd gladly find it, bue you will not feek it.’ 


. Bray. Alas, Sir, where fhould a Man feek? in the 


‘Wars, there’s no afcent by defert in thefe days; but — | 
and for Service, would it were as foon purchaft, as wifhe 


for (the Air’s 
fay 
Kyo. What’sthy name? 
Bray. Pleafe you, Fitz-Sword, Sir. 
_ Kno. Fitz-Sword ? a Pe a 
Say that a Man fhould entertaintheenow, .. -- 
Would’it thou be honeft, humble, juft, and erye ? 
Bray. Sir, by the place, and honour of a Soldier —— 
Kno. Nay, nay,I like not thofe affected Oaths ; 


my comfort) I know, what I would 


~ . 


‘Speak plainly Man: what think’{t chou of my-words ? 
Bray. Nothing, Sir, but wifh my Fortunes were ashap-. 


py, as my Service fhould be honett. 

Kno. Well, follow me, I'll prove thee, if thy deeds 
Will carry a proportion to thy words. 

Bray. Les Sir, ftraight, Vil bue garter my Hofe. Oh 
that my Belly were hoopt now, for J am ready to burft 
with laughing ! never was Bortle or Bag-pipe fuller. 
’Slid, was there ever feen a Fox in years to betray him- 


felf thus? now fhall Ibe pofleft of all his counfels: | 


| long tobe imployed | oat. Ppt yee me / 


9g 


ae 0 co ees rere 


and by that Conduit, my young Mafter. Well, he is 


refolv'd.to prove my honefty ; faith, and Iam refolv’d 
to prove his patience: oh I fhall abufe him incollera- 
bly. ‘Fhis {mall piece of fervice will- bring him.clean 
out of love with the Soldier for ever. He will never 
come within the fignof it, the fight of a Caflock, or a 
Musket-reft again. He will hate the Mufters at Atile- 
end for it, to his dying day... It’s no matter, let the 
World think me a bad counferteit, if 1 cannot give 
him che flip, at aninftane: why, this is better than to 
have ftaid Fis Journey ! well, Pll tollow him: oh, how I 


AG IIL 
Matthew, Well-bred, Bobad:ll, Ed. Kno’well, Stephen, 


Scene” I. 


ES faith, Sir, we were at your Lodging to feek 
~- you.too. | - 
Wel. Oh, I came noe there to Night. 
Bob. Your Brother delivered us as much. 
‘Wel. Who ? my Brother Dowanright ? 
Bob, He. Mr. Well-bred,1 know nat in what kind you 


| hold me; buc let me fay to you.this: as fure as honour, I 
' efteem it fo much out of the Sun-fhine of reputation, 


to throw the leaft beam of regard upon fucha——, . 
Wel. Sir, I muft hear no ill words of my Brother, - 
Beb. I proteft to you,as I have a thing to be fav’d a- 

bout me, I never faw any Gentleman-like-pare 7 
Wel. Good Captain, faces about, -to fome other dif- 


courfe, #44" hy fave! oh - 
Bob. With your leave, Sir, and there were no more 


—-20 @ ee 


| Men: living upon the face of the Earth, I fhould not tans 
| cy him, by St. George. 


Mat. Troth, nor I, he is‘of a ruftical cut, I know not 


1 how: he doth not carry himfelf liké a Gentleman of 


fafhion a | fe eS 
Wel. Oh, Mr. Matthew, that’s a grace peculiar but to 
afew; quos equus amavit Fupiter. ts ; 
Mat. Tunderftand you, Sir. 
Wel. No queftion, you do,or you do not, | 
Sir. Ned Kno’well! by my Soul welcome; Yuung Kno- 
how doft chou {weet fpirit, my Genins? well enterse 
‘Slid I fhall love Apollo, and the mad Tée- 
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Spian Girls the better, while I live, for this; my deat - 


Fury : now, I {ee there’s fome love in thee! Sirrah, thefe 
be the two I writto thee of (nay, what a drowfie hu- 


| mour isthisnow? why doft chou not {peak ? 


E. Kn, Oh, you 
Letter! | oy che a 

Wel, Why, wast not rare? 
. E.Kn. Yes, Pil bé {worn, I was ne'er guilty of reads 
ing the like; marchie in all Plsay, or Symmaches Lpiltles, 
and: Tl have my: judgment burn’d inthe Ear for a 
Rogue: make much of thy vein, .for ic is inimitable. 
But I marle what Camel ic was, that had the carriag3 
of it? for, doubrlefs, he was no ordjnary Beaft tha 
brought it! 5 | 

Wel. ee 7 

‘E: Kn. Why, faift thou? why doft chou think that 
any reafonable Creature, efpecially in the Morning (the 
fober time of the day too) could have mif-rane my 
Father forme? | | 
Wel. ’Slid, you jeft, I hope ? 
.. Ei Kg, Indeed, che belt ufe we can turn it too, is to 
fnake a jeft on’, now: but Tit affure you, my Father 
had che full view o’ your tlourifhing ftile, fome hour be- 
fore I faw ie. | 

Wel. What a dull Slave was this? But, Sirrah, what faid 


are a fine Gallant, you fent me a raré 


he.to it, ?faizh ? 


E. Kn. Nay, I know not what he faid: but Ehave a4 


fhrewd guefs what he thoughe. 


Hel. What? what? 


C k. Kn. 


1 


= 


jidehe. 
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E. Kn. Marry, that thou art fome ftrange diffolute 
young Fellow, and I a grain or two better, for keeping 
thee company. % | 

Wel. Tut, that thought is like the Moon in her laft 
quarter, ’ewill change fhortly: but, Sirrah, I pray thee 
be acquainted with my two hang-by’s here; thou wile 
take exceeding pleafure in’em, if. thou hearft ’em once 
go: my Wind-inftrumenes. I'll wind ‘em up- but 
what ftrange piece of filence is this? the fign of the 
diimb Man ? | 

E. Ka. Oh, Sir, 2 Kinfman of mine, one that may 
make your Mufick the fuller, and he pleafe, he has his 
-humour, Sir. 2 

Wel. Oh, what ift? what ift? | 

E. Kn, Nay, I'll neither do your Judgment, nor his 
Folly thae wrong, as to prepare your apprehenfion : I'll 

' leave him tothe mercy o’your fearch, if you can take 
him, fo. | 


Wel. Well, Captain Bobadill, Mr. Matthew ‘pray you: 


know this Gentleman here, he is a Friend of mine, and 
one that will deferve your affection. I know not 
your name Sir, but I thall be glad of any occafion,: to 
render me more familiar to you. [To Majfer Stephen. 

Step. My name is Mr. a ar Sir, I am_ this Gentle- 
man’s own Coufin, Sir, his Father is mine. Uncle, Sir: I 
am fomewhat melancholy, but you fhall command me, 
Sir, in whatfoever is incident to a Gentleman. 

Bob. Sir, I muft tell you this, I am no general Man, 
bue for Mr. Well-bred’s fake (you may embrace it at 
what height of favour you pleafe) I do communicate 

' with you, and conceive you to be a Gentleman of 
fome parts; I love few words. [70 Kno'well. 
__E. Kn. And I fewer, Sir, I have {carce enough to thank 

ou. | 

z Mar. But are you indeed, Sir, fo given to it? 

| [ Jo Mafter Stephen. 
Step. I eruly, Sir, I am mightily given to melan- 
choly. a. 
Mat. Oh, it’s your only fine humour, Sir, your true 
melancholy heel your perfea& fine wir, Sir: I am me- 
lancholy my {elf, divers times, Sir, and then doI no 
more but take Pen and Paper prefently, and over- 
flow you half a fcore, ora dozen of Sonnets at a fit- 
ting. | es 

c E. Kn. Sure he utters them then by the grofs. 

Step. Truly, Sir, and Ileve fuch. things out of mea- 


re. 7 | 
E. Kn. Vfaich, better than in ‘meafure, il under- 
take. . 2 = ih. 4 2 
Mat. Why,I pray you, Sir, make ufe of my Study, its 
atyour fervice i. Ose igh 
Step. [thank you, Sir, I hall be bold, I warrant you ; 
have youa Stool there, to be melancholy upon? 7 
Mat. That I have, Sir, and fome Papers chere‘of mine 
own doing, at. idle hours, that you'll fay there’s fome 
{parks of wit in ’em, when you feechem. 
Wel. Would the {parks would kindle once, and be 
‘come a fire amongft ’em, I might fee felf-love burne fot 
her Herefie. ae oo Do 
Step. Coufin, isit well? am I melantholy enough? 
E. Kn. ObTI, excellent! — oO | ae 
Wel. Captain Bobadill, why mufe you fo ? 
E. Kn. He is meloncholy too. | : 
Bob. Faith, Sir, I was thinking of a moft honourable 
piece of. fervice, was perform’d to morrow, béing 
St. Mark’s day, fhall be fome ten years, now. a 
E. Kn. In what place, Captain? | 
Bob. Why, at the beleag’ring of Strigonsum, where, in 
tef§ chan two hours, feven hundred refolute Gentlemen, 
as any were in Ewrope, loft their lives upom ‘the breach. 
PH tell you, Gentlemen, it was the firit, but the beft 
Leaguer that ever I beheld with thefe Eyes, except the 
of what do you call it, laft year, by the 
—Gincways, but that Cof all other) was the moft fatal 
AA if AShwt , . | 


and dangerous exploit chat ever I was rang’din, fince I 
firft bore Arms before the face of the Enemy, as Iam a 
Gentleman, and a Soldier. 

Step. "So, [had as lief as an Angell could {wear as 
well as chat Gentleman. 

E. Kn. Then, you were a Servitor at both it feems 
Strigonium , and what do you call’t ? . 

Bob. O Lord, Sir, by Se. George, | was the firft Man 
that entred the breach: and, had I not effe@ed it with 


yat 


anon I had been flain if Thad had a million of 
ives, : 
E. Kn. *T'was pitty you had not ten; a Cats and your 


own, i'faich. But, was it poffible ? 

( Mar. Pray you, mark this difcourfe, Sir. 

rag - 7 do. ) | 

Bob. Latlure you (upon my Reputation )’tis true, an 
your felf fhall antl: a | oe _ 

E. Kn. You muft bring me to the rack, ficft. 

Bob. Obferve me judicially , {weer Sir , they had : 
planted me three Demi-culverings juft in the mouth of 7 
the breachs now, Sir, (as we were to give on) their | 
Mafter-gunner, (a Man of:no mean skill and mark, you | 
muft think ) confronts me with his Linftock, ready ca 
give fire; I {pying his incendment, difcharg’d my Pe 
trionel in his Bofom, and with chefé fingle Arms, my 
poor Rapier ran violently upon the Moors that guarded 
the Ordnance, and put ’em pell-mell to the Sword. . — 

Wel. To the Sword? to the Rapier, Captain? 

E. Ks. Oh, it was a good figure obferv’d, Sir! but 
did you all this, Captain, without hurting your Blade ? 

Bob, Without any impeach 0’ the Earth: you thall 
perceive Sir. It is the moft fortunate Wea that 
ever rid an poor Gentleman’s Thigh: thall I tell you, 
Sir? you talk of Aorgley, Excalibur, Durindana, or {fo : 
tut, I lend no credit to that is fabled of "em, Ikriow the 7 
vertue of mine own, and therefore I dare the boldlier 
maintain it. , s 

| T I mar’! whether it be a Toledo, or no 2 

Bob. A molt perfect Toledo, I affure you,'Sir. | 

Step. I have a Country-man of his here. 

Mat. Pray you, let’s fee, Sir: yes faith, icis! ~ | 

Bob. ‘This a Toledo? pith. a 

Step. Why do you pith, Captain? | 

Bob. A Fleming, by Heaven. I'll buy them for a Guil- © ; 
der apiece, an’ I would havea thoufand of them. 

E. Kn. How fay you, Coufin? I told you thus much. - a 

Wel. Where boughe you it, Mafter Stephen ? 3 

Step. Of a fcurvy Rogue Soldier (a hundred 
go with him) he {wore it was a Toledo. A> =—— 


16 


‘ 
a *e 


- Bob. A poor provant Rapier, no better. c+. fac i.7 
a {3, I think ic be, indeed, now Llook ont 
ter. 


__E. Kn. Nay, the longer you look on’t, the worfe. Put 

It Up, put it up. fo 8 ¢ 
Step. Well, I will put ie up ; bute by——( I ha’ forgore ‘ 

the Captains Oath, I chought to ha’ {worn by it) an” 

eer I meet him-——— | = 
Wel. O, it is paft help now, Sir, you muft have pa- 


tience. | : 
Step. Horfoon Cunny-catching Raskal! I could eat é 
‘| the very Hilts for anger. (A, Naw ew seams ney A 


E. Kn. A fign of good digeffion - you havea O Ch- fecatr., 
ftomach, Coufin. por fh ate Ow 4438 OVE, 3 

Step. A ftomach? would I had him here, you fhould t 
fee an’T had'a ftomach. | 

Wel, I's’ better as ’tis: come, Gentlemen, fhall we 
go: | | r 
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E. Kn¥well, Brain-worm, Stephen, Well-bred, Bobadill, 


Matthew. 


Miracle, Coufin, look here! look here! 
Step. Oh, Gods lid, by your leave, do you know 

me, Sir ¢. _ 

Braj. Sir, Iknow you by fight. 

Step. You fold me a Rapier, did you not? 

-Brai. Yes marry did [, Sir. | 

Step. You faid, it was a Toledo, ha? 

Brai. True, I did fo. | 

Step. But it is none. ee 

Brai. No.Sur, I confefs ic, it is none. 


Man in bis Humour, 


EL OTL as: 2 SET OO OS AT ReP e f  CO RE OS Te ES ee — Ses EO = 


LE 


SS eee. 


to make Porters of, and ferve eat the Remnant of our 
days in Thames fereet, or at Cuftom-houle Key, in a Gi- 
vil War‘againft che Carmen. 

Braj. Amen, Amen, Amen, fay I. 


A@ WIL Scene Ill. 
| Kitely, Cafh. ! 


Hat fays he; Thomas ? Did you {peak with him! 
: Cafh. He will expeé you, Sir, with in this half 
our. 
Kit. Has he che Money ready, can you tell ? 
Cafh. Yes, Sir, the Money was broughe in laft nighe. 
Kit. O, that’s well: fetch me my Cloke, my Cioke. 
Stay let me fee, an hour to go and come ; 


Step. Do you confefs it? Gentlemen, bear wienefs, he | 1, that will be che leaft : and chen ’ewill be 


has confeft it. By Gods will, an’ you had not conteft 
fesca wines 
E. Kn. Oh Coufin, forbear, forbear.. 

Step. Nay, I have done, Coufin. 

Web 


confeft it, avhat would you more? 

Step. Yet, by his leave, he is a Raskall, under his fa- 
vour, do you fee? 

E.-Kn. 1, by his leave, he is, and under favour : a 
pretty peice of Civility ! Sirrah, how doft thou like 
him? | . 

Wel. Ohit’sa molt precious Fool, make much on him: 


; An hour before I can difpatch with him, — 
; Or very near : well, I will fay two hours. 
| T'wo hours ? ha ? things never dreamt of yet, 


May be contriv’d, I, and effe@ted too, 


Why, you have done like a Gentleman, he has * In two hours abfence: well, I will not 20. 
| Two hours! no, .fleering Opportunity, 
I will not give your fubtilry chat fcope. | 
, Who will not judge him worthy to be robb’d; 
Thac fees his Doors wide open toa Thief, 


And thews the Fellon where his Treafure lies ? 
Again, what earthly Spirie but will attempt 


' To.tafte che Fruit of Beauties golden Tree, 


I can compare him to nothing more happily, than a : When leaden fleep leals up the Dragons Eyes? 


Drum; for every one may. play upon him. 


Brai. Sir, fhall Lintreat a word with you 2? 


; I will not go. Bufinefs, go by for once. 
E. Kn. No, no, 2 Childs Whiltle were far the ficcer. : No, Beauty, no; you are of too good caract, 
| To be left fo, without a guard, or open | 


vA 


E. Kn. With me, Sir? youl yas not another Toledo to , Your lufter too’ll inflame at any diftance,. 


fell, ha? you ? xy, Gj, “qen- ash 


Draw Courtfhip to you, asa Jet doth Straws, 


Brai. You are conceited, Sir; your Name is Mafter | Puc motion ina Stone, ftrike Fire from Ice, 


Kno’well, as I take ic? 


Nay, make a Porter leap you with his burden! 


E. Kx. You are i? the right; you mean not to pro- | You muft be chen kept up clofe, and well watch’d, 


ceed in the Catechifm, do you ? 
_ Brei. No Sir, Lam none of that Coat. a 
E. Kn. Of as bare a Coat, though; well, fay Sir. 


Brai, Faith’ Sir, I am but Servant tothe Drum ex- | Compels her to be falfe. I will not go. #-~v'7 464 Saw 
traordinary, and indeed (this {moky varnifh being | The dangersare too many. And, tig ee 


For, givé you epportunity, no Quick-fand - 
Devoures or {wallows {witcer ! Hethus lends 

His Wife (if fhe be fair) or time or place, “3 
‘Te, 


the drefling “e igg a 


waht off, and three or four Parches remov’d) I appear | Is a moft main atrra@tive ! Our great Heads 


your Worfhips in Reverfion, after che deceafe of your 
good Facher, Brain-worm. . 

E. Kn. Brain-worm! Slight, what breach of a Conju- 
rer hath blown chee hither in this fhape ? | 

Brai. The breath o your Letcer, Sir, this Morning : 
the fame that blew you to che Wind mill, and your Fa. 
ther after you. 8 _ 

E. Kn. My Father! 


Bras: Nay, never ftart, ’tis true, he has follow’d you Bo 


over the Fields by che Foot, as you would doa Hare ? 
the Snow. — | : 
E. Kn. Sirrah, Well-bred, what fhall we do, Sirrah? 
my Father is come over after me. 
Wel. Thy Facher, wheres he ? . 
Brai. At Juftice Clement’s: Houle, in Coleman Screet, 
where he bur ftays my return ; and then—— | 
_ Wel, Whio’s chis 2? Brain-werm ¢ | 
_ Bras. Thefame, Sir, 2 
Wel. Why how, .in the name 
tranfmuted chus ? 


i 


of wir, com’ft thou 


Brai. Faith, a Device, a Device: nay, for the love of 


Reaton, Gentlemen, and avoiding the Danger, ftand 
not here 3 wichdraw and PH cell you all. 

Wel, Buc are thou fure he will ftay chy return ? 

Brai. Do Llive, Sir? what a queftion is that ? 
— - Wel. We'll prorozgue his Expectation then, a lietle: 

Brain wirm, thou fhale go with us. Come on Gentle: 
men; nay, L pray thee, {weet Ned, droop not ; "heart, 
ai’ our Wits be fo wretchedly dull, rhac.one old plod- 
ding Brain can our {trip us al!, would we were e’ne preft 


Wichin the Cicy never were in fafety ~+* +. -~ Ca BAe ACS Len, 
Since our Wives were thefe liccle Caps : I'll change ’em, A- 
Pil change ’em ftraight in mine. Mine shall no more<£¥ ps gy 

Wear three-pil’d Acorns, to make my Horns ake. -4-.. 526 ie 
Nor will Igo. Iam refolv’d for that, o Agv Cut i A 

Carry in my Cloke again. Yet ftays Yetdo too. £.. 0. Sim 
I will defer going on all occafions. eS 
mi Sir, Saare your Scrivener wilt be there with th’ 
nds. - 


Kit. ‘That’s ue! Fool on me! I had clean forgot its 
I muft go. What's a Clock ? Cab. Exchange-time,/o Gs %, 
Sir. a Aung dF. 

Kit. "Heart, then will Well-bred prefently be here 

too, 
Wich ohe or other of his loofe Conforts. 
Iam a Knave, if I know what to fay, 
What courfe to take, or. which way to refolve. 
My Brain methinks is like an Hour-glafs, 
Wherein my ‘maginations run like Sands, 
Filling up Time; buc then are turn’d and turmd : 
So that I know not what to ftay upon, 
And lefs to puc inact. It fthall be fo. 
Nay, I dare build upon his fecrefie, 
He knows not to deceive me. Thomas? Cafh. Sir. 

Kit. Yet now I have bethought me too, I will not. 
Thomas, 1s Cob within ? Cafh. I think he be, Sir. 

Kit. But he'll practe too, there’s no Speech of him. 
No, there. were no Man o' the Earth to Thomas, Cv. 
If I durft truft him ; there is all che doubt. 7 
Bus fhould he havea chink in him, I were gone, | 

: C4 Lot 


; oe : 0 waged, Je ; pe. A’ 
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— : oy A af if “a >) amar) | 
Loft i? my fame for ever, talk for th’ Exchange. © Kit, By Heaven itis not, that’s enough. But 7bomar,& + 7 
The manner he hath ftood with, till chis prefent, I would not you fhould uttér it, do you {ce ? Carmi 4 
Doth promife no fuch change, what fhould I fear then? | To any Creature living; yet I care not. | | 
Well, come what will, Pll tempe-my fortune once. + | Well, Imuft hence. Thomas, conceive thus much > as : 
Thomas —— you may deceive me, but, I hope—— It was a tryal of you, when I meant ee | 
Your love to me 1s more— Ca). Sir, if a Servants So deep a Secret to you, I mean not this, | 
Duty, with Faith, may be call’d love, you are But that I have to tell you; this is nothing, this! » 
More than in hope, you are poilefs’d of it. ' Bue Thomas, keep this from my Wife, Icharge you, ° 

Kit. [thank you heartily Thomas ; Gi? me your hand: . Lock’d up in filence, Mid-night, buricd here. 

Wich all my heart, good Thomas. I have Thomas, —~ | No greater Hell than to be flave to Fear.T 


Cafb. Lock’d up in filence, Mid night, buried here! 
res fhould this flood of Paffion (trow) take head 2 
a? 
Beft dream no longer of this running humour, 


A fecret to impart unto you bur, 

When once you have it, I muft feal jou Lips up: 

(So far I tell you Thomas.) Cafh. Sir, for thac—— 
Kit. Nay, hear me out. Think Lefteem you Thomas, 


‘ 


When I will lee you'in thus to my private. : | For fear I fink ! the violence of the Stream ~ 
72 Ic is a thing fits nearer tomy‘creft, ' Already hath tranfported me {0 far, 
_ Thanchou art ’ware of, Thornas. If chou fhould’ft That I can feel no ground at all ! but foft, 
Reveal it, but—————~ Caf, How! I reveal it? Kir, |Oh, ’tis our Water-bearer; fomewhat has croft him 
Nay, | 3 , now. | 

Tdo ot il thou would’ft ; but if chou fheuld’f, . , an 

"Twere a great weaknefs. Cafhb. A great treachery. Act IIL. - Scene IV. 

Give itno other name. Kit: Thou wile not do’t, then 2 | | 
Cafb. Sir, if 1do, Mankind difclaim me ever, Cob, Cafh. ° 


Kit. He will not fwear, he has fome Refervation, ° | - 
Some conceal’d purpofe, and clofe meaning fure; | Re days? what tell you me of Fafting days ? 
Elfe (being urg’d fo'‘much) how fhould he choofe ‘Slid, would they were all on a light Fire for 
But lend an Oath to all this Proteftation ? _ ) me : ‘They fay the whole World fhall. be confum’d 
He’s no Precifian, that Tam certain of. “teeey“. | with Fire one day, but would I had thefe Ember-. 


Nor rigid Roman Catholick. He'll play ‘ weeks and villanous Fridays burnt in the mean time, and 
v2 At Fayles, and at Tick-tack, [have heard him fwear. then aa 
What fhould I chink of it? urge him again, Cafbh. Why, how now Cob? what moves thee to this 
And by fome other way : I will do fo. -. | Choler ? ha ? ne 
Well Thomas, thou haft {worn not to difclofe; =~ - | Cob Collar, Mafter Tacomas? 1 {eorn. your Collar, I 
Yes, you did {wear? Cafh. Not yet, Sir, but I will, sir, I'am none o° your Cart-horfe, though I ca 
Pleafe youx—— Kit.. No, Thomas, I dare take thy word. || and draw Water. An’ you vifer to ride me with your. 
But, if thou wile fwear, do asthau think’ft good ; Collar or Halter either, I may hap thew you a Jades 
shone y-§ Lam refolv’d wirhout it ; at thy pleafare. iS ee trick, Sir. | 7 
/ © Cafh. By my Souls fafety then, Sir, I proteft. -Cafb. O, you'll flip your Head out.of the Gollar? 
My tongue fhall ne’re take knowledg of a word why goodman Coed you miftake me. ro 
Deliver'd mein natute of yourtnift:, 2. Cob, Nay Ihave my Riecuin, and I can be angry .as 
Kit. It’s too.much, thefe Ceremonies need not, - well as another, Sir. oe ek ane 
I know thy Faith to be:as firm as ‘Rock. . Cas, Thy Rhume C.5? thy Humour, thy Humour? . 
Thomas, come hither, mear: we cannot be thou miftak’ ft </~< Ady rf werner bch,» Fanct. H-: 
Too private.in thisbufinefs: Sovitis;. = =~  . -| Cob, Humour? mack, f think it be fo indeed : what: - 3 
(Now he has fworn, I dare the fafelier ventuer) .isthae Humour? {ome race thing J warrant. 2, 
I haveof late, by divers Obfervations———— t  Cafb. Mxry Pil tell thee Cob: It is aGentlemanlike 
Wb-M-79 (Bue whether. his Oath can bind him, yea, or no, , Monfter, bred in the {pecial gallantry of our Time, by 
-# 4% — Being not taken lawfully.?. ha 2 {ay you? — Affectation ; and ied by Folly. oe 
I willask Counf2l. ere I.do’ proceed :) : re Cob. How ? mutt it be fed ? | 
Thomas, it will be now ton long to ftay, Cafb. Oh I, Humour is nothing if ic be not fed. 
Pll {py fome fitter time foon, or to morrow. ° . - ? Didft chou never hear that? it’s a common Phrafe, Feed: 
‘Cafh. Sir, at your. pleafure? ‘Kit. I will chink. And | my Humour. 
Thomas. «J Cob. PU none on it : Humour, avant, .I know you 
I pray you fearch the Books ’gainft my return, . ‘| not, be gone. Let who will make hungry Meals for. 


For the Receipts *twixt me and Traps. Cafh. I will, Sir. | your Monfter-thip, it thall not be I. Feed you, quoth: 
Kit. And hear you, if your Miftris Brother Welle | he ? ?Slid,-I ha’ thuch ado to feed my felf ; efpecially 

_ bred a ae  ". "fon thefe lean rafcally days too; and*t had been any 
Chance to bring hither any Gentlemen, other day but a Fafting-day (a Plague on them all for 
Ere I come back,- let one ftraight bring me word. me) by chis Light, one might have done the Common- 
Cafh. Very well, Sir... Kit. To the Exchange; do you | wealth good Service, and have drown’d them all i’ the: 
hear! org 7a.¢ — _° "+ | Flood ‘Two or three hundred thoufand years ago.- O, 
Street, to Juftice Clements. .. « -.. [I do ftomach them hugely! I have a Maw now, 


Or here in Colmen 


Yorget it not, nor be not out of the way. ost. | and ’twere for Sir Bev his Horfe, againft em. Ps Wy 
Cah. Twill not, Sir. “Kit, I pray 'you have a care | Cajb. I pray thee, good Cob, what makes thee fo out: 
on’t. ee ae .3.. «| of- love with Fafting-days? « \ 


Cob, Marry that which will make any Man ont of. 
love with’em, I think: their bad Conditions, an? you. 
will neéds. know. Firft, they are of a Flemifh breed 
- I am fure-on’t, for they raven up more Butter than 
.. fall the days of the Week befide : Nexe they itink of | 
Kit. But, Thomas, this is not the Secret, Thomas, °: | Fith and: Leek-porridge. miferably : Thirdly, they'll. 
T told you of... Cajh. Na, Sir. I rag ae ' : es rs a 30 wien: 4 angry all day, and at night 
its Believe me, at i$ not. Cafb..Sir, I do believe [fend him {up to Bed, — 3 | | 
on ae oe at” ee [fei donaet Foren Xp Yerpen sts Wary feo Dpaad ke F. 
K Shack Hen het bach. LO IP-O-78, Fol as anes VD Ut Cafh. 
Yanbef Pneytey ce « fptny Ud 1b. fake Prowse, Condichtin oF AoXp, a 
oF aptnar rinse ade NAL Ae cf te to te agent 
table - goon Vaiation tax back ~ ee Ses bt pli Nm Wife. 
a puri! yt Paes ah he dW ae a ahs fag? aa 
i, fom tt Bete YO ya S eng 


O; whether he come, or no, if any other 
Stranger, or elfe fail not to fend me word. = «I 
Cah. 1 fhall not, Sirs Kit. Be’t your -fpecial: Bu-; 
fines 2. 6 ot | oe meee: 
Now to remember it. :Cafh. Sir, I warrant you. |»: 
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- | Wel. Whicher wene your Malter;. Thomas, canft. thou 
Cob. Nay, and this were all, *twere fomething ; but | tell ?— Oe Vinee ; 


Cafh. Indeed thefe are Faults, Cob. 

they are the only known Enemies to my Generation. A 
Eafting day no fooner comes, but my Linage goes to 
wrack, poor Cobs, they fmoak for it, they are made 
Martyrs.o’ the Gridiron, they mele in paffion: And 
your Maids too know this, and yet would have me turn 
Hannibal, and eat my own Flefh and — 

Blood. My Princely Couz, fear no- [He pulls out 
thing ; I have not the heart to devour a Red Her- 
you, an FI might be made as rich as ring. 

48 King Cophetua. Othat1 had room for ) 
my ‘Tears, I coultl weep Salt-water enough now’ to’ 
preferve the Lives of ten thoufand of my Kin. But 
I may curfé none bur chefe filthy Almanacks ; for 
an’t were not for them, thefe Days of Perfecution | 

7¢ would ne’er be known. Ill be hang’d an’ fome Fifh- |, 
‘monger’s Son do not make of ’em, and puts in-more 
Fafting-days chan he fhould do, becaufe he would ucter 
his Father’s dried Srock-fith and ftinking Conger. - 
Cab. Slight, peace, thoul’t be beaten like a Stock-fifh 
eMe: Here’s Mr. Matthew. Now muft I look out for a 
Meflenger to my Mafter. | 


A&t Ill. Scetie Ve 


Well-bred,.E. Kno’well, Brain-worm, Bobad:l, Matthew, : 
_— ‘Stephen, Thomas,Cob. 


Pa I know not; to Juftice Clements, I think, Sir- 
08. . : . eo i Ok ge ee - ; 

E. Kn. Juftice Clement ! whar’she? 7° 7 

Wil. Why, doft chow not know him? He is 2 City- 
Magiftrate, a Juftice here, am excellent good ‘Lawyer, 
and a great Scholar ; but the only mad, merry old Fel- 
low in Ewrope. I fhew’d him you the other day. ~’- 

E. Kn. Oh, is that he? Iremember‘him now. Gcod- 
faith, and he has a very ftrange Prefence, methinks; it 
fhews as if he ftood out of the Rank from other Men: 
I have heard many of his Jeftsi? the Univerfity. They 
fay, he will commit a Man for taking the Wall of his 
Horfe, = | “eee _ 

Wel, 1, or wearing his Cloke on one Shoulder, or fer- 
ving of God; any thing indeed, if ic come in the way: 


77 


,of his Humour. | 
Cafh. Gafper, Martin, Cob: ?Heart, where thould they: 
‘be trow? _ (Cath goes. is and ont, calling. 
_» Bob. Matter Kitely’s Man, pray thee vouchfafe us the: 
lighting of this Match. > 


Ca(h.- Fire on your Match: Natime but now to youch- 
fafe ? Francis, Cob. a re | 
Bob, Body o? me! Here’s the Remainder of Seven 
Pound fince yefterday was féverrsighe. ° ?Tis your right 
Trinidado : Did you never take any, Mafter Stephen 2 - 
Step. No truly, Sir; but Vf learn to take it now; fince 
you commend it fo. A #xyemi, Ayhe the asa tet, K corel yt Horst. +2 
Bob. Sir, Believe me (upon my Relation) for what I «<cty2 rev «. 
tell you, the World fhall not reprove. I-have been in:ace#@, <Q 
the Indies (where this Herb grows) where neither my Jueg, per 
to Vyas ons, J 


— = ~ 
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Efhrew me, hut it was an abfolute good Jeft, and 
exceedingly well carried. < * | | 
E. Kn. I, and our Ignorance maintain’d it as well, did 


itnot? | | — Tfelf, nor adozen Gentlemen ia °F mw bani « 

Wel.. Yes faith ; bue was’t poffible thou fhould’ft not | have received the tafte of anve. +) © fe an mm LS 
‘know him? I forgive Mr. Stephen, for he is Stupidity ic | World, for che fpace of one ands -vitdocu,, bus the & ry 
felf. a | | "| Fume of thisSimple only... Theicsore, #:. cannot be, but “ 


E. Kn. Fore God, not I, an’ I might have been joind 


’tis moft Divine. Further,take it in tug naturc,in the crue - fase, 
Patten with one.of the Seven Wife Mafters for knowing 


: Kind, fo it makes an Antidote, that had you taken the 4 ™ se. A; 

him. He had fd wrichen himfelf into the Habit of one moft deadly poifonous Plant in ail Faly, it thould expel awAraca. 

7€ of your poor Infanery, your ‘decayd, ruinons, worm- i it, and clarifi¢ you, with as much eafe as I fpeak.. And 4:4. Abley. 
‘éatén Gentlemen of the Rount; fuch as have vowed to | for your green Wound, ‘your Bal/amsm and your St. 


of 
“fit on‘ the’ Skires of the Clty, like your Provoft and his. 
half-dozen of Halberdiers.do what they can ; and have, 
tranflated Begging out of the old Hackney-pace, to a: 
fine eafie Amble; and made it: run as fmooth on the 


Fobn’s Wort are all méer Gulleries and Vrath vw it, ofpe- 
cially your Trinidado;' your Nicstiah is good tan. 
could fay what I know of the Vertue of it, tor tc cx- 
pulfion of Rhewms, raw Humours, Crudities, Obftrue 


77Tongue as a fhove-groat Shilling. // Inco the Likenefs of 
é 


( i &ions, with a thoufand of this kind ; but I profefs my 
Jza¢& one of thefe Reformado’s had he moulded himfelf fo per-' 


felf no Quackfalver.. Only thus much; By Hercuscs, I 


foths. & fealy, obferving evety Trick of their Action, as, varying] 
the Accent, {wearing with an Emphafis, indeed all with 
fo {pecial and exquifite a Grace, that (hadft choy feen 
him) chou woald’ft have fworn, he might have been 
‘Serjeant Major, if not Lieurenant-Colonel to the Re- 
giment. | Pe 
“Wel. Why Brain-worm, who 
hadit been fuch an Artificer ? | 
~ E: Kn. An Artificer? an Architect! Except a Man 
had ftudied. Begging all his Life-time, and been a Wea- 
| ver of Language from his Infancy for the cloathing of 
it; E never faw hie Rival. -- 
Wel. Where got’ft thou thisCoat,I marle?’ - + 
__ ,Brai. Of a Houndfditch man; ‘Sir; one of the Devil’s 
‘néér Kinfmen,'a Broker. ae ne 2 os 
Wel. That cannot be, if the 


would have thought thon; 


‘Proverb hold ; for, A 
a 7. G. ty Y 


? 


"< Bhai, Aut yer where I have one, the Broker has ten, 


do hold it, and will affirm it (bet-c any Prince ify Ew 
rope) to be the moft fovercigi: aid precious Weed. that 
ever the:Earth tendred to the ufe of Man. - 
_ E. Kn. This Speech would ha’ done decently 
Tabacco trader’s Mouth. ee oe oe . 
Cafh. At Juftice Clements he is, in the middle of Cole- ° 
man-ftreet. sat 
Cob. Oh, oh! f . : 
Bob. Where's the Match 
Man? oe 
Cafh. Would his Match, and he,and Pipe and 
at Sanéto Domingo. Lhad.torgocic, =~ a 
Cob. By Gods me, I mar’le what pleafure or felicity 
they have: in caking this roguifh Tabacco ! It’s good. for 
nothing but to choak a Man, and fill him full of Smoke 
and Embers: There were four died out of one Houfe 
laft week with taking of it, and two more the Bell wene 
for yelternighe; one of them (they fay) will ne’er {cape 
it; he voided a Bufhel of Soot yelterday, upward and 
downward. By ‘the Stocks, an’ there were no wifer 
Men thah I, Pd have it prefene whipping, Man or Wo- 
man, that fhould but deal with a pee why, 
it will ftifle them allin che end, as many as ufe it; it’s 


in a 


I gave thee, Mafter Kitely’s 


all were 


lictle better than Ratsbape or Rofaker. GW 90, whith, Mrara 
All, Oh, good Captain, hold, hold. -*¢ AG t.a7. i 
3 [Bobadil‘beats him with a Cudgel. 
Bob. You bafe Cullion, you. . 
obs Cah. Sir, 
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Cafb. Sir, here’s your Match. Come, thou muft needs 
be talking too, tho’ are well enough fered. | 

Cb. Nay, he will not meddle with his Match, I 
warrant you; Well, ic fhall be a dear Beating, an’ I live.’ 


' ° Bob. Do you prate? do you murmur ? 


E. Kn. Nay, good Captain, will you regard the Hu- 
mour of a Fool? Away, Kuave. | 

Well. Thomas, get him away. , 

Bob. A horfon filthy Slave, a Dung: worm, an Excre- 
ment! Body o’ Cefar, but that-I fcoin co let forth fo 
mean a Spirit, Pid ha’ ftabb’d him to the Earth. 

Wel. Marry, the Law forbid, Sir. ; Ss 

Bob, By Pharaoh’s Foot, I would ha’ doneit. ¢ 

Step. Oh, he {wears molt admirably! (By Pbaracb's 
Foor, Body o Cefar) I thall never do it fure, (Upon 
mine Honour, and by St. George) No, I fa’ nos the right 


Grace. 
Dy ef 0 * Mat. Mafter Stephen, will you any ? By this Air, the 
Cis of : 


moft Divine Tabacco that ever I drunk! 
Step. None, I thank you, Sir. O; this Gentleman do’s 


Op. Some 
4: hav. [0% : 
le i¢ rarely too! but nothing like the other. By this Air, 


oo a 
4p wee Dunit fm as Iam a Gentleman: By 
=(T 4A. Brai. Matter, glance, glance! Malter Wel bred ! 


Step. As I have fomewhat to be faved, I proveft 


(Mr. Stephen sx praéts/fing to the Poff. 


Wel, You are a Fool, ie needs no Affidavit. 
E. Kn. Coufin, will you any Tabacco? 
Step. I, Sic! Upon my Reputation 

E. Kn. How now, afin! 

Step. 1 proreft, as Lamy a Gentleman, but no Soldier, 
indeed Cs 
_ Wel. No, Matter StepheA? As I remember, your Name 
is entred inthe Artillery. gardeh. 

Step. 1, Sir, that’s crue. Coufin, may I fwear, As I am 
a Soldier, by thar ? 

E, Kn. O yes, that you may ; it’s all you have for 
your Money. - | 

~ Step.” Then, as I am a Gentleman, and a Soldier, it is 


Every Man in bis Humour. 


I, that before was rank'd in fuch Conteng, 

My Mind at reft too, in fo fofe a Peace, 

Being free Mafter of mine own free Thoughts, 

And now become a Slave ? Whar, never figh, 

Be of good cheer, Man ; for thou art a Cuckold : 

’Tis done, ’tis done! Nay, when fuch flowing Store, 

Plency ig felf, falls in my Wives Lap, 

The Cornucopia will be mine, I know. Bue, Cob, 

What Entertainment had they ? I am fare 

My Sifter and my Wife would bid them welcom! ha ? 
Cob. Like enough, Sir; yet I heard noe a word of ic. 
Kit. No; their Lips were feal’d wich Kiffes,anid the voice 

Drown’d in a Flood of Joy, ac cheir arrival, 

Had loft her Motion, State, and Faculty. 

Cob, which of chem was’t that firft kift my Wife? 

(My Sifter, I thould fay) my Wife, alas ! 

I fear not her. Ha? who was ie, faift chou ?— 
Cob. By my troth, Sir, will you have the troth of it ? 
Kit. Oh I, good Cob, I pray thee heartily. | 
Cob. Then Iam a Vagabond, and fitter for Bridewel 

chan your Worfhips Company, if 1 faw any body to be 

kift, unlefs they would have kift che Poft in the middle 


of the Warehoufe ; for chere J left chem all at their Ta- 


bacco, with a pox. 
Kit. How? were they not gone in then e’er thou 
cam’fi ? 
Cob. O no, Sir. : 
: Kit. Spite of the Devil! whatdo I ftay here then ? 


Cob, follow me. eat & td fred iy axtot, oA lity Ajab kip 
ta 


Tare 


Cob.. Nay, foft and fair, I have Epps on the Spie; 1407. %, 
cannot go yet, Sir. Now am I, for fome five and fifty 2 


Reafons, hammering, hammering Revenge: Oh for 
three or four Gallons of Vinegar, co fharpen my Wits. 
Revenge, Vinegar Revenge, Vinegar and Muftard Re- 
venge ! Nay, an’ he had not lien in my Houfe, twould 
never have griev’d me 3 but being my Gueft, one thae 
F'll be {worn my Wife has lene him her Smock off her 
Back, while his one Shirt has been at wafhing ; pawn’d 


oe - Divine Tabacco. | her Neck-kerchers for clean Bands for him; fold almoft 

Wel. But foft, where’s Mc. Matthew ?. gone? all. my Platters, to buy him Tabacco; and he to turn 
Brai. No, Sir ; they went in here. . " Moniter of Ingratitude, and ftrike his lawful Hoft! 

_ Wi. O,ler’s follow them: Mafter Matthew is gone to Well, I hope to raife up an Hoaft of Fury for’e : Here 

falute his Miftrifs in Verfe ; we fhall ha’ the happinefs to | comes Juftice Clement. 

hear fome of his Poetry now ; he neyer comes unfur- 

nith'd. Brain-worm ? 3 | eC Act JIf. Scene VII. 

79. Step. Brainoworm? where? is this Brain worm? | 


E. Kn. 1,Coufin ; no words of it,upon your Gentility. 
Step. Not I, body of me, by this Air, St. George, and 
the Foot of aa | 
Wel. Rare! Your Coufin’s Difcourfe is fimply drawn 
out with Oaths. 
te E. Kn, ’Tis larded with ’em; a kind of French Dref- 


gy 


"fing, if you love it. 


Act Ill. Scene VI. 
Kitely, Cob. 


A? How many are there, faift thou ? 
Cob. Marry Sir, your Brother, Mafter Wel-bred —— 
Kit. Tut, befide him : what Scrangers are there, Man? 
Cob. Strangers? Ler me fee, one, two; mafs I know 
nor well, there are fo many. | 


_| Neighbour. 


Clement, Knowell, Formal, Cob. 


\W Hat’s Mafter Kitely gone, Roger ? 
For. I, Sir. 

Clem. "Heart o’ me! what made him leave us fo ab- 
ruptly ! How now, Sirrah ? what make you here? whae 
would you have, ha? | 


Cob. An’t pleafe your Worfhip, I am a poor Neigh- | 


bour of your Worthips 
Clem. A poor Neighbour of mine? Why, {peak poor 
Cob, I dwell, Sir, at the Sign of the Water-tankard, 
hard by the Green Lattice: I have paid Scot and Lot 
there any time this eighteen Years. 
Clem. To the Green Lattice ? Be os | 
Cob. No, Sir, to the Parifh : Marry, I have feldom 
{cap’d fcot-free at the Lattice 2A iL 3 


ee ee 


Clem. O, well! What Bufinefs has my poor Neigh-s4// — 
bour with me ?;K,hu coy Fae, o. wh ab Ly grag lit. 

Cob. An’e like your Worthip, am come to cravé the Zire | 
Peace of your Worthip. Zecae . Jan Cf fa poe hin 

Clens. Of me, Knave ? Peace of me, Knave? Did I s¢-,. 
ever hurt thee, or threaten thee, or wrong thee? ha? g- 

Cob. No, Sir ; but your Worfhips Warrant for one | 
that has wrong’d me, Sir: His Arms are at too much 


Kit. How? fo many? | 
C.b. I, there’s fome fivé, or fix of them at the moft. 
Kit. A fwarm, afwarm! , 

Spite of the Devil, how chey fting my. Head 

Wich forked Scings, thus wide and large! But, Cod, 

_ How long hait thou becn coming hither, Cob ? 

Cob. A lietle while, Sir. 
Kit. Didft thau come running ? 


; Cob. No, Sir. liberty, I would fain have them bound to a Treaty of 
Kit. Nay, then (am familiar with thy hafte! Peace, an’ my Credit could compafs ic with your Wor- 


Bane to my Fortunes, what meant I to marry ? fhip.. _ p 
— Clem. Thou 


~ fel &- 


" $6 
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> 


Every Man in bis Humour, 


"Clem, Thou goeft far enough about for’, Tam fure. 
Kno. ‘Why, doft thou go in danger of chy life for him, 
Friend ? 


Kill'd meoc Hantys., at ALON 4 . G, 
Clem. How? EAB wear nd ki Vd ies Zi 
by the Law ? what pretence? what Colour haft thou for 
that ? | 

Cob. Marry, an’e pleafe your Worhip , both Black 
and Blue; Colour enough, I.warrant you. I have it 
here to fhew your Worfhip. ~ | 

Clem. What is he that gave you this, Sirrah ? 

Cob; A Gentleman and a Soldier, he-fays he is, o’the 
City here. -. a oe ; 

Clem. A Soldier o’ che City ?’ Whar call you him ? 

Cob. Captain Bobadil. ene 

- Chem. - Bobadil?. And 


why did he bob and beat you, 
Sirrah ? How began the quarrel 


betwixt you, ha? {peak 
truly Knave, I adyife you. | ss 
Cob: Marry, indeed, an’t pleafe your Worthip, only 
becaufe I fpake againft their vagrant Tobacco, a1 came 
by ‘em when they were taking on’c; for nothing ‘elfe. 
"Clem. Ha! you fpeak againft Tebacco? Formall, his 


name. 


Form. What’s your name, Sirrah ? | 
Cob. Oliver, Sir, Oliver Cob, Sir oan 
Cless, Tell Oliver Cob he fhalt 0 to the Gaol, Formal. 
Form. Oliver Cob,my Maffer, Jultice Clement fays, you 

fhallgo tothe Gah | 

Cob. O,1 befeech your Worthip, for God's fake, dear 

Mafter Juttice. BS 
Clem. Nay, God’s precious, an’ {uch Drunkards and 

Tankards as you are, come to difpute of Tobdcee once, 

Thavedone! away.wichhhim.. ae 
Cob, O, good Mafter Juftice, {weet old Gentlemar: 
Kuo. Sweet Oliver, would I could do thee any good, 

Juftice Clement, let meintreat-you, Si, 
Clem. What? a thread-bare Rafcal! a Beggar! a Slave, 

that never drunk out of becter. chan Pifs-pot Mieitle in 

his life ! and he to deprave and abufe the vertue of an 

Herb fo generally receiv'd in the Courts of Princes, the 

Chambers of Nobles, the Bowers of fweet Ladies, the 

Cabbins of Soldiers!. Roger, away with him, by God's 

precious—— I fay,go too. — 7 

- eb. Dear Matter Juftioe, ler va 
have deferv’d ic: bur not the Prifon, Ibefeech. you. 
_ Kxo. Alas poor Oliver / | j 
Chews, Roger, rake him a 

I but feasthe Knave. i: 

Form. Do not ftink {weet Ofiver, you fhall nog go, my 
Mafter will give you a Warrant... 
Cob. O, the- Lard maintain his Worthip, his, worthy: 
Worthip. 2 ate ae ae 
Cine Away, difpatch him. How now, Mafter Kup’~ 
well, in dumps! in dumps ? Come, this beoomes non - 
Kno. Sir, would I could noc feel my.Cares—— ”. 


Cob. No, Sir; but I goin danger of my death every 
hour, by. hismeans: an’ I die within a cwelye-month and 
a day, Imay fwear by the Law of the Land that he 


( es 1 @ Bag-pi : 
Cle, Your Cares.are nothing ! Payee like my Cap, | Mat. Faith, did itin a humour; I:‘know not how 


foon put on, and as foon pyt aff, What? your Son is 


Id ea govern himfelf; Jet him run hi caurle, , has 
old enough ta. g9 3 : ne See i 


i’s the enly way to make hima a: ftaid Man, |. If h 
were an ‘Unghrift, 3 Ruffian, a Dronkard, or tape 
ous liver, then yan had reafon ; you hal reafon 
Care; but, being none of thefe, Mirch’s my witnels, an’ 
I had twice fg many cares. 7&8 you. have,. Id drown 
them all in a Cypof Sack. Come, come, legs’ try it: 
I mufe your. parcel of a Soldigp returns nor all this 
while. ) : p ti 

| | ey PEE gS 


- : ,¢ 3 2 
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let me be beaten again, I! 


Warrane Che hall Bot go) ' 


tatake * Foor of Pharach. 
: _ Wel. O, chide 


“AG IV. Scene I 
Down-right, Dame Kitely. 


WE! Sifter, Itell you crue: and you'll find it fo in 
the end. . 
Dame. Alas, Brother, what would you have me to do? 
I cannot help ie: you fee my Brother brings ’em ia 
here; they are his Friends. 


Down. His Friends? his Fiends. ’Slud, they do nothing: 


bue haunt him up and down, like a fore of unlucky 
Sprites, and tempt him to all manner of villany that 
can be thoughe of. Well, by this Light, a little ching 
would make me play the Devil with fome of ’em; and 
*twere not more for your Husband’s fake, than any 
thing elfe, 'd make che Houfe too hot forthe beft on 
‘em: they fhould fay, and fwear, Hell were broken 
loofe,e’er they went hefice. Bur, by God’s will, *ris no 
Bodies faule but yours: for, an’ you had done as you 
might have done, chey fhould have been parboil’d and 
bak’d too, every Mothers Son, e’er they fhould ha’ come 
ineeraoneof’em. ——° : | 

Dame. God's my life! did you ever hear the like ? 
what a f{trange Man is this! Could I keep out all them, 
think you? Ifhould puc my felf againft half a dozen 
Men? fttould I? Good faith youl’d mad the patienr it 
Body in the World, co hear you talk fo, without any 
fenfeor.reafon!.. .- 


AG IV. Scene I. 


Mrs. Bridget, Mr. Matthew , Dame Kitel 
Well-bred, Stephen, Ed. Kno'well, Bobadi 


Calh. See He 
S irvant Cin troth ) you are-too prodigal 
your wits treafure, thus to poure it 
Upon fo mean a fubje& as my worth. 
Mat. You fay well, Miftris, and I mean as well. 

- Dew. Hoy-day, here is ftuff! | | 

Wel. O, now ttand clofe: pray Heaven, the can get 
him. to read: He fhould do it of his own natural im- 
pudency. — 
| Brid. Servant, What is this fame, I pray you ? 
Mai. Marry, an Elegy, an Elegy, an odd toy -————— 
Down. To mock an Ape withall. O, I could few up 
his Mouth, now. | — ee 
‘Dame. Sifter, I pray you let’s hear ic. 
‘ Down. Are you Rhime-given too? 


, Down right, 


Q 


Mat. Miftris, Plt read it, if you pleafe. : 


: Brid. Pray you do, Servant. : 

‘ Dow». O, here’s no foppery: Death, I can indure che 
Stops better. - a 

:  . Ka. What ails thy Brother? can he not hold his 


‘ 


‘Water at reading of a Ballad? | 
‘() Wel,,O,no + a Rhime to him is worfe than Cheefe, or 


But mark, you lote che procteftation. 


‘it is: but, pleafe you come near, Sir. This Genrleman 
judgment, he knows -hew to cenfure of a —— pray 
you, Sir, you can judge. — | 

| Step. Not I, Sir: upon my Reputation, and by the 


our Coufin for {wearing. 


_E, Ku. Nat I, fo long as he do's not forfwear himfelf. 


Bob. Mafter Matthey, you abufe the expe@ation of 


‘your dear Miftris and her fair Sifter: Fie, while you 
live avoid this prolixicy. | 
Mat. I thall, Sir: well, Incipere dulce. 


1, Brain worm, . 


>) 


4 


_ E. Kn. How! Infipere dulce? a {weet thing to be a Fool, 


indeed, oo 
Hl. What, do you: take I fipere in that fenfc? 


E. Kua. 


s 


> Ld 


by 


Tag aey id Ptarcan aa” 
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E. Kn. You do not ? you! This was your Villany, to 
gull him with a motte. L. At; ok teas 9: 
.. Wel. O, the Benchers Phrafe : Pauca verba,pauca verba. 
Mn fool ytr! Mat. Rhre Creature, let me {peak without offence, 
ey ey: pW Would God my rude words bad the influence, _ 
“ol. ings y.ty.t. To rule thy thoughts, as thy fair looks do mine, 
pote Bed, 1 ben fhould jt thou be bis Prifoner, who is thine. 
Atty, 4, BF vate. Ez. Kn. This isin Hero and Leander. 
passed J¥el. O, 1 peace, we fhall have more of this. 


ee 9 Mat. Be not unkind, and fair; mifhapen tuff 


Is of behaviour boyfteroms and rough. 
Hel. How like you that, Sir? | | 
, [ Mafter Steven anfwers with faking bis head. 

E. Kn. Slight, he fhakes his Head like a Bottle, to 
feel andthere be any Brain init! — | 

Mat. But obferve the Cataffrophe, now : 

And lin duty will exceed all other, | | 
As you in Beauty doexcel Loves Mother. | 

E. Kn. Well, Pll have him free of the Wic-brokers, 
for he utters nothing but ftol’n Remnants. 

Wel. O, forgive ic him. | 

E. Kn. A filching Rogue, hang him. And from the 
dead? it’s worfe than Sacriledge. 

Hel. Sifter, what ha’ you here? Verfes? pray you let’s 
fee: Who made thefe Verfes? they are excellent good ! 

Mat. O, Mafter Well-bred,’tis your difpofition to fay 
fo, Sir. ‘They were good ithe Morning ; I made ’em, 
ex tempore, this Morning. 

Wel. Wow? ex tempore ? 

Mar. I, would I might be hang’d elfeé: ask Captain 
Bobadill: Hefaw me write them, at the— (Pox on it) 
the Star, yonder. *— 

Brai. Canhe find in his heart to curfe the Stars fo 2 
 E. Ka. Faith, his are even with him: they ha’ curft 
him enough already. ile 

Step. Coufin, how 
Verfes ? . 

E. Kn. O, admirable! the beft that ever I heard, 
Couz! | | : : 

Step. Body 0” Cefar, they are admirable! 

The beft chat ever I heard, as J am a Soldier. 

Down. I am vext, I can hold ne’et a Bone of me fill! 
Heart, I think they'‘méan to build and breed here! 
Wel. Silter, you have a fimple Servane here, that 
crowns your Beauty with fuch Encomsions and devices: 
you may fee, what it is co be'the Miltris of a Wie! that 
can make your perfeGtions fo tranfparent, that ‘every 
blear Eye may look through them, and fee him drown’d 
over Head and Ears in the deep Well of defire. Sifter 
K:tely, I marvel you get you not a Servant that can 
Khime, and do Tricks too. 

Down. Oh Monfter! impudence it felf! Tricks? — 

_ Dame. Tricks, Brother ? what Tricks? | 
' Brid. Nay, {peak, I pray you, what Tricks? “ 
_ Dame. Inever {pare any Body. here: but fay, what 
Tricks? _ _ | 
_ Brid. Paflion of my Heart! do Tricks? 7 
Wil. Slight, here’sa Trick vied and revied ! why, you 
-Munkies you, what'a Catter-waling do you keep? ha’s 
he nor given you .Rhimes, and Verfes, and Tricks? 

Down, O,the Fiend? | ee ad 

Hel. Nay, you Lamp of Virginity, that take it in 
{nuff fo! come and cherifh this tame Poetical Fury, in 
your Servant, you'll be begg’d elfe fhortly for a conceal- 
ment :fgo to, reward his Mufe. You cannot give him 

24 Yefs chan a Shilling in Confcience, for the Book he had 
ir out of colt hima Teton) ae leaft. How now, Gal- 
lanes? Mr. Matthew ? Captain? What, all Sons of fi- 

ence? no fpirit ? | 
Down. Come, you might practice your Ruffian tricks 
* fomewhere elfe, and not here, I wufs: thisisno Tavern 
nor drinking-School, to vent your exploits in. 
Hil. How now! whofe Cow hascalv’d? 
D.wn. Mgrry, that has mine, Sir, Nay, Boy, never. 
5 ts 


fut ) heen He MY, SJ Suda, av 
1 Iai Stef Yuerk, ate hy ag “av Me Soba ocifes 


do you like this Gentleman’s 
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very Man in bis Humour. 


look askance at me for the matter ; I'll tell you of it, I, 
Sir, you and your Companions mend your felves when 
[ ha’ done? j : . : 

Wel. My Companions? - : | 

Down. Yes, Sir, your Companions, fo I fay, Iam not 
afraid of you, nor them neither: your hang-byes here. 
You muft have your Poets and your Potlings, your So/- 
dado’s and Foslado’s to follow you up and down the City, 
and here they muft come to domineer and {wagger. - 
Sirrah, you Ballad-finger, and Slops your fellow there, 
get you out, get you home; or Tey this Steel) PU cuc 
off your Ears,and that prefently, 2° cm 

Wel. Slight, ftay, let’s fee what he dare do: cut off 
his Ears .cut a Wherfton. You areanAfs, do you fee? 
touch any Man here, and by this Hand, I'll run my Ra- 
pier co the Hilts in you. | | 

Down. Yea that would I fain fee, Boy. 

Dame. O Jefu! murder. Thomas Gafper! 

Brid. Help, help, Thomas. 

[ They all draw, and they of 
_ make out to part them. 

E. Kn. Gentlemen forbear, I pray you. __ 

_ Bob, Well, Sirrah, you Holofernes : by my Hand, I will 
pink yaur Flefh full of holes wich my Rapier for this; 
I will by this good Heaven: Nay, fet him come, let: 
him come, Gentlemen, by the Body of St. George I'll noe 
kill him. [ They offer to fight again and are parted. 

Cafh. Hold, aps —_ emlinney | es: Moc 

Down, You whorfon, braggin ye il {Ane p0 Pfammn, 

derprs an Aes He li Fadtegiey, = he | 
At&t IV: Scene II 


- Kitely. 
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L KerT clr Sache. 
| r, 
[totbem. — 


HY, how now ? what’s the matter? what’s the 
ftir here ? | 
Whence fprings the quarrel; Téomas ? where ishe ? 
Put = aged Weapons, and put off this rage : 
ot ife and Sifter, they are caufe of this. 
What, Thomas ? .where is this Knave ? 
Cajb. Here, Sir. | | : | 
‘Wel. Come, \et’s go: this is one of my Brothers an-- 
cient humours, this. | 
Step. I am glad, no Body was hurt by his ancient hu- 
mour. i 
Kite. Why, how now, Brother, who enforc’d this 
brawl ? - 
Down, A fort of lewd rake-hells, chat care neither for 
God nor the Devil! And they muft come here to- read. 
Ballads, and Roguery, and Trath! Pll mar the knot of 
em ever fleep perhaps: efpecially Bod, there: he that’s 


all manner of fhapes! and Songs and ‘Sonmets, his Fellow. — 


Brid. Brother,indeed, you are too violent, 
Too fudden in your humour: and you know 
My Brother Well-breds temper will not bear- 
Any reproof, chiefly in fuch a prefence, 
Where every flight difgrace, he fhould receive, 
Might wound him in opinion, and refpe&. , 
Down. Refpect ? what talk you of refpe@’mong fuch, 
As ha’ no {park of Manhood, nor good Manners ? 
"Sdeins, I am afham’d co, hear you ! ‘refpec ? 
' Brid, Yes, there was one a civil Gentleman, 
And very worthily demean’d himfelf! ' 
Kite. O, that was fome Love of yours, Sifter ! 
Brid. A Love of mine? I would it were no worfe, 
Brother, | | | 
Youl’d pay my Portion fooner than you think for. 
- Dame. indeed, he feem’d to be a Gentleman of an 
exceeding fair difpofition, and of very excellent good 


Kite. Her Love, by Heaven! my Wives minion! 
Fair difpofition ? excellent good parts? 
Death, thefe Phrafes are intollerable ! 


Az00d parts? how fhould the know his parts ? 
aie hie bas any fe Lh Armmng yeh coy atbmez} Tis 
| Mca he OF cree | "At per/mrmony Ve eal 


wie wen fg thoctr~ PEVE <0 7 —_— pa ney woke - af je 
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His parts? Well, well, well, well, well, well ! 
It is too plain, too cleer: Thomas, come hitlrer. 
What, arethey gone? Cajh. I, Sir, they went in. 
My Miliris, and your Sifter 

Kite. Are any of the Gallants within? 

Cafh.. No,,Sis, they are all gone. . 

Kite. Art thou fure of ic ? 

Cah. I can affure you, Sir. 

Kite. What Gentleman was that they prais’d fo, T2o- 
mas ? 

Ca{h. One, they call him Mafter Kno’well, a handfom 
young Gentleman, Sir. 7 7 

Kite. 1,1 thought fo: my mind gave me as much : 
Til die; but they ave hid him i’the Houfe . 
Somemhere ; I'll go and fearch: go with me, Thomas. 
Be true to me, and thou fhalt find me a Matter. 


A& IV. Scene IV. 
Cob, Tid. 


-FHat Tib, Tib, I fay. : | 
“7ib. How now, what Cuckold is that knocks 
fo hard? , 
O, Husband, ise you? what’sthe news ? 
Cob, May you have ftun’d me, ?faith! you ha’ giv’n 
meé a knock o’ the Forehead will ftick by me : Cuckold? 

*Slid, Cuckold ? | — | 

Tib. Away you Fool, did I know ic was you that 
knockt ? | | oat 

Come, come, you may call me as bad when you lift. 

Cob. May C T#, you are a Whore. 

Ti». You lyein your Throat, Husband. 

Cob. How, the lye? and in my Throat too? do you 
long to be ftab’d, ha? 

Tib. Why, you are no Soldier, I hope? 

Gob. O, muft you be ftab’d by a Soldier? Mafs, that’s 
true! when was Bobadill here?. your Captain? that 
Rogue, that foift, that fencing Burgullian ? Pil tickle him, 
Th, Why, whats the matter? crow LLSEESIES 

ibe , what’s the matter? trow 3,2 
Cob. O, has bafted me rarely, fumptuoully ! bac t 


eshave it here in black and white; for’ his black and 


blue fhall. pay him, O, the Juftice! the honefk old 
brave Trojan in London ! Y do honour the very Flea of his 
Dog. A Plague on him though, he put me once in a 
villanousfilthy fear ; marry,it vanifhtaway like the fmoke 
of Tabacco ; but I was {mok’d foundly firft. I thank the 
Devil, and his good Angel, my .gueft. Well, Wife, or 
7b (which you will) get you in, and lock the Doar, I 
charge you let no Body in to you; .Wife, no Body in to 
you: thofe are my words. Not Captain Bab himdelf, nor 
the Fiend in his likenefs ; you: are a Woman, you have 
Flefh and Blood enough in you to be tempted: there- 
fore keep the Door fhut upon all comers. | 
_ 4b. I warrant you, there fhall no Body enter here 
without my confent. | | 
Cob. Nor with your confent, {weet 71, and fo I leave 


Ou. | 
7sb. It’s more than you know, whether you leave 


me fo. - 
Cobh. How? Tib. Why, f{weet. a 
Cob. Tut, {weet or fowr, thou are a Flower. 


Keep clofe thy Door, I ask no more. 


A&t IV. Scene V. ge 
Ed. Kno well, Well bred, Stephen. Brain-worm. 


Ell, Brain-worm, gdp this bufinefs happily, 
¥ And chou makelt a purchafe of my Love for ever. 
Wl. Pfaich, now let chy {pirics ufe cheir beft faculties. 
But, ac any hand, remember the meflage to my Brother: 
for there’s no other means to ftart hi . 


Every Man in bis H innaae, 


4 Way, 


‘7 


Brai. I warrant you, Sir, fear nothing : I have a nim- 


ble Soul has wak’t all forces of my Phat’fie by thiftimes . _, 


and put ’em in true motion. What you have pofle(to“—“-Z 
me withall, Pll difcharge it amply, Sir: make it no que- C7425 
ZH. ie de 


ftion. 
Wel. Forth, and profper, Brain-worm. Faith, Ned; 
how doft thou approve of my abilities in this de- 


| vice? 


_E. Kn. Troth, well, howfoever: but, it will come ex: 
cellent, if it take. | ° 

_ Wel. ‘Take, Man? why it cannot chufe but take,if rhe 
circumftances mifcarry not: but, tell me ingenuoufly, 


| doft thou affect my Sitter Bridget as thou pretend’ ft ? 


E. Kn. Friend, am I worth belief 2 
_Wel. Come, do not proteft. In faith, the is a Maid 


| of good ornament, and much modefty: and, except 
iB Seine very worthily of her, thou fhouldft noe 
ave her. | 


E. Kn. Nay, that Lam afraid will be a queftion yet, 
whether I fhall have her, or no ? 

" ‘ig “Slid, thou fhale have her; by this Light thou 
ale. | 

E. Kn. Nay, do not {wear. 

Wel, By this Hand thou fhalt have her: I'll go fetch 
her prefently. Point but where to meer, and as I any 
an honeit Man I'll bring her. 

E. Kn. Hold, hold, be temperate, 

Wel. Why, by—— what thall lfwear by ? thou thale 
have her, as I am | | 

E. Kn. Pray thee, be at peace, I am fatisfied : and do 
believe thou'wile omit no offered occafion to make my 
defires compleac. 

Wel. Thou thale fee, and know, I will not. 


. A@ IV. Scene VI 
_ Formal, Kno’well, Brain-worm 


was your Man aSoldier, Sir ? 


This morning, asI came over Moor-fields ! : 
O, here he is ! yo’ haye made fair {peed, believe me: 
Where, i’ the name of floth, could you be thus? 

Bras. Marry, peace by my comfort, where I thought 
I fhould have had lictle comfore of your Worthips 


‘fervice.: at 


Kno. How fo?.. : 


Brai. O, Sir, your coming to the City, your enters - 
tainment of me, and your fending me to watch 


indeed, all the circumftances either of your Charge, or: 
my Imployment are as open to your Son, as to yourfelf. 
Kno. How fhould that be, unlefs thac Villain, Brain- 
worm 
Have told him of the Letter, and difcover’d 
Allthae I ftri@ly charg’d him to conceal? ’tis fo! 
Brai. Iam partly, 0’ the faith ’tisfo indeed. 
Kno. But, how fhould he know thee to be my Man ? 
Brai. Nay, Sir, I cannot tell; unlefs ic be by ths 
black Art! isnot your Sona Scholar, Sir? | 
Kno. Yes, but I hope his Soul is nor allied 


| Unto fuch Hellith practice ; if it were, 


{ had juft caufe to weep my part in him, 
And curfe the time of his Creation. 


| But, where didft thou find them, Fitz-Sword ? 


Brai. You fhould rather ask where they tound me, 
Sir; for, ’'ll be fworn, I was going along in che Street, 
thinking nothing, when ( of a fuddain) a Voice cails 


Mr.Knowell’s Man ; another Gries, Soldier : and thus ha:: 


a dozen of ’em, till they had call’d me within a Houfe. 
whereI no fooner came, but they feem’d Men, and 0: « 
flew all their Rapiers ac my Bofom, wich fome three «. 


fourfcore Oaths to accompany “em; and all torell a... 
| Twas but a dead Man, if I = not contefs where y« 1 


Wer. | 


Kno. I, a Knave, I took him begging o the. 


36 


18 | | Evéry ‘Man in bis Humour. 


were, and how I was imployed, and about what;| Mat. O good Sir! yesI hope he has. 
which, when they could not get out of me (as I pro-| Bod. I will tell you, Sir. Upon my firft coming to the 
ceft, chey muft ha’ diflected, and made an Anatomy o° | City, after my long travail, for knowledg (in that mi- 
me firft, and fo I told ’em) they locke meup into a | ftery only) there came threeor four of ’em to mé, at 
Room i’ the top of a high Houfe, whence by great | a Gentlemans Houfe, where it was my chance to be re- 
Miracle (having a light Heart) I flid down by abottom | fidene at that time, to intrede my Prefence at their 
of Packthred -into the Sereet, and fo fcapt. But, Sir, | Schools ; and withal fo much importun’d me, that (I 
thus much I can affure you, for I heard it while I was | proteft to you, as I ama Gentleman) I was afham’d 
- lockt up, there were a great many Rich Merchants and | of their rude demeanour out of all meafure. well, I 
brave Citizens Wives with *em at a Feaft: and your | told ’em that to come toa publick School, they fhould 
Son, Mr. Fdward, withdrew with one of *em, and has | pardon me, it was oppofite (in diameter ) tomy Hue 
poinced to meet her anon at one Cobs Houfe a Water- | mour; but, if fo be they would give their attendance ; 
bearer, that dwells by the Wall. Now, there your | at my lodging, I protefted to do them what right er : 
Worfhip fhall be dure co take him, for there he Preys, | favour I could, as I was a Gentleman, and fo forth. . 


and fail he will noc. _E. Ka. So, Sir, then you tryed their skill ? 

_E. Kn, Nor will 1 fail to break his match I doube | Bcd. Alas, foon tryed! you thall hear Sir. Within 
mee two or three days after they came; and, by honefty, 
Go thou along with Juftice Clements Man, fair Sir, believe me, I gracd them exceedingly, fhew’d 


And ftay there forme. At one Cobs Houfe fayft thou? | them fome two or three tricks of prevention, have pur- _ 
feof $1, Brai. 1 Sir, there you fhall have him. Yes? invifi- | chas'd’em fince a Credit to admiration ! they cannot : 
| ot Yo fa ble 2 Much Wench, or much Son! Slight, when he has deny this: and yet now they hate me, and why ? be- | 
aww —$~Y. ftaid there three or four Houres, travelling with the | caufeI am excellent, and for no other vile Reafon on 
puwks cet/ expectation of Wonders, and at length be deliver’d of | the Earth. : 
Laney + Air: O, the fpore that I fhould then take, to look‘on| = E. Kn. This is {trange and barbarous ! as ever J heard. = 
‘yc, -0-9 him if Idurft! Bue now I mean to appear no more a- Bob. Nay, fora more inftance of their prepofterous | 
Aexce eesF fore him in this fhape. I have anoeher trick to act yet. | natures ; but note, Sir. They have affaulred me fome 
ot. A" 87 O chatI were fo happy -as to light on a nupfon now .of | three, four, five, fix of them together, as I have walke 
yo ‘$: this Juftices Novice. Sir, Imake you eee alone in divers Skirts i? the Town, as Tarp bull, White- 
| long. fev A flow, us Ky hitm syelotin wilde AY J. chappel, Shore-ditch, which were then my Quarters ; and 
Firm. Not a whit, Sir. Pray you what do you mean, | fince, upon the Exchange, at my Lodging, and at my 
Sir 2 | _ | Ordinary : where I have driven them afore me the 
Brai. I was putting up feme Papers - | whole length of a Street, in the open view of all our 
Form. You ha’ been lately im the Wars, Sir, i« feems. | Gallants, pitying to hurt them, believe me. Yet all chis 
87 Brai. Marry have I, Sir, to my lofs; andexpence of Lenity will not orecome their Spleen ; they will be 


' 


all almoft-—— - doing with the Pifmier, raifing a Hill a Man may {purn 
Form. ‘Troth Sir, 1 would be glad to beftow a Pottle | abroad with his Foot at pleafure. By my felf I could 
of Wine o’ you, if it pleafe you to accept it—~ have flain them all, buc Ki delight not in Murder. Iam 


Brai. O, Sit-——~——. _ loth to bear any other than this Baftinado for’em : yet 
Form. But to hear the manner of your Services, and | I hold ic good polity not to go difarm’d, for though 4 
your Devices in the Wars, they fay they bevery ftrange, | be skilful, I may be opprefs’d with Multitudes. - 
. and not like chofe a Man reads inthe Roman Hiltories, or] E. Kn. I, believe me, may you Sir : and (in my 
{ees at Mile-end, Sm Gh ptr at-h Jlnfhn26y, aft- &¥f- r-~Ptz| conceit) our whole Nation fhould fuftain the tofs by ir, 
Brai. No ¥ affure you, Sir; why. at any time whe if i¢ were fo, 
it pleafe you, I fhall be ready to difcourfe to you alll | Bod Alasno: what's 2 peculiar Man te a Nation? 
know : and more too fomewhat. , nos fee. : 
Form. No better time than now, Sir ; we'll gotothe| E. Kw. O; bue your skill, Sir. — | 
Wind-mill : there we fhall have a Cup of neat Grift,| - Bob. Indeed, thac might be fome lofs ; bue who re- 
_ wecallic. I pray you, Sir, let me requeft you to the | {pects ie? I will tell you, Sir, by the way of private, 
Wind-mill. ie 5 
Brai. Vil follow you, Sir, and make Grift of you, if| feure, and to my felf; buc, were I known to Her Ma~ 
I have good luck. | , 


Act EV. Scene VIEL° of the Stare, not only to fpare the intire Lives of her 
Matthew, Ed.Kno well; Bobadil,Stepben,Dowmright. (to them. | parts of her yearly charge in holding War, and againft 


Ir, did your Eyes ever tafte the like Clown of him,]| £. Kn. Nay, I know not, nor can I conceive. 
where we were to day, Mr. Well-bred’shalf Brother? | Bob. Why thus, Sir. E would fele& Nineteen more, 
I think the whole Earth cannot fhew his Parallel by this | to my félf throughout the Land; Gentlemen they 
Day-light. 2. 8 | 
E. Kn, We were now fpeaking of him: Captain | would choofe, them by an inftin@, a Charaéer that I 
Bebadill cells me he is fallen feul o” you too. have : and I’ would teach thefe Nineteen the fpecial 
Mat. O, 1 Sir, he threatned me with the Baftinado. | Rules, as your Punto, your Reverfo, your Stoccata, your 
- . Bob. ¥, bute I think, F taughe you prevention this | Imbroccate,’ your Pafeda, your Mongnto; tlk chey could 
Morning, for thac—— You fhall kill him beyond que | all play very near, or altogether as well asmy felt. This 
ftion : if you be fo generoufly minded. = 
_ Mat. Indeed, it isa moft excellent Frick! Twenty would come into the Field the Tenth of March, 
Bob, O, you do not give fpirie enough to your motion, | or thereabouts; and we would challenge’ Twenty of the 
" you are too tardy, too heavy! O, ic muft be done like | Enemy they could not in their Honour refufe us ; well 
lightning, hay ?!<e.a #t, Jor [ He praétifes at @ Poft.| we would kill chem; challenge Twenty more, kill cheny; 
Mast. Rare Captain '4ee pen M overt . 9. ‘Ewenty more, kill them; Twenty more, kill them 
Bob. ‘Tut, “tis nothing, an’t be not done in a— punto !| too ; and thus would: we kill every Man his Twenty a 
E. Kn. Captain, did you ever prove your &lf upon a- | day, that’s Twenty fcore; Twenty fcore, that’s Two 400 
ny of our Malfters of defence here ? hundred ; ‘Two hundred a day, five days a thoufand ; 
ee Fa Lhatist oo Kew tat aryl Y. Gong, Forty 
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Forty thoufand ; 
hundred days kills chem all up by Computation. - And 
this will I vencure my poor Gentleman-like Carcafs to 
perform (provided there be no Treafon practis’d upon 
us) by fair and aifcreet Manhood 5 that is, civilly by 
the Sword. ~ : | 

E. Ks. Why are you fo fure of your hand Captain at 
all times ? . ba a — 

Bob. Tut, never mifs thruft upon my Reputation 
with you. 

E. Kn. 


I would not ftand in Down-rights ftate then, 


an’ you meet him, for the Wealcli of any one Street in’ 


London. . a 
Bob. Why, Sir, you miftake me! if he were here 
now, by this welkin, I would nor draw my Weapon 
on him! fee this Gentleman do his mind : but! will 
baftinado him (by the the brighe Sun) where ever I 
meet him. 4 
Mat. Faith, and Vl have a fling at him at my diftance. 
E. Kn. Gods fo, look where he is; yonder he goes. 
[Downright walks over the Stace. 
Dow. What peevifh luck have I, I cannot meet with 
thefe bragging Raskals 2 a os 
Bev. It’s noche? is it? 
E. Ku. Yesfaith, itishe? .. a. 3 
‘Mat. Vil be hang’d then if that were he. | 
E. Kn. Sir, keep your hanging good for fome greater 
matter, for I affure you that was he. ° | 
Step Upon my Reputation it was he. 


Bob. Had I thought ie had been he, he muft not have [ 


gone f > but I can hardly be induc’d to believe ic was he 
yet. | | 
E. Kn. That I think, Sir. But fee, he is come a-- 
gain! a | 2 | 
Dov. O, Pharoabs foot have I found you? Come, 
draw to your Tools; draw Giptie, or Pil threfh you. - 
Bob. Gentleman of valour, £ do believe in thee, hear 
me | yo ee ora 
Dow. Draw your Weapon then. | 
Bob. Tall Man, [never thought on it till now (body 
of me) I had 4 Warrane of the Peace ferved on me, | 
even now as I came along, by a Water-bearer-; this 
Gentleman faw it, Mr. Matthew. we 
— Dow. *Sceath, you will not draw then ? _ 
(He beats him and difarms him, Matthew runs away. 
Beh. Hold, hold, under thy favour forbear. <  .- 


Dow. Prate again, as you like this, you Whorefon |. 


foift you. You'll controul the Point,” you ?, Your Con- 
fort is gone ? had he ftaid he had fhar’d with you, Sir. 

Bch. Well Gentlemen, bear Witnels, I was bound to 
the Peace, by ‘this good day. ea 
__E. Kn. No faith, it’s an ill day Captain, never reckon 
it other : “but, fay you were botitid' to the Peace, the 
Law allows you to defend your felf: that'll prove bute a 
poor exculec Jord Brow y pss fat, Age fe Baim xe. & 

Bob. I canhottell; Sir. Idefire good conftruaton in 
fair fort. I never fuftain'd the Hike difgrace (By Hea- 
ven) fire I was ftruck with a Plannet’thence, for I had 
no power to touch my Weaporm. ~° - aes 

E. Kn. 1, like enough, 1 have heard-of many chat 
have been beaten under a Plannet: go, get you. to a 
Surgeon. "Slid, an’ thefe be your: Tricks, Your: peffa- 
does, and your moxntantoes, Vil none of them.’ 'O, man- 
ners : chat this Age fhould bring forth fuch Creatures! 
that Natute fhould be at leilure comake eh! Come 
Couz. | es ae al , 

Step. Mafs Vil ha’ this Cloke’ aes 

E. Kn. Gods willy *tis Dowssights. - 

Step. Nay, it’s mine now, anorher might have tane’t 
up as will as I, VU wear it, fo f will, ae eB, 

E£, Kn. How arn’ he f2ze it? he'll challenge it, affure 
your felf. ae 

Step. I, 


but he fhall not ha’ it; Pll fay I bought ies 


Lvery. Man in bis Humour, . 


Forty times five, Five times forty; Two 


* AG IV. Scene VIM 
Kitely, ll bred. Dame Kit, Bridget, Braiwworm, Cafhs 


Ow, truft me Brother, you were much to blame,” 
NT’ incentfe his Anger, and difturb the Peace =~ 
Of my poor Houfe, where chere are Sentinels, | 
That every Minure watch to give Alarms, 
Of Civil War, without adjection 
OF your affiftance or occafion. . | 

Well. No harm) done, Brother, I warrant you: fincd 
there is noharm done. Anger cofts a Man nothing : 
and a tall Man is never his own Man till he be angry. 
To kecp his Valourin obfcurity, isto keep himfelf as 
It were in a’Cloke-bag. What’s a Mufician unlefs he 
play ? What’sa tall Manuntefs he fight ? For irdecd all 
this my wife Brother ftands upon abfolucly ; and char 
made me fall in with him fo refolutely. : 

Dame.1, butwhacharm might have come of it, Brother ? 

Hel. Might, Sifter ? fo might the good warm Clothics 
your Husband wears be poyfon’d, for anv thing he 
knows; or the wholefom Wine he drunk, even now, 
at the Table -. . | a 

Kite. Now, ‘God forbid: O'me. Now I remember 
My Wife drunk to me lafts and chang'd the Cup, 

And bade me wear this curfed Sute to day. 

See, if heav’n fuffer murder undifcovered ! 

I feell me ill ; give me fome Mithridate, 

some Mithridate and Oyl, good Sifter, fetch me ; 

O, Iam fick at heare! burn, E burn. 

If you will fave my Life, go, fetch.it me. Fa 

i Wel. O ftrange humour! my very breath has poyfon‘d 
im - - | | 

Brid. Good Brother be content, what do you mean? 
The ftrength of thefe extream Conceits will kill you.. 
| Dame. Belhréw your Heart blood, Brother Well-bred, 
now, for putting fuch a toy into his Head. 

Wel. Isa fit fimile'a Toy? will he be poyfon‘d with a 
fimile 2 Brother Kite/y, what a ftrange and idle imagina- 
tion is ¢his? For fhame, be wifer. O my Soul chere’s 
no fuch matter. . : 

_ Kite, Am I not fick? how am I then, nct poyion’d 2: 
Am I not poyfon’d? how am I then, fo fick ? : 
Dame. It fou be fick, your own thoughts make you fcks 

We. His Jealoufie is the Poyfon he as taken. | 

Brai. Mr. Kitely, my Mafter Jultic2 Clerent falutes you ¥ 
and defires to {peak with you with all poflible {peed. 

|” [He comes difenisd like Fuftice Clements Mani 

Kite. ‘No time but now ? wken ft chink Iam fick? ves 
ry fick!'welf, I will wait upon bis Worthip. Thorras, Cob, 
I muft feek them out, and fet em Sentinels all 1 recurn, 
Themas, Cob, Thomas. S thie on 

Wel, This’s perteétly rare, Brain-worm ' but how gor’? 
thou this Apparel of che Juftices Man ?: an 

Brai. Marry Sir, my proper fine Penman, would 
needs beftow the Grift o' me, at the. Wind-mil, to hear 
fome martial Difcourfe; where fo I marthal’d him, that 
I made him drukk wick Admiration! and, becaufe roo 
much heat was the caufe of his Diitemmper, 1 {tripe him 
ftark naked, as he lay along afleep, and borrowed his 
Sute to deliver this Counterfeit Medlage in, leaving a 
rufty Armour, and an old brown Bulto warch him cilf 
my reearn; which fhallbe,-when I ha’ pawn’d his Ap- 
parel, and {pent the better pare o’ the Money, perhaps.’ 

WA. Well, chou arc a fuccetstul merry Anave, Braiz- 

worm, his abfence will be a good fubject for more mirth. 
I pray thee, return tothy young Matter, and willhim to 
meet ‘rac and my Sifter Bridzet ar the Tower inftantly ; 
for, here tell him the Fhoufe is fo ftor’d wich Jealoutie, 
there is AO roam for Love to ftand uprightin. We muft 
get our fortunes committed to fome larger Prifon,fay ; and 


then the Tower, [know noberter Air: nor wherethe Lis = «2: 


i 2 


fe 


° : e e as 
E. Kn. Take heed you buy it not too dear Couz. berty of the Houfe may do us moreprefentiervice. Away. 
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Kite. Come hither, Tomas. Now, my fecret’s ripe, 

And thou thalt have ic: lay to both thine Ears. 
Hark, what I fay tothee. I mult go forth, Tomas, 
Be careful of thy promife, keep good watch, 
Note every Gallant, and obferve him well, 

That enters in my abfence to thy Miftrefs: 

If he would thew him Rooms, the Jeft is ftale, 
Follow ’em, Tomas, or elfe hang onhim, 

And let him not go after; mark cheir Looks ; 
Note if fhe offer but to fee his Hand, 

Or any other amorous Toy about him ; 

But praife his Leg, or Foot ; or if -fhe fay 

The day is hor, and bid him feel her hand, 
How hot itis; O, that’s a monftrous thing! 
Note me all this, good Thomas, mark their Sighs, 
And, if they do bue whifper, break ’em off: 
Til bear thee out inic. Wile chou do this? 
Wilt thou be true, my Thomas ? 

Cafh, As truth’s felf, Sir. 

Kite. Why, I believe thee 3 where is Cob, now? Cob? 

- Du.. He’s ever calling for Cob! I wonder how he im- 
ploys Cob fo! | 

W!, Indeed Sifter, to ask how he imploys Cod, 1s a 
neceflary queftion, for you that are his Wife, and a thing 
not very cafie for you to be fatisfied in; but this I'l af- 
{ure you, Cobs Wife is an excellent Bawd, Sifter, and 
oftentimes, your Husband hants her Houfe ; marry, to 
what end; I cannot altogether accufe him, imagine 
you what you think convenient. But I have known 
fair Hides have foul Hearts, e’re now, Sifter. 

Dame. Never faid you truer than that, Brother, fo 
muci: I cin tell you for your learning. Thomas, fetch 
your Cloke and go with me, ll after him prefenely : I 
would to fortune I could take him there, 7 faith, I’d re- 
turn him his own, I warrant him. ; 

Wel. So \et’em go : this may make {port anon. Now, 
my fair Sifter-in-law, that you knew but how happy a 
thing ic were to be Fair and Beautiful ? _ 
_ Brid. That couches not me Brother. — 

Wel. That’s true ; that’s even the fault of it : 
deed, Beaury ftands a Woman in no ftead, unlefs ic pro- 


69 cure her touching. But, Sifter, whether it touch you 


for in- 


—— 


¢ 


Kite. Whither, good Brother ? 
Ul. To Cobs Houfe,I believe: but, keep my Counfel. 
fue I will, 1 will : to Cobs Houfe? doch fhe hant 
Cobs ? 
She’s gone a purpofe now to Cuckold me, 
With chat lewd Raskal, who, to win her favour, 
Hath cold her all. Wel. Come, he’s once more gone, 
Sifter, let’s lofe no time ; th’ Affair is worth ic. 


Act IV. Scene IX. 


Matthew, Bobadil, Brainworm, Dowmright. (te them.. 


I Wonder Captain what they will fay of my going a- 
way? ha? | . , 

Bob. Why, what fhould they fay ? but as of a difcreee 
Gentleman ? quick, wary, refpectul of Natures fair Li- 
neaments; and that’s all? 

Mat. Why fo: but what can they fay of your beating ? 

B.b. A rude part, a touch wich foft Wood, a kind of 
grofs Battery usd, laid on ftrongly, born moft patient- 
ly ; and that’s all. “3 | 

Mat. I, but would any Man have offered it in Venice 2. 
as you fay ? : | 

Bob. Tut, Iaffure you, no: you thall have there your 
Nebilis, your Gentelezza, come in bravely upon your 
reverfe, {tand you clofe, ftand you firm, ftand you fair, 
fave your retricato with his left Leg, come to the afalto 
with the right, thruft with brave Steel, defie your bafe 
Wood ! But wherefore do I awake this remembrance? I 


; was fafcinated by ‘Fupster : fafcinared; but I will be un- 


witch’d, and reveng’d by Law. 
Mat. Do you hear ? is’t not beft to get a Warrant, and 
have himarrefted and brought before Juftice Clement ? 
Bob. It were not amifs, would we had ic. 


Mat. Why, here comes his Man, let’s fpeak to him. 


Bob. Agreed, do you {fpeak. 

Mar, Save you, Sy. Brai. With all my heart, Sir. 

Mat. Sir, there is one Down-right hath abus’d this Gen- 
tleman and my felf, and we determine to make our a- 


mends by Law ; now, if you would do us the favour, 


to procure a Warrant, to bring him afore your Mafter, 


or no, it touches your Beauties; and I am fure, they : you fhall be well confider’d, I affure you, Sir. 


will abide the touch; an’ they do not, a Plague of all ; 


4. Cerufe, fay I ; and it touches me too in part, though 
not in the—— Well, there’s a dear and refpe@ted Friend 
of mine, Sifter, ftands very ftrongly and worthily af- 
fected toward you, and hath vowd to inflame whole 
Bone-fires of zeal at his Heart in Honour of your Per- 
fections. I have already engagd my promife to bring 
you, where you fhall hear him confirm much more. 
Ned Kno wel isthe Man, Sifter. There’s no exception 
againft the Party. You are ripe for a Husband ;. and a 
Minutes lofs to {uch an occafion, is a great trefpafs in a 
wife Beauty. What fay you, Sifter? On my Soul he 
loves you, Will you give him the meeting ? | 

Brid. Faith I had very little confidence in mine own 
conftancy, Brother, if I durft noc meet 2 Man: but 
this motion of yours, favours of an old Knight-adven- 
turers Servant, a little coo much methinks. 

» Wel, Whar’sthat, Sifter? Brid. Marry of theSquire. 

? Wel. No matterit ie did, I would be fuch an-one for 
my Friend, but.fve ! who is return’d to hinder us? — 

Kite. What villany is his ? call’d out on a falfe Meflage ? 
This was fome Plot! I was not fent for. Bridget, 
Where’s your Sifter 2 £rid. I think fhe be gone forth, Sir. 

Kite How!ismy Wife gone forth? whither for Gods fake? 
— Brid. She’s gone abroad with Thomas. 

the toy + Phe Kite. Abroad with Thomas? oh, that villain dors me 

had for , 4 He hath difcover’d all unto my Wife: 

fy by «of rae that I was to cruft him 3 whither, I pray you, went 

Af jeu a Fo rthe 2 


ah tas W Jas Brid. I know not, Sir. 
feAthy ot fel wt Hel, VI tell you, Brother, 
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whither I fufpect the’s gone. 
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Bra. Sir, you know my Service is my Living 3 fuch 
Favours as thefe gotten of my Matter is his only Pre- 
ferment, and therefore you muft confider me as I may 
make benefit of my Place. | 

Mat. How is that? Sir. | 

Brai. Faith, Sir, the thing is extraordinary, and the 
Gentleman may be of great accompt; yet, be what 
he will, if you will lay me down a brace of Angels in 
my hand, you fhall have it, otherwife not. 

Mat. How fhall we do Captain? he asks a brace of 
Angels, you have no Money ? | 

Bob. Not a Crofs,” by Fortune. 

Mat. Nor I, as I am a Gentleman, but two Pence 
leftof my two Shillings in the Morning for Wine and 
Raddifh : let’s find him fome Pawn. : 

Bob. Pawn? we have none to the value of hisdemand. 


Mat. O, yes. Pl pawn this Jewel.in my Ear, and you gs 


may: pawn your Silk ftockings, and pull up your Boots, 
they will ne’re be mift: It muft be done now. 

Bob. Well, an’ there be no remedy : Vl ftep afide and 
pull ’em off. 

Mat. Do you hear, Sir? we have no ftore of Money 
at thistime, bue you fhall have good Pawns: look you, 
sir, this Jewel, and that Gentlemans Silk-ftockings, be- 


caufe we would have it difpatch’r e’re we went to our | 


Chambers. 
Brai. I am content, Sir ; I will get you the Warrane 
prefencly, what’s his Name, fay you? Dowmright ? 
Mat. 1, I, George Down right. 
Bai. What manner of Manis he? 


Y Beh 3 Rot a 4 
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La uey 
oF oF Ciry, a Serjeant: I'll appoint you one, 
face <7. 


Every Man in bis Humour, 


Mat. A tall big Man, Sir; he goes in a Cloke molt 
commonly, of Silk-Ruffet, laid about with Ruffer Lace. 

Braj. *Tis very good, Sir. | 

Dat. Here, Sir, here’s my Jewel. 

Bob. And here are Stockins. | 

Brai. Well, Gentlemen, I'll procure you this Warrant 

_prefently ; bue who will you have to ferve it? 
Mat. Thar’s true, Captain, that muft be confider’d. 


Bob. Body 0’ me, I know not 3 ’tis Service of danger. }. 
- Brai. Why, you were beft get one o' the Varlets o’ the 


if you pleafe. 

Mat. Wiii you, Sir? Why, we can with no better. 

Boy. Weill \2ave it to you, Sir. 

Brai. This is rare! Now will I go pawn this Cloke 
of the Juftice’s Mans at the Brokers, for a Varlets Sure, 
am pethe Varlet my felf; and get either more Pawns, 
or more Money of Dows-right, for the Arrett. 


Ac& IV. Scene X. 
Kno'wel, Tib, Ca(h, Dame Kitely, Kitely, Cob. — 


H, here it is; I am glad I have found it now. 
Ho? who is within here ? 
Tib. 1 am within, Sir ; what’s your pleafure ?. 
Know. To know who is within befides your felf. 
Tib. Why, Sir, you are no Conftable, I hope ? 


Kno. O! fear Pag the Conftable? then I doubt not, — 


You have fome Guefts within deferve that fears 
Tl fetch him ftraighe. ib. O’ Gods Name, Sir. 
Kno. Go to.. Come, tell me, Is not young Kno'well 
here ? 
Tib. Young Kuo well ? I know none fuch, Sir, o’ mine 
Honefty. | 
4! Kne. Your Honefty! Dame, it flies too lightly from 
ou. i 
here iso way but fetch the Conftable. 
Tib. The Conftable! The Man is mad, I think. 
Cajfh. Ho, who keeps Houfe here? 
Kno. O, this is the Female Copefmate of my Son. 
"Now fhall I meet him ftraight. Dame. Knock, Thomas, 
hard. ) a | 7 = 
Cah. Ho, good Wife? 7b. Why, what’s the matter 
with you ? a 
7! Dame. Why Woman, grieves it you to ope your Door? 
Belike you get fomething to keep it thut. | 
7b. What mean thefe Queftions, pray ye ? 
Dame. So ftrange you make it? Is not my Husband 
here ? _ 7 
_ Kno, Her Husband! : 
Dame. My tried Husband, Mafter Kitely. 
Tib. | hope he necds not to be tried here. 
Dame. No, Dame, he do’s it not for need, but pleafure. 
746. Neither for negd nor pleafure is he here. 
Kno. This is but a Device to baulk me withal. 
Soft, who is this? "Tis not my Son difguis’d ? 
Dame. O, Sir, have I foreftall’d your honeft Market, 
Found your.clofe Walks? You ftand amaz’d now,do you ? 
| [She [pies ber Hushand come, and runs to him. 
72 P faich (I am glad) I have {moakte you at laft. | 
What is your Jewel, trow? In, come, let’s fee her ; 
(Fetch forth your Houfwife, Dame) if fhe be fairer, 
In any honeit Judgment, than my felf, 
I'll be concent wich ic : Bur, the is Change, 
Sheefeeds you fat, fhe fooths your Appetite, 
And you are well! Your Wife, an honeft Woman, 
92 Is Meat twice fod to you, Sir ! O, you Treacher! 
Kno. She cannot counterfeic thus palpably.. 
Kite. Out on thy more than Strumpet Impudence! 
SteaPft thou thus co thy Haunts ? and have [ taken 
Thy Bawd, and thee, and thy Companion, 
This hoary:-headed Letcher, this old Goat, 
| [ Pointing to Old Kno well. 
Clofe at your Villany, and would’ft chou {cufe ic 


af 
Wich this ftale Harlot’s Jeft, accufing me ¢ ed 
oH old ee not eh fhame; [ To bim: ha bp 
1€n all thy Powers in Chaftity is {pent, anen aad some 
To havea Mind fo hor, ae sane pr aanaler ones Faso “a, 
And feed th’ Enticements of a luftful Woman ? , 
Dame. Out, I defie thee, I, diflembling Wretch. 
Kste. Defhe me,Strumpet? Ask thy Pandar here, 
Can he deny it? or that wicked Elder? [By Thomas: 2 ++ 4% 
Kyo, Why,hear you,Sir. Kit. Tut,cut,tut ; never {peak.ze Mora, £5, 
Thy guiley Confcience will difcover thee. thet mens v3 
Kno. What Lunacy is this, that haunts this Man ?.4u ea=7 v4 
Kite. Well, Goodwite Ba’d, Cob’s Wife, and you, el walle 
That make your Husband fuch a Hoddy doddy; Pe 
And you, young Apple-fquire, and old Cuckold-maker ; | 
Pil ha’ you every one before a Juftice : 
Nay, you fhall anfwer ie, [charge you go. 
Kno. Marry, with all my Heart, Sir, I go willingly ; 
Though I do tafte this as a Trick put on me, 
To punith my impertinent Search, and juftly, 
And half forgive my Son for the Device. | 
Kite. Come, will you go? 
Dame. Go? to thy fhame, believe it. _ 
Cob, Why, what’s the matter here? what’s here ta do? 
Kite. O, Cob, art chou come? I have been abus’d, 
And i’ chy Houfe: Never was Man fo wrong’d ! 
Cob. “Slid, in my Houfe? my Mafter Kitely 2 Wha 
wrongs you in my Houfe? 
Kite. Marry,young Luft in old,and old in young here: 
Thy Wife’s their Bawd, here have I taken ’em. 
Cob. How? Bawd? Is my Houle come fo that ? Am ° 
I preferr’d thither ? Did I charge you to keep your 
Doors fhut, Isbel? and do you let’em lie open for ail 
Comers? | LHe falls upon his Wife, and beats her. 
a Friend, know fome Caufe, before thou beat’ft thy 
ife, | | 
This’s Madnefs in thee? Cob. Why ? is there no Caufe 2 
Kite. Yes, I'll fhew caufe before the Juftice, Cob : 
Come, let her go with me. Cob. Nay, the thall go. 
Zib. Nay, I will go. I'll fee an’ you may be allow’d 
to make a Bundle o’ Hemp o’ your right and lawful 
Wife thus, at every Cuckoldly Knaves pleafure. Why 
do you not go? | 
Kite. A bitter Quean! Comte, we'll ha’ you tam’d. 


Act IV. Scene XI. 
Brain worm, Matthew, Bobadil, Stepben, Down-right. 


WEL of all my Difguifes yet; now am I moft liké 
my felf, being in this Serjeants Gown. A Man 
of my prefent Profeflion never counterfeits, till he lays 
hold upon a Debtor, and fays, he refts him ; for then he 
brings him to all manner of unreft. A kind of litle 49 ¢co=+ 
Kings we are, bearing the Diminutive of a Mace, made +72. ~7 = 
like a young Artichock, that always carries Pepper and«7** #/*+--~7 
Sale in ic felf. Well, I know not what Danger I under-747~7* “Ze 
go by this Exploit; pray Heaven I come well off. '* “ase 7.2 2e 
Mat. See, I think, yonder is the Varlet, by his Gown. Boe, @. 7. 
Bob. Let’s go in queftof him. Af 4 Jewry urey* > ALGaise, 4 
Mat. ’Save you, Friend ; are not you cae by appoint- CAE AB 
ment of Juftice Clement’s Man? ¢4-¢e% — fiw SGA), — 2 tern oe 

Brai. Yes, an’t pleafe you, Sir; he told me, two Gen<*9"- ~4* 
tlemen had will’d him to procure a Warrant from his 28 Ve eee 
Mafter (which I have about me) to be ferv’d on one wl 
Dewn-right. . : ‘ 

Mat. It is honeftly done of you both; and fee where 
the Party comes you muft arreft; ferve it upon him quick- 
ly, afore he be aware. 

Bob. Bear back, Mafter Matthew. 

Brai. Matter Down-right, ¥ arreft you i’ the Queens 
Name, and muft carry you afore a Juftice, by vercue of 
this Warrant. ; | | 

Step. Me, Friend? Iam no Down-right, 1: Lam Mae 
fter Stephen; You do not well co arreft me, I cell ay 
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truly : I am in no bodies Bonds nor Books, I would you 


fhould know is. . A plague on you heartily, for making | 


me thus afraid afore my time. | 

Brai. Why, now you are deceived, Gentlemen. 

Bob. He wears fuch a Cloke, and that deceived us: 
But fee, here a comes indeed ; this is he, Officer. 

Down. Why, how now, Signior Gull! are you turn’d 
Filcher of late? Come, deliver my Cloke. 

Step. Your Cloke, Sir? I bought ic even now, in open 
Market. 


Brai. Matter Down right, I have a Warrant 1 muft | 


f{erve upon you, procur’d by thefe two Gentlemen. 
Down. Thefe Gentlemen ? thefe Rafcals! —— 
Brat. Keep the Peace, I charge you in her Majefty’s 
Name. : 
Down, Tobey thee. What muft I do, Officer ? 

Frat. Go before Mafter Juftice Clement , to anfwer 
what they can object againft you, Sir: I will ufé you 
kindly, Sir. : 

Mat. Come, let’s before, and make the Juftice, Cap- 
tain Abe. btaT VCS ats reer 4. 

Bob. The Varlet’s a tall Man, afore Heaven! 

Down, Gull, you'll g’ me my Cloke? 

Step. Sir, { bought it, and Pil keep it. 

Diwn, You will? Step. I, thae I will. 

Dew, Officer, chere’s thy Fee, arreft him. 

Bras. Mafter Stephen, I mutt arreft you. 

Step. Arreft me! I fcorn it. There, cake your Cloke, 
Pil none on’. : 


‘Down, Nay, that fhall not ferve your turn now, Sir. | 


‘Officer, Til go with thee to the Juftices; bring him 
- Along. | 
Step. Why, is not here your Cloke? what would you 
have ? 
Down. Vl ha’ you anfwer it, Sir. 
Bras. Sir, Pil take your Word, and this Gentleman’s 
too, for his Appearance. as 
Down. Vil ha no Words taken: Bring him along. 
Rrai. Sir, 1 may chufe to do that, I may take Bail. 
Down. *Tis true, you may take Bail, and chute, at ano- 
ther time; but you fhall not now, Varlec: Bring him 
along, or ll {winge you. | 
Bra Sir, I pity the Gentleman’s Cafe. Hlere’s your 
Money again. | 
Down. *Sdeyns, tell not me of my Money ; bring him 
away, I fay. 
Ba i ane you he will go with you of himfelf, 
Sir. | ; 
Down, Yet more ado ? 
Brzi. I have made a fair Mafh on‘e. 
Step. Muft I go? 
Brai. 1 know no remedy, Mafter Stephen. 
Down. Come along,afore me here; Ido not love your 
- hanging Look behind. | | — 
Step. Why, Sir, LT hope you cannot hang me for it. 
Can he, Fellow ? tee act 
Brai. I think not, Sir: It is but 2 whipping matter, 
fure. | 
Step. Why then let him do his worft, I am refolute. 


- At V, Scene I. 


Clement, Kuo°aell, Kitely, Dame Kitely, Tib, Cafh, 
| Cob, Servants. | 


J Ay, but flay, ftay, give me leave : My Chair, Sir- 

3 rah. You, Mafter Kno’well, fay you went thither 
to meet your Son ? | 

Kio. I, Sir. : | 

Clem. But who direéted you thither ? 

Kno. That did mine own Maan, Sir. 

Clem. Where is he ? a 

Kno. Nay, 1 know not now ; I left him with your : 
Clark, and appointed him to ftay here for me. ~a 


Every Man in bis Humour. 


| have been moft uncivilly wrong’d and bea 


| fear ; 


= ln 


Clem. My Clark ?: About what time was ths 2 

Kno. Marry, between oné and two, as 1 take it. 

Clem. And what time came my Man with the falfs 
Meflage to you, Mafter Kitely ? | 

Kite. After two, Sir. | 

Clem. Very good : But, Miftris Kitely, 
thac you were at Cobs 2? ha? 3 

Dame. An’ pleafe you, Sir, Tl tell you: My Brother 
do bred told me, that Cob’s Houle was a fufpected 
place— | 

Clem. So it appears, methinks; but on. 

Dame. And that my Husband us‘d thither, daily. 

‘Clem. No matter, fo he us'd himfelf well, Miftris, 

Dame. True, Sir ; but you know what grows by fluch 
Haunts oftentimes. : , 

Clem. I tee rank Fruits of a jealous Brain, Miftris Kite. 
ly: But did you find your Husband there, in that Cafe 
as you fufpected ? 

Kite. I found her there, Sir, _ 

Clem. Did you fo? That alters the Cafe. 
you knowledge of your Wifes being there ? 

Kite. Marry, that did my Brother [Vell bred. - 7 

Clem. How? Well-bred firft cell her 2 then tell you af- 
ter? Where is Hl bred 2 

Kite. Gone with my Sifter, Sir, ¥ know not whither. 

Clem, Why, thisisa meer Trick, a Device; you are 
| gull’d in this moft grofly all. Alas, poor Wench, wert 

thou beaten for this ? 

Tib. Yes, mott pitifully, and’t pleafe yOu. | 

Cob. And worthily, I hope, if it thal! prove fo. 

Clem. I, that’s like, and a picce of a Sentence. How 
now, Sir? what’s the matter ? 

Ser. Sir, there’s a Gentleman? the Court without, 
defires to fpeak with your Worthi p. 

Clem. A Gentleman ? what’s he 2 

Ser. A Soldier, Sir, he fays. 

Clem. A Soldier? Take down my Armor, my Sword, 
quickly. A Soldier fpeak with me !@y.t:25 4SG 2 
Why, when, Knaves? Come on,Z. 
come on, hold my Cap there, fa; 
give me my Gorget, my Sword: Stand by, I will end 
your Matters anon—Leet the Soldier enter, Now, Sir, 
what ha’ you to fay to me? rim. o 


how chance 


Who gave 


A&t V. Scene IL | 


Bobadill, Matthew. [To them. 
Y your Worthips favour-——— a 
Clem. Nay, keep out, Sir; I know not your Pre- 
tence, You fend me word, Sir, you are a Soldier: Why, 
Sir, you fhall be anfwer’d here, here bethem have been 
amongit Soldiers. Sir, your Pleafure. 
Bob. Faith, Sir, fo it is, this Gentleman and my | felf 
ten, by one 
Down-right, a courle Fellow, about the Town here; and 


| for my own part, I proteft, being a2 Man in no {ort given 
| to this filthy Humour of Quarrelling, he hath affauleed 
| me in the way of my Peace,defpoil’d me of mine Honor, 
| difarm’d me of my Weapons, and rudely laid me along 
| in the open Streets, when I not fo much as once offer'd 
| co refift him. | 


Clem. O, God’s precious! Is this the Soldier 2 Here, 
take my Armour off quickly, *twill make him {woon, I 
he is not fit to look on’t, that will put up a Blew. 
‘ Mar. An’t pleafe your Worfhip, he was bound to the 

eace. = , 

Clem. Why, and he were, Sir, his Hands were not 
bound, were they ? 

Ser, There’s one of the Varlets of the City, Sir, has 


| brought two Gentlemen here ; one, upon your Worfhips 
Warrant. ‘ 


Clem. My Warrant ? oS 
Ser, Yes, Sir; the Officer fays, procur’d by thefe 
two. | Chm. Bid 


tf 
He arms himfelf. 
i ae Dahl. 
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Clem. Bid him come in. Set by this Pictire. What, 
Mr. Down-right! are you brought at Mr. Frefh-water’s 
Suit here ? a " 


AG V. Scene IIL 
Dowmright, Stephen, Brain-worm. [To them. 


> Faith, Sir. And here’s another brought ac’ my Suit. 
4 Clen. What are you, Sir ? 

Step. A Gentleman, Sir. O, Uncle! 

Clem. Uncle! who? Mafter Kno’awell ? 

Kno. 1,Sir; -thisisa wife Kinfman of mine. 


Step. God’s my Witnefs, Uncle, 1am wrong’d here 


monftroufly ; he charges me with ftealing of his Cloke, 


and would I might never ftir, if Idid not find it in the |7T 


Street by chance. 

Down. O, did you 
it e’re-while. nee aa 

“Step. And you faid, I Role it: Nay, now my Uncle 
is here, I'll do well ertough with you. : 

Clem. Wellg lec this breath a while: You that Have 
caufe to complain’ there, ftand forth: Had you ty 
Warrant for this Gentleman’s Apprehenfion ? 

Bob. I, an’t pleafe your Worfhip.  - — 

Clem. Nay, donot fpeak in paffion fo: Where had 
you it ? fb wertoteee ZY. ~~ 3 

Bob. OF your Clerk, Sir. 

Clem. That’s well! an’ my Clerk can make War- 
rants, and my Hand not at’em' Where is thé Warrant? 
Officer, have you it? — : ogee 

Brai, No, Sir, your Worthips Matt, Mafter Formal, bid 
‘ne do it for thefe Gentlemen, and he would be my 
Difcharge. _ | ed 

Clem. Why, Mafter Dows-right, are you Tich a No- 
vice to be ferv'd ahd never fet che Warrant ? 

Down. Sit, he did not fErve it on me. | 

Clem. No? How then? _. . | 

Down. Matty, Sir, hecarnte to me, ahd faid he muft 
ferve it, and hé would ufé me kindly, and fo—— 

Clem. O, God’s pitty, was it fo, Sir ? he miuft fetve it? 
give mé my lon? Sword there; and help me off. So, 
come on, Sir Varlet, I rhuft cut off yout Legs, Sirrah : 
nay, ftand up, I’'it ufe you kindly ; I siuft cut off your 
Legsi fay. . {He flourifhes vvbr Bins with bis long Sword. 

Brai. O, good Sir, I befeech you; nay, good Matter 

uftice. es Sree ee 
J Clem. 1 rmift do it, there is rio remedy, I mult cut off 
your Legs, Sirrah, 1 muft cu off your Ears, you Rafcal, 
I muft doit; I muft cut off yout Nofe, I muft cut off 
y Our Head. ; ote OS | 

Brai. O, good yout Worthip. | 

Clem. Well, rife, how doeft thou do now ? doeft thou 
feel thy felf well? haftthou ro harm? == 

Brai. No, I thank your good Worfhip, Sir. 

Glem. Why, fo? I faid I muft cut of thy Legs, and 
I moft cut off thy Arms, and I muft cut off thy Head; 
but, I did not do it: fo you faid you muft ferve this 
Gentleman with my Warrant, but you did not ferve 

him. You Knave, you Slave, you Rogue, do you 
you muft? Sirrah, away with him, to the Goal, 
teach you a Trick, for your muff, Sir. 

Bras. Good, Sir, I befeech you, be good to me. 

Clem. Tell him he fhallto the Goal, away withhim, 


find ic now 2 You faid you bought 


Bra. Nay, Sir, if you will commit me, it fhall be for 
committing more than this: I will not lofe by my 
travail, any grain of my fame,certain. 

Clem. How is this? 

Kao. My Man Brain: worn, 

Step. O yes, Uncle, Brain-worm 
Coufin Edward and I all this day. 

Ciem. I told you all, there was fome device. 

Brai. Nay, excellent Juftice , fince I have laid my 


has been with my 


Man va bis amour. 


fi 
al 
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felf thus opén td you; row, ftand Rrong 
with your Sword and your Ballance. 
Clem. Body 0’ me,a merry Knave! Give mea Bowle 
of Sack: If he belong to yon, Mafter Kxo’well, 1 be- 
{peak your patience, : 


Bras. That is it, I have moft need of. . Sir, if you'll’ 


eee me only, Ill glory in all the reft of my ex- 
ploits. Be | 

Kno. Sir, you know I love not'to-have my favours 
come hard from me. You have your Pardon, though 
I fufpedt you flirewdly for being of councel with my 
Son againft me. 

Braiv Yes, faich; I have, Sir, though you retain’d me 
doubly this morhing for your felf: frtt 


as Brain-worm jp 
after, as Fitz-Sword. 


I was your reform’d Soldier, Sir. 
hay I fent you to Cob’s upon the Errand without 
end. 

Kno. Is it poffible! or that thou thould’ft difguife thy 
Language fo as I fhould not know thee? - | 

Brai, O, Sir, this has been the day of my metamor- 
phofis! It is not that fhape alone that I have run througlt. 
to day. I brought this Genrleman,. Mr. Kite/y, a mef- 
fage too, in the form of Mr. Juttices Man here, to 
draw him out o’the way, as wellas your Worfhip, while 
Matfter Well-bred right maké a conveiance of Miltris 
Bridget to my yoting Matter. 

Kite. How ! my Sifter ftom away? 

Kno. My Soni is not married, I hope !. 

Brai. Faith, Sir, they are both as fure as Love, 2 
Prieft, and three thoufand Pound ( which is her Por- 


tion ) can make ’em; and by this time are ready to be- © 
— their Wedding Supper at the MWind-mill, except 
om 


é Friend here prevent °em, and invite °em home. 

Clem. Marry, that willl ¢(Ichank thee for putting 
mein mind one.) Sitrah, go you and fetch ’em hi- 
ther updh ry Warrant. Neithers Friends have caufe 
to be forry, if Iknow the young couple aright. Here, 
I drink eo thee fot ehy good néws. But, I pray thee, 
what haft chou doné wich my Man Formal] 2 

Brai. Faith, Sir, after fome ceretnony paft, as making 
hind drunk, firft with Story, and then with Wine (but at 


‘int kindnefs ) and ftripping him to his Shirt: I left him 


ii that cool vain déparred, fold your Worfhips Warrane 
eo thé cwo, pawn’dhis Livery tot that Varlets Gown 
to ferve it in; and thus have brought my felf by my 
activiry to your Worfhip’s confideration. 7 

Cle. And I Will: confider thee in another Cup of 
Sack. Hlere’s to thee ; which having drunk off, this is 
niy ehtence: Pledge mie. Thou haft donie, or affifted 
to nothing, in my jidgment, bue deferves to be par- 
don’d for the wit o’the offence. Hf thy Mafter, or any 
Mah -hete be angry wich chee, I thall fufpect his En- 
gine while I know him for’t. How now, what noile 
is that? 5 whee | 

Serv. Sir, it is Roger is come home. 

Clem. Bring him in, bring himin. What! drunk in 
Arms againft me? Your reafon, your reafon for this. 


Act V. Scene IV. 


Formall. [To them. 


Befeech your Worfhip to pardon me; I happend irs 

to ill company by chance that caft me into a fleep, 
and ftripe me of all my Clothes 

Clem. Well, tell him I am Jultice Clement, and co 
pardon him: but what isthis to your Armour ? what 
may that fignifie ? . 

Form. An’c pleafe you, Sir, ithung up i the Room, 
where I was ftripr; and I borrow'd it of one o the 
Drawers to come home in, becaufe I was loth do co 
Penance through che Stiges my Shire. 


Clem. Wl! ) 
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Every Man in bis Humour. 


Clem. Well, ftand by awhile. Who be thefe? O, the 
young company, welcome, welcome. Gi’ you joy. Nay 
Mittris Bridget, blufh not; you are not fo frefh a Bride, 
but the news of it is come hither afore you. Matter 
Bridegroom , I ha’ made your peace, give me your 
hand: fo will I for all the reft, e’er you forfake my 
Roof. . 


Ac&t V. Scene V. 


Ed. Kno’well,Well bred, Bridget. [To them. 


We are the more bound to your humanity, Sir. 
| Clem. Only thefe two have fo little of Man in 
"em, they are no part of my care. 
Wel, Yes,Sir, let me pray you for this Gentleman, he 
belongs to my Sifter the Bride. 
Clem. In what place, Sir? 
Wl, Of her delight, Sir, below the ftairs, and in 
publick: her Poet, Sir. 
Clem. A Poet? I will challenge him my felf prefently 
| fio~ at ex tempore. . 
qo cop f Mount up thy Phlegon Mufe, and teftifie, 
ag lyf an a a - How Saturn fitting in an Ebon Cloud, 
eee Cots -| Difrob’d bis Podex white as Ivory, 
4s a A : 
| And through the Welkin thundred all alond. 
Wel. He is not for ex tempore, Sir. He is all for the 
-pocked-Mujfe: pleafe you command a fight of it. 
Clem. Yes, yes, fearch him for a tafte of his Vein. 
Well. You muft noe deny che Queens Juftice, Sir, un- 
der a Writ o Rebellion. 
Clem. What! all this Verfe? Body o’me, he carries a 
whole Realm, a Common-wealth of Paper in’s Hofe! 
| F Jeg’s fee fome of ey ye if 
9. hl Sats » Lele~-Unto the boundle[s Ocean of thy Face, 
or jx fot by 4 Wea~9, Runs this poor River charg’d with fireams of Eyes. 
How this is ftoln! 
94 E. Kn. A Parodie ! a Parodie ! with a kind of miracue 
lous gift, to make it abfurder chan it was. 

Clem. Is all the reft of this batch? Bring me a Torch; 
Jay jt together, and give fire. Cleanfe the Air. Here 
was enough to have infe&ted the whole City, if ic had 
not been taken in time! See, fee, how our Poets glory 
fhines! brighter and brighter! ftill ic increafes! O, now 
it’s at the higkeft: and now it declines as faft. You 
may fee, Sic tranfit gloria mundi. 

4 Kyo. There’s an Emblem for you Son, and your Stu- 
ies | | 

Clem. Nay, no. {fpeech or a& of mine be drawn a- 
gainft fuch as profefs it worthily. They are not born 
— temete  gF every Year, asan Alderman. ‘There goes more to the 
making of a good Poet, than a Sheriff. Mr. Kitely. 
You look upon me! though, I live i the City here, a- 


mongit you, I will do more Reverence to him, whenI 


meet him, than I will to the Mayor out of his Year, 
But thefe Paper-pedlers! thefe Ink-dablers! They can- 


‘not expect reprehenfion or reproach. They have ir 


with the fad. 

E. Kx. Sir, you have fav’d me the labour of a de. 
fence. | : 

Clem. Ie fhall be difcourfe for Supper ; between your 
Father and me, if he dare undertake ‘me. But to dif. 
patch away thefe, you fign o the Soldier, and Pi&ure o’ 
the Poet (put both fo falfe, I will not ha’ you hang’d 
out at’my Door till midnight ) while we are at Sup. 
per, you cwo jfhall penicently faft ic out in my Court 
without 3 and, if you will, you may pray chere that we 
may be fo merry within as to forgive or forget you, 
when we come out. Here’s a third, becaufe we tender 
your fafery, fhall watch you, he is provided for she pur- 
pofe. Look to your Charge, Sir. soar ameter 

Step. And what fhallI do ? 

Clem. O! Thad loft a Sheep an’ he had not bleated ! 
Why, Sir, you fhall give Mr. Dewn-right his Cloke: and 
I will intreat him co take it. A Trencher and a Nap- 
kin you fhall have 7? the Buttry, and keep Cob and his 
Wife company heré; whom I will inefeat firft to be 
reconcil’d: and you to endeavour with your wit to 
keep ’em fo. | 

Step. Tll-do my beft. | 

Cob, Why, now I fee thou art honeft, 7ib, I receive 
thee as my dear and mortal Wife again. 

7ib. And I you, as my loving and obedient Husband. 

Clem. Good complement!. It will be their Bridal 
Night too. They are married anew. Come, I conjure 
the reft to put off all difcontent. You, Mr. Dows-right, 
your Anger ; you, Mafter Kyo'well, your Cares; Matter 
Kitely and his Wife, their Jealoufie. 
For, I muft tell you both, while that is fed, 


‘Horns 7? the Mind are worfe than o’ the Head. © 


Kite. Sir, thus they go from me; kifSs me, {weet 
heart. | 
See what a drove of Horns fie in the Air, 
Wing’d with my cleanfed and my credulous breath ! 
Watch 'em {u[picions Eyes, watch where they fall. 
See, fee! on Heads, that think th’bave none at all! 
 O, what a plenteous World of this will come! 
When Air rains Horns, all may be fure of fome. 
I ha’ learn’d fo much Venfe out of a jealous Man’s part 
in a Play. | ar 
Clem. *Tis well, ’tis well! This Night we'll dedicate 
to Friendfhip, Love, and Laughter. Mafter Bridegroom, 
take your Bride and lead : every onea fellow. Here is 
m Miftris. Brain-worm! to whom all my Addreffes 96 
Courtfhip fhall"have their reference. Whofe Ad- 
ventures this Day, when our Grand-Children fhall hear 
to be made a table, I doubt noe but ic thall find both 
Speators and Applaufe. 


THE END. 
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cle ta Fa a 


To. “THE 


N) 


Noblet Ne URSERTES of Humanity and Liberty in the Kingdon, 


~The Inns of Court. 


: Vader tard yo 4, Gentlemen, not your jaiail and & Worthy Succeffion of you to all Time, dé 
| being rik the Judges o if thefe Studies. When I wrote this Poem I had Friendfhip with di- 
vers in your Societies 5 who, as they were great Names in Learinng, fo they were no lefs Ex 
amples of Living. Of them, and then (that I fay no more ) it was not defpis'd. Now that thé 
Printer, by a doubled Charge, "thinks it worthy a longer life. than commonly the Air of fuch things 
doth promife; I am inde to put it a servant to their Pleafures, who are the Inberiters of the furft 
Favour born it. Yet, Icommand, it lie not in the way-of your more Noble and Ufeful Studies to thé 
publick, For forl foal fuffer for i it: But when the Gown and Cap is off, and the Lord of Liberty 
Reigns, then to take it im your Edands, perhaps may make Jome Bencler, tinkted with humanity, rea 
and treet bint aa Gs wofte 
hat Ae rigs pu eee es 0% ms ebete a, al 
main Gs 


‘By your true Honourer, 


Bren, JOHNSON: 
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par Lalraton , MacriLenTeE. A Man 
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The Names of the Actors. 


ee > a 


A sp eR, the Prefenter. , Ly 
[ie Macive wre. es a Sorvino .~His Hind. es 
“ His Lady. ; Taylor. = gi. 
Waiting Gent. Funcoso.-¢ Ha ther’ * 
ft PuUNTARVOLO. Huntfman.. i. ~ o£. °° € Shoe-maker. 
| Serving Men 2. SOGLIARDO, 
oe 8 -r ~ Dog and Cat. -. SHIFT. ict. 3 
Ih, Carrto Burrowne. : : . A Groom. 
fae'Fastip. Brisk.  Cinedo his Page. Crove. Drawers. 
DELIRG Fido their Servant. — | ae Conftable, end 
FauuLace. ? Muficians. Officer's. 
SAVIOLINA. ORANGE. 
CorvarTus.. . RE & eek 
_”” The Principal: Comedians wert: eas 


Witt. S 


Ric, BuRBADGE. 
- AuaG. Puitips. 


[Jon Hemings.; | 


Ly. Hen, Canve.. 


Tao Pork «> ii, — 


 Agper his Charaéter: ee 

E is of an ingenious and free fpirit, eager and conftant 

in ker : mules . fear, controling the Worlds abufes. 

One whom no fervile hope of gain, or frofty apprebenjion of 
danger, can make to be a Parajfite, either to Time, Place, 


. 


| Opinion. 


’ 


well partea a fufficient Scho 


ar, and travail’d ; who (wanting that place in the worlds 
account which he thinks bis merit capable of ) falls into fuch 
an envions Apoplexy, with which bis judgmens is fodazled 
and diftated, that be grows violently impatient of any oppo- 
— fite happinefs in another. © Oe at : 


fer é *PuNTARVOLO. J vain-glorions Knight » over-En- 
jehatntrnD 1 gh{hing bis Travels, and wholly confecrated to fingularity, the 
dy vad botfruery acob’s Staff of Complement : a Sir that bath lv'd to 


£9 ‘Jee the revolution of Time in moff of bis Apparel. Of prefence 
“good enough, but fo palpable affected to his own praifethat (for 
want of flatterers) be commends bimfelf, to the floutage of bis 
75 own Family. He deals upon returys, and ftrange. perfor- 
mances, ili (in defpight of publick derifion ) to [tick to 

his own particular Fafhicn, Phrafe, and Gefture. 
CartoBurrone. 4 pwblick, {currslome, and prophane 
Fefter ; that (more fwift than Circe) with abfurd fimiles aif 
transform any Perfon into deformity. “A good Feaft-bourd, or 
Banket-beagle,that will fent you out a Supper fome three Miles 
off, and {wear to bis Patrons(Damn him) be came in Oars, 
when be was but wafted over in a Skuller. A flave that hath 


an extraordinary gift im pleafing bis Pallat, and will (will wp 


more Sack at afitting than would make all the Guard a Poffer. 
. His Religion is railing, and bis Difcourfe ribaldry.: They frand 
bighe/t in bis re[pect, whom be fludies moft to reproach. 
~Fasripirus BRisK. A neat, fpruce affecting Courtier, 
one that wears Clothes well, and in fafhion 5 pratis[erh by bis 
Glafs bow to falute ; [peaks good remnants ( notwithfanding 
the Bufe-viol and Tobacco: ) fwears terfly, and with Unriety ; 
cares not what Ladies favour be belyes, or great Mans fami- 
larity: a good property to perfume the Boot of aCoach. He 
wil borrcw another Man's Horfe to praife, and backs him as 
bis own. Or, for a need, on foot can pof himfelf into credit 
with bis Merchant, only with the gingle of bis S pur, and the 
jerk of bis Wand, \ : 

Dewiro. A good doting Citizen, who (it is thought ) 
might be of the Common Councel for bis Uealth : a fellow fn- 
cerely beforted cn bis own Wife, and fo rapt with a conceit of 

ber perfections, that be fimp'y holds bimfelf unworthy of ber. 
pi in that bood-winkt humour lives more like a Suter thana 
Husband ; ftanding in as true dread of ber ds{pleafure, as 
Jun gyitel when he firft nsade Love to ber. He doth facrifice two-pence in 
¢ 4 Funiper to ber every morning before fhe rifes, and wakes ber 
with villanous-out-cf-tune Mufick, which fhe out of ber con- 
tempt (though not cut of ber judgment) is {ure to diflike.~ 
Patiacs. Deliro’s Wife, and Idol: a proud mincing 


ine i ace 


Atessn. GV. 9, 


or a 


| underfanding judgment; and bas the place of 


Pov eters ity ut Nn he: re 


so. oS, BAS Vie ah eee 
Peat,'and as pérver{é as be is officious. She dotes as perfectly — 
upon the Courtier, as ber Husband doth on ber, and on ty wants 
the face to be difhone ft. 


AVIOLINA. A Court Lady, 
: nd wit, admir'd by ber (elf, 
Brisk.: 


SORDIDO. A wretched hob-natd Chuff, whofe recrea- 
trom 33 reading of Almanacks; and felscsty, foul Weather: © 
One shat never pray'd, but for a lean dearth, and ever wept 
in @ fot, Herve... 

. HUNGOSO. - The Sosof Sordido, and « Student: one 
that bas revell’d in bis time, and follows the Fafhion a far off, 
like @ Spie: He makes it the whole bent of bs endeavours, 
to wring fufficient means from bis wretched Father to put bins 
is the Courtiers Cut : at which he earneftly aims, but fo un- 
luckily, that be ill lights hort a Sute. 

SOGLIARDO, As effential Clown, Brother to Sordido, 
yet fo enamour’d of the name of a Gentleman, that he will 
bave it, though be buys it. He comes up every Term to learn 
to rake Tobacco, and (ee mew motions. He is in bis Kingdom 
woen be can get bimfelf inte company where be may be well 
laught at. ae Td Be a De “+ : } 

SHrer, A thread-bare Shark: one shes’ mever was Sol- ° 


dier, yet hives upon lendings.-' His profefion is skeldring and * 


odling; bis bank Pauls, and bis ware- oufe Pidt-hatch. Tekes 
up Rage Teftons upon Oaths, till Doomsday. Fails under Exe- 
cutions of three Shillings, and enter, into five-groat Bonds,. 
He 2aytays the. reports of fervices! and’ cons: them without 
Book, dawming bimfelf be came new from them, when all the 
while be was taking the Diet in the bawdy-boule,or lay pawn'd 
in bis Chamber for Rent and Vittwals. He is of that admi- 
rable aad Lappy meswory, ‘that. be ‘will falute one for a old 
acquarntance that be never 7, in bis life before. He ufurps 


whofe weightief? praife is 


and one more, ber fervant 


upon Cheats, Quarrels, and Robberies, which be never’ did, 
oe to get him a name. \ His chief exerci{es -ave, taking the | 
Whiff, {auiring a Cocketnice;: and making privy [earches. for 
Imparters. 76 0 et fA tu ff, . a ¢ v4 4 a 

Crove and Oranc’, Anis eparable cafe of Cox-. 
combs, City born; The Geminis or Tavins of foppery : that like 

4 pair of woodden Foyles, are fit for nothing but to be practis’d 
spon. Being well flatter’d they'll lend Mony, and repent 
when they ba’ done. Their glory is to invite Players, and 
make Suppers. And in company of better rank (to avoid the 

Sufpect of infufficiency) will inforce their ignorance moft defpe- 
rately, to fet upon the underftanding of any thing. Oranges 
the more bumorous of the two (whofe {mall portion of juice being 

{queex’d out) Clove ferves to fick him with commendations. 

ORDATUS. .The Author's Friend: an Man inly ac- 
quatnted with the [cope and drift of bis Plot : of a difcreet and 

a Moderator. 
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Miris. Isa Perfon of no action, 
reafonto afford him no Character. 
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Ay, my dear 4/per. 


Mit. Stay your Mind. 
Afp. Away. 
Who is fo patient of thisimpious World, A ; 
That he can check his Spirit, or rein his Tongue ? 7. : 
Or who hath fuch a dead unfeeling Senfe, 


That Heavens horrid Thunders cannot wake? 
To fee the Earth cracke with the weight of Sin, 
Hell gaping under us, and o’re our Heads 
94 Black rav’nous Ruin, with her Sail-ftretcht Wings, _ 
Ready to fink us down, and cover us. 7 | 
Who can behold fach Prodigies as chefe, 
And have his Lips feal’d up ? Not I: My Soul _ 
Was never ground into fuch Oily Colours, 
‘To flacter Vice, and dawb Iniquity : — 
But (with an armed and refolved Hand) 
Fil ftrip the ragged. Follies of che'‘Time | 
Naked as at their Birth: (Cor. Be not too bold. - 
Afp. You trouble me) and with a Whip of Stgel 
Prine wounding Lathes in their Iron Ribs. « - 
1 ypat-no Mood ftamprin_a private Brow, fi At yom 
. hen I am pleas’d t’ unmask a publick Vice./ Loa? 
I fear no Strumpets Drugs, nor Rufftans Srab, 
Should I dere& their hateful Luxuries : | 
= Brokers, Ufurers, or Lawyers Gripe, 
Were I difpos'd to fay, They're all corrupt, | 
I feaFno Courtiers Frown, fhould I applaud 
The eafie Flexure of his fupple Hams. 
Tut, thefe are fo innate and popular, : 
That drunken Cuftomn would nor. thame to laugh 
- (in fcorn) at him, that fhould not dare to tax em. - 
And yet, not one of thefe but knaws his Works, 
Knows what Damnation is, the Devil, and Hell;- > 
Yet hourly they perfift, grow rank in Sin, - 
Puffing their Souls away in perjrous Air, 
To cherifh their Extortion, Pride, or Lufts. 
Mit. Forbear, good Afper; be not like your Name. 
Afp. O, but co fuch whofe Faces are all Zeal, 
&. And (with the Words of Hereules) invade sLwenel. 9. 
Such Crimes as thefe ! chat will not {mell of Sin, 
But feem as they were made of Sandtity ! 
Religion in their Garments, and their_Hair fenet , 
Li flo'm, Cut thorter than their Eye-brows ! when the Confcience 
tu, tf» 4s valter than.the Ocean, and devours | 
haus _kefMore Wretches than the Counters. Mit. Gentle /per, 
«<4, # Contain your Spirit in more ftricter Bounds, ¥ 
ortada,, And be nor chus tran{ported with the Violence 
VV. 4y OF your ftrong Thoughts. Cor. Unlefs your Breath had 
power : 
To mele the World, and mould it new again 
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| Doth fo poffefs a Man, that ic doch draw 
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Ie is in vain to fpend it in thefe Moods. 

- Afp. Iniot obferv’d this thronged Round till now: 
Gracious and kind Speators, you are welcome; 
Apollo and-the Mu/fes feaft your Eyes 
With graceful Obje&s, and may our Minerva 
Anfwer your Hopes, unto their largeft Strain. 
Yet here miftake me not, Judicious Friends ; 

a my sa fap Hs beg your Patience, . ° 

r fervilely to fawn on your Applaufe, 

Like fome dry Brain, delpairine in his Merit. 
Let me be cenfur’d by th’ auftereft Brow, 
Where I want Art or Judgment, tax me freely : 


Let envious Cenfors, with their broadeft Eyes, 


Look through and through me, I purfue no Favour 3 
Only vouchfafe me your Atrentions, 


And I will give you Mufick worth your Ears, n+ Lon, 
O, how I hate the monftroufnefs of Timeye¢ 2 Gos ae — 
fervil den os - LPirey 


Where every fervile imitating Spirit, ~-<f - 


o 

(Plagu’d with an itching Leprofie of Wit)=s“% @244 52 sary 
In a meer haltin Fury: ftrives to fling Zien weft Wsttyt. J 
His Ulc’rous Body-in the The/pian Spring, 97 Hurd. 
And ftreighe leaps forch a Poet! but aslamé.@L. en Ce-te 
As Vulcan, or the Founder of Cripplegate. [ per i ee 
Mt. In faith this Famour will cate ill to fome, sy, 2: Wout 
glaten. AFise yf cy% 

4fp. ThisHumour? good! And why this Humour, Mite? 4,4, cot 
Nay, do not turn, but anfwer. Mit. Anfwer? what? Ae LSE re 
Afp. 1 will not ftir your Patience, pardon me, ~ vis 


ae 


You will be thought to be too peremptory. 


Turgd ic for fome Reafons, and the rather 

To give thefe ignorant well-{poken Days 

Some Tafte of their Abufe of this word Humour. 
Cor. O, do not let your Purpofe fall, good .4/per 3 

It cannot but arrive moft acceptable, : 

Chiefly tofuch as have the happinefs 

Daily to fee how the poor innocent Word 

Is racket and tortur’d. Mit. 1,1 pray you proceed. | 
Ap. Ha ? what? what is’? Cor.For the abufe of Humours 
Afp. O, I crave pardon, I had loft my Thoughts. 

Why, Humonr (as ’tis ens ) we thus define ir, 

To be a Quality of Air, or Water, 

And in it felf holds thefe two Properties, 

Moifture and Fluxure: As, for demonftration; 

Pour Water on this Floor, ’cwill wet and run: 

Likewife the Air (forc’d through a Horn or Trumpet) 

Flows inftancly away, and leaves behind 

A kind of Dew ; and hence we do conclude, 

That whatfoe’re hath Fluxure and Humidity, 

As wantitig power to contain it felf, 

Is Humour.‘ So in every Humane Body, 

The Choler, Melancholy, Phtegm, and Blood, 

By reafon that they flow continually 

In fome one Part, and are not continent, 

Receive the name of Humours. Now thus far 

It may, by Mataphor, apply it felf 

Unto the general Difpofition : 

As when fome one peculiar Quality 
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All his Affects, his Spirits, and his Powers, 
In their Confluctions, all to run one way, 
This may be truly {aid to be a Humour. 
But that a Rook by wearing a py d Feather, 
The Cable Hatband, or the three-pil’d Ruff, 
A Yard of Shoe-tye, or che Switzer’s Knot 
On his French Garters, fhould affe& a Humour ! — 
O, it is more than molf ridiculous. 
/¢1 .Cor. He {peaks pure Truth now ; if an Idiot 
Have but an apith or faneaftick Strain, = 
Ic is his Humour. A/p. Well, I will fcourge thofe Apes, 
And to thefe courteous Eyes oppofe a Mirrour, : 
As large as is the Stage whereon we aé& ; 
Where they fhall fee the Times Deformity 
Anatomiz’d in every Nerve and Sinew, 
Wich conftant Courage, and contempt of Fear. 
Mit. Afper, (I urge it as your Friend) take heed, 
The Days are dangerous, full of exception, , 
And Men are grown impatient of Reproof. .4/p. Ha,ha! 
* You might as well have told me, Yond’ is Heaven, 
\ .w,, This Earth, thefe Men, and all had mov’d alike. 
‘Yr... & Do not I know the Times Condition ? 
A~v h fh Yes, Mits, and their Souls, and who they be 
4% .g. That either will or can except ’gainft me. 
None but a fort of Fools, fo fick in tafte, 
That they contemn ‘all Phyfick of the Mind, 
{tt And, like glad Camels, kick atevery touch. 
Good Men, and vertuous Spirits, that loath their Vices, 
Will cherifh my free Labours, love my Lines, 
And with che fervor of their fhining Grace 
Make nay Brain fruittul, to bring forth more Obje&s 
Worthy their ferious and intentive Eyes. 
x - But why enforce I this ? as fainting ? No. 
If any here chance to behold himielf, 
Let him not dare to challenge me of Wrong ; 
For, if he fhame to have his Follies known, 
Firft he fhould thameto a@’em: My ftri& Hand 
Was made to feife on Vice, and witha Gripe 
Squeeze out the Humour of fuch Spongy Natures, 
As lick up every idle Vanity. 
Cor. Why, thisis right Furor Poeticus ! 
Kind.Gemlemen, we = your Patience 
- Will yee cinceive the beft, or entertain 
- This Suppofition, That a Mad-man fpeaks. 
- + fp. What, are you ready there? Mits, fit down, 
: And my Cordatas. Sound ho, and begin. . 
I leave you two, as Cenfors, to fit here : 
Obferve what I prefenr, and liberally 
Spéak-your Opinions upon every Scene, 
As it fhall pafs the View of thefe Spedators. 
Nay, now yare tedious, Sirss for fhame begin: 
And, Mits, note me; if in all this Front 
You can efpy a Gallant-of this Mark, 
he X2-6¢+ Who (to be thought one of the Judicious) _ 
at , Pet rSits with his Arms thus wreath’d, his Hat pull’d here, 
Lue; Cries Mew, and nods, then thakes his empty Head, __ 
oe Tes Will thew more feveral Motions in his Face 
| L 4, i Than the new London, Rome, or Niniveb, 
dard And (now and then) breaks a dry Bifquet-Jeft, 
yy, Which, that ic may more eafily be chew’d, 
peasy “°° Ws fteeps in his own Laughter. Cor. Why, will that 
SVatrO™* Make it be fooner fwallow'd 2 Afp. O, affure you. 
of 1 WI O°. Or if it did not, yer, as Horace fings, 
4 “"Fejunus raro ftomachus vulgaria temnit, 
“Mean Cates are welcom {till co hungry Guefts. 
Cor. “Tis true 5 but why fhould we obferve em, A/per ? 
A/p. O, Lwould know “em ; for in fuch Affemblies 
Th’ are more intectious than the Peftilence: 
And therefore I would give them Pills co purge, 
And make ’em fit for fair Societies, 
How monft-ous and detefted is’t, to fee 
A Fellow, that has neither Are nor Brain, 


a - Sitlike an Arifarchys, or fark AG, 
oh gi 
a ty k 
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N) 
A, Laking Mens Lines, with a Tabacco-face, 
y, | 


t. Z’ 


| Friends, fie 


invented’ a Second; after him, 


} | Man in his Humour. 


In fhuff, ftill {picting, wing his wry’d Looks 
(In nature of a Vice) to wreft and turn 
The good-Afped of thofe thac thall fic near him, - - 
From what they do behold! O, ’tis moft vile. 

Mit. Nay; Afper. | 

Afp. Peace, Mits, 1 do know your Thought. 
You'll fay, Your Guefts here will except at chis: 
Pith, you ate too timerous, and full of doubt. 
Then he, a Patient, thall reje@ all Phyfick, 
*Caufe the Phyfician tes him, you are fick: 
Or, if I fay, That he i§ ‘vicious, 
You will not hear of Vertue. Come, y’are fond. 
Shall I-be fo extravagant, to think, 
That happy Judgments, and compofed Spirits, 
Will challenge me for taxing fuch as thete? | 
Tam atham’d. Cord. Nay, but good pardon us ; 
We muft not bear this peremptory Sail, 
But ufe our beft Endeavours how to pleafe. 

Ale Why, therein Icommend your careful Thoughts, 
And I will mix with you in Indultry 
To pleafe: But whom? Attentive Anditors, ? 
Such as will join their Profit with their Pleafure, 
And come to feed their underftanding Parts : 
For thefe I'll prodigally {pend my felf, 
And {peak away my Spirit into Air;',.. 
For thefé I'll melt my Brain into Invention, 
Coin new Conceits, and hang my richeft Words 
As pollitht Jewels in their bounteous Ears, _— 

ut ftay, I lofe my felf, and wrong their Patience: _ 
If I dwell here, they'll not begin, I fee. 
i ou ftill, and entertain this ‘Troop 
With fome familiar and by-Conference, > 
I'll hafte them found. Now, Gentlemen, I go 
To turn an AGor, anda Humorift, ; | 
Where (e’re I do refume my prefent Perfon) 
We hope to make the Circles of your Eyes 
Flow with diftilled Laughter: If we fail, ie 
We muft impute it to this only Cha 
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nce, 


Lae fk 


* Art hath an Enemy call’d Ignorance. pe [Exit Afper. /02 


Cord. How O you like his Spirit, Mets? 
PO it I thould like ic much better, if he were lef con- 
fident. : | . ) 
Cord, Why, do you fufpe@ his Merit? 
ong No, but I fear this will procure him much 
vy. 


he. had 
wretched at this inftane. | | 

Mst. You have feen his Play, Cordatus : Pray you, 
how ist? | | 

Cord. Faith Sir, 
can fay of it,’Tis ftrange, 
felf, fomewhat like Vetus 
bounteonfly pleaféd me ; 
expectation, I know not, Ee 

Mit. Do's he obferve all the Laws of Comedy init? 

Cord. What Laws mean you? ~ 

Mit. Why , the equal Divifion of it into Ags and 
Scenes, according to the Terentian manner ; his crue Num- 
ber of Actors ; the furnithing of the Scene with Grex or 
Chorus, and that the whole Argument fal] within compafs 
of a Days Bufinefs. 

Cord. O no, thefe are tao nice Obfervations. ' 

Ms. ‘They are fuch as muft be received, by your fa« 
vour, or it Cannot be authentick. 

Cord. Troth, I can difcern no fuch Neceffity. 

Mit. No? 

Cord. No,I affure you,Signior. If thofe Laws you {peak 
of had been delivered us ab initio, and in their prefent 
Vertue and Perfe@tion, there had been fome reafon of 
obeying their Powers ; ‘but ’tis extant, chat that which 
we Call Comedia, was at firft nothing but a fimple and 
continued Song, fung by one only Perfon, till Su/ario 
Epicharmm a Third ; 

| Phormsus 


and of a particuliar kind by ie 
Comedia: a Work that hach 
how it will anfwer the general 


Cord, O, that fets the {tronger Seal on his Defert; if 
no Enemies, I fhould efteem his Fortunes moft — 


I muft refrain to judge; only this I. 


10Z 


added a Fifth and Sixth; Ewpols, more ; 


- himfelf co a ftri& Law there. 


= {3 | J. : vat 
: . ade, They have’ anfwered your’ With, Sit: they 


-Prologue for you, ? faith. 


Phormes and Chionides devifed to have Four Actars, with 
a Prologue and Choras ; to which Cratisws (long after) 
Ariftophanes, 
more than they: Every Man in the dignity of his Spi- 
rit and Judgment fupplied fomething. And (though. 
that in him this kind of Poem appeared abfolute, and 
fully perfected) yet how is the Face of it chang’d fince, 
in Menander , Philemon, Cecilins , Plaptus, and the reft ? 
who have utterly excluded the Cherss, altered the Pro- 
perty of the Perfons,. their Names, and Natures, and 
augmented ic wich all Liberty, according to the Elegan- 
cy and Difpofition of thofe Times wherein they . wrote. 
I fee not then, but we thould enjoy the fame Licence, 
or free Power, to ‘lluftrate and heighten bur Invention 
as they. did 3 and not'be tied.to thole ftri& and regular 
Forms which the Nicenefs of a ‘few (who ate nothing 
bue Form) would thruft upon-us.. - BE hee 
| Mit. Well , we will not difpute- of this now 2 Bue 
what’s his Scene? | cs ee 
Cor. Marry, Infula Fortunata, Sit,’ 


Mit. O; the Fortunate Ifland : - Mafs, 


a 


Cor, Why fo? a ee ae pe ae 
Mit. He cannot lightly alter’ the Scene, withant erof- 
fing the Seas. » ee Ty R ty. yates” SCO «oy Vote he 
Cor. He neéds not, 
through, I think. - nae ns 7 _— LAR 
Mit. No ? How comes it then, thaf.in fome one Play, 
we-fee fo many Seas; Countries, and Kingdoms, paft 
ever with fach admirable Dexterity? ©° 
Cor. O, that but fhews how well the Authors-can tra~’ 
vel in their Vocation, arid ou¢-rua the Apprekenfion of 
¢heir- Auditory. -But leaving ‘this, I would they would 


having ‘@ ‘whole Ifland*‘ to run. 


begin ‘once: This: Protraction is ‘able’ to four the beft- 
age 


ferled Patience inthe Theatre. -".: : 


Cor. O, here comes the Prologue.’ “Now, Sin, if you 
had ftaid a little longer, I meant to have fpoke your 


s 


out é 


"Whe, third Soiwiding. © f¢ 2 
e. 
gi OHS ee ee a Me ie Ge meatier * ve . ' 


Pro Masry, with all my-‘heatt, Sir, you thall'do it 


yet, and I thank you. eee | 
Cord, Nay, nay) flay, flay, hear you?” fe 
Prof. You could not havé ftudiéd' co fa’ dene me a 
greater benefit atthe inftant ; fot I protdft to you, I am 
sunperfe@, and (had'I {poke ic) I'muaft of neceflicy have 


‘been out. a 
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Cord, ‘Why, but do you fpeak this ferioufly?  -: 

Prol. Serioufly ! I CWir's niy ‘help, do 1) and efteem 
amy elf indebted to your Kindneds for ic. - 

ord, For what? 2 aa ee, 

Prod. Why, for undertaking the Prolegue for me. 
- Cord. How? did Lundertakeicfor you? = 
-Prol. Did you! :1 appeal‘ to all thefe Gentlemen, 
whether you did .or no? Gome, ‘come, it pleafes -you 
to caft a firange look on’t now 3; :‘but ‘twill noe ferve. 

Cord. "Fore mo, but it muft ferve-; and therefore {peak 
your Prologue. ie 3 po a ae 

‘Prof. And I do, let me die poifon’d with fome vene- 
mous Hifs, and never hive to look as high as the Two- 
penny Room again.” 7. _ 

Mi. He has put you to it, Sir, 

Cor. What a humorous Fellow -is this? Gentlemen, 
good faith I can {peak no Prologue,howfoever his: weak 
Wic has had the Fortune to make this {trong ufe of me 
here before you: But I proteft-———— yee oat 
WP s/s Sam th; l fh. A EY, 


pend (Pa Wi 1 fh. For —frriy 


va 


« 
bee 
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Every Man in bis Hamonr. 


he-has:kound | 
2 ints Ut | and makes a good Meal’ among Players, where he 


Eye,’ but is turn'd into all manner 
add 


boar eo Ne mee ve ter 
oe 
¢ 


Carlo Buffune. (He enters with & Boy and Wine. 


Carl, Come, come, leave thefe fultian Proteftations} 
away, come, | cannot abide thefe gray-headed Ceremo: 
nies. Boy, fetch mea Glafs, quickly, I may bid chefé 


Gentlemen welcome; give em a Health here. I'marle: 


whole Wit *ewas to put a Profogue in yond’ Sackbuts 
Mouth ; they might well think he’d be out of tune, and 
yet you'ld play upon him too. a 

Cord. Hang him, dull Block. ae oe. 

Carl. O good words; good words ; a well-timber’d Fel- 
low, he would ha’ made a'good Column, an’ he had beers 
thought on; when the Houfe was’a building. O, are thon 
come? Well faid; give me, Boy, fill, 6. Here’s a Cup 
of Wine {parkles like a Diamond. Gérrlewomen (I am 
{worn to put them in firft) and Gemlcimen, a Round, in 
place of'a bad. Prologue’; °[ dritik this good Draught td 


| your Health here, @avdry, the very Elixir and Spirit of “79 


Wine. ‘Thisis that out Poce calls Caftalian Liquor, whined’ Ge Zt 
he comes abroad (new and then) once in a Forenightyess'see 7 


has“~4 


or 
Af pn > 


Caninum appetitum ; Marry, at hom’ he keeps a goohA 0) ° 


Philofophical Diet, Beans and Butter milk; an honeft “7--~* 


pure Rogue, «he will take you off three,- four, five'd 
thefe, one after another, and look villanoufly when he 


| has done, like a one-headed Cerberus (he do’s not hear“ 


mre, I hope) and then (when his Belly is well ballac’r, 
and his Brain -rigg'd «a Httle) he fails ae Ares T are 


| though he.would werk Wonders when he comes home: 


He has made a Play here, and he calls it, Every Man out 
of bis Humour : But-an’- he gee me oue of the Humour 
he has put me in, Pll truft none‘of his Tribe again while 
Llive. Genteels, all I'can fay for him; ‘is, You: are wel- 
come : I could with my Bottle here amongft you ; but 
there’s an old Rule, No pledging your own Health, Marry; 
if any here be thirfty for ic, their beft way (chat I know) 
is, fic ftill, Seal up their’ Lips, and drink fo much of the 
Play in ag their Ears. | | yy, fu  CExits 
= ae eee ‘ A gent! 
GRE LDS Le 
Mit, What may this Fellow be, Cordatys “VA 
Cor, Faich, if te Time will fuffer his Defcription, Pll 
fone, an impudent commen Jefter, a violent Railet, And 
an incomprehenfible Epicure; one whofe Compahy’ is 


|| defir'd'of all Men, bucbelov'd of nont ; he will fooner 


lofe hisSoul than a Jeft, and profane even the moft Holy 


things, to excite Laughter: No Honourable or Reverend 


sok 


Vly, 
r. Bu : 
var. 


val, J. 
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| giveit youg He is one, the Author calls him Carlo a Yoweey 


Perfonage whatfoever, ‘can come within the reach of his" 


Ie’rate Sismilies, 2 bet ee | 
Mit. You paint forth a Monfter. | Yt 
Cor. He will prefer.all Countries before his Native, 

and thinks he‘can never fufficiently, or with admiratiori 
enough, deliver his affectionate Conceit of Foreign 
Atheiftical Policies. But ftay —+- Obferve thefe ; ‘he'll 
appear himfelf anon. , fie 
Mit. O, this is your envious Man (Mactlente) I thirtk: 
Cor. The fame, Sir. me . 


A& I..-Scene 
Macilente. | 
Ini eff, fortuna cecitatem facile ferres 


Tis true + but, Stoick, where (in the vaft World) 
Doth that Man breathe, chat can fo much command 


‘His Blood and his Affection? Well, I fee_ 


J ftrive in vain to cure my wounded Soul 5 | 
For every Cordial that my Thoughts apply 
Turns to a Corr five, and doth eat te farther. 


Theré 


of Variety, by his — 


fee 


pa? 


J. Le (ehoms ‘ 
Lo feat a 


“¥ Coteau, mA Ci 
hreotheny 2b weteny 


gan ta 


- 


- nree/tOr ( with anumber ef thefe patient Fools ) | 


30 


There is no tafte inthis Philofophy, 

Tis like a Potion that a Man fhould drink, 
Bur curns his Stomach with the fight of it. 
NI Iam no fuch pild Cysique,to believe © 
ft-£°That beggery is the only happinefs 5 


te To fing : My mind to me a Kingdom is, 
When the lank hungry Belly barks for Food. 
J look into the World, and there I meet | 
With objects, that do ftrike my blood-fhot Eyes 
Into my Brain: where, when view my felt, 
Having before obferv’d, this Man is great, 
Mighcy, and fear'd: that lov’d, and highly favourd: . 
_ A third thought wife and learned : a fourth rich, 2 
and therefore honour'd : a:fifth rarely featur‘d : 
A fixth admir’d for his, nuptial fortunes : 
When I fee thefe (I fay) and view my felf, 
I with the Organs of my fight were crackt ; 
And that che Engine of my grief could caft 
Mine Eye-balls, like two Globesof wild-fire, forth, 
To mele this unproportion’d frame of Nature. 
Oh, they are thoughts that have transfixe my heart, 
And often (? the ftrengch of apprehenfion ) 
“Made my cold paffion ftand upon my Face, 
- Like drops of Dew ona ftiffcake of Ice 
-_ GREX. 
. Cor, This alludes well to that of the Poet, 
"ss Isvidus {ulpirat, gemit, incytitque dentes, 
|... Sudat frigidus, intuens quod odst. 
. Mit. O peace, you break the Scene. - 
. :Maci. Sott, who be thefe ? 


‘Tl lay me down a while till chey be paft. 
ene ees IR 
Cor. Signior, note this Gallant, I pray you. 
—MGt. What is he? | oe 
“Cor. A tame Rook, you'll take-him préfently : lift. 


A&I. Scene II. 
 Sogliardo, Carle, Buffone, Mgcilentei 


“TAY, look you Carlo: this is my humour now! I 
ND have Land and Mony, my Friends left me well, 
_ and I will be a Gentleman whatfoever it coft me: 
Car. A moft Gentleman-like refolution. 
Sog. Tut, andI take an humour of a thing once, I 
am fike your Taylors Needle, I go throughs but, 
for my name, Signior, how think you ? will ie not ferve 
for a Gentlemans name , when the Signior is put to 
it? ha? OO 
‘Car. Let mie hear: how is’t?. _ 
| Sog. Signior Infulfo Sogliardo : methinks it founds well. 
Car. O excellence! tut, and all ficced to your name, 
you might very well ftand for.a Gentleman: I know 
many Sogliardo’s Gentlemen. | 
1 Seg. * Whyzand for my Wealth I might be a Juftice 
- OF Peace. | 
_ Car. I, and a Conftable for your Wit. 
~ Sog- Att this-ts-my Lordfhip you fee 
Farmes you came by. ~_ . 
Car. Good fteps to Gemtility too, marry : but Sogliar- 
do, if you affe& to be a Gentleman indeed, you muft 


obferve all the rare qualities, humours, and complements 
of a Gentleman. A\u £ycornysierh mudte « 
'  Sog. I know it, Signior, and if Pla pleafe to inftruc, 
u 


I am not too good co learn, Pl aflure you. 

Car. Enough Sir: Pll make admirable ufe rthe pro- 
ee hed a this lump of Copper here. 
Pil bethink me for you Sir, : 
hay Aeral>, brett D a> Pages ff Caf Grae {tr 
foye he WW Curae Yo eb ne gin, 


mites thy Gin Mich px ‘3 


here, and thofe 


com unm, ene 


Croats even Ao poten Cah ree (ert vpn nav, Ole 
ja “t CS Ah Gatien ont Ries 0 ag hie Ueary oe Gol yf 


tng ls fo LerSEL ON ATS 
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: Every Man out of bis Humour. 


Sog. Signior, I will both pay you, and pray you, and 
thank you, and think on you. | : 


GREX. 


Cor. Isnot this purely good? | 
Maci. Why, why fhould fuch a prick-ear'd Hine as 


Be rich ? ha? a Fool ?-fuch a tranfparent Gull 
ai pve be feen through? wherefore fhould he have 
and, 

Houfes, and Lordthips?.O, I could eat my Intrails,. 
And fink my Soul into the Earth wich forrow. 

Car. Firft (to be an accomplifht Centleman, that is, 
a Gentleman of the time) you muft give o’er Houfe- | sez: 
keeping in the Country, and live altogether in the City wt 
amongit Gallants; where, at your firft appearance, 7 
*twere. good you: turn’d four or five hundred Acres of 
your beft Land into two or three Trunks of Apparel} 
( you may do it without going to a Conjurer ) and,be 
fure you mix your’ felf fill with fuch as flourifh in the 
{pring of the Fafhion, and are leaft popular: ftudy their 4 
carriage and behaviour in all; learn to play at Prissero 
and PaffazeJ and (ever. when you lofé.) ha’ two or three 
peculiar Oaths to {wear by, that no Man elfe {wears = dtl 
but above all, proteft in your play, and affirm spon your 
credit; As you are a true Gentleman, (at every caft ) you “7% 

gpa 


may do it with a fafe Confcience, I warrant you. ~ 
O admirable rare! he cannot chufe but be a +’ 


Sag. RO} 
Gaademnan that ha’s thefe excellent gifts: more, morg 
| T befeech you. ~ -- | 


. 
gy 


Car. You muft endeavour to feed cleanly at your Or- 
dinary, fit melancholy, and pick your Teeth when you 
cannot fpeak: and when you come to Plays, be hu- 
morous, look with a good ftarch’t Face, and ruffle your 
Brow like a new: Boot, laugh at nothing but your own 
Jefts, or elfe asthe Noble Men laugh. That's a {pecial 
grace you muft obferve. . Fars : : 

Sog. Iwarrant you,Si, ; 

Cer. I, and fic o’the Stage and flout, provided: you 
have a good Suit. | ; 

Sog. O, Til have a Suit only for that, Sir. 

Car. You maft talk much of your Kindred and Al- } 
lies. story oO wth tit a A a seer f e - 
a Lies! no Signior,I fhall nét ne€d to do fo, I have 
Kindred i? the City to talk of : I have a Niece is a Mer- 
chants Wife; and a Nephew, my Brother Sordido’s Son, 
of the Inns of Court. | } 

Car. O, but you muft pretend Alliance with Cour- 
tiers and great Perfons: and ever when you are to dine 
or fup in any ftrange prefence,hire a Fellow with a great 4), 
Chain (though it bg Copper, it’s no matter) to bring 
ew Letters, feign’d from fuch a Noble Man, or fuch aff,esra« 

ight, or fuch a Lady, Zo thesr werfhipful, right rare 
and nobly qualified Friend or Kinfman, Signior Inladfo Sogls 
ardo; give your felf {tile enough. And there ( whik 
you intend circumftances of News, or enquiry of their 
Health, or fo ) one of your familiars (whom you muft 
carry about you ftill ;) ‘breaks ic up (as ’twere in a jelt) 
and reads it publickW at the Table: at which you mult 
feem to take as unpardonable offence, ‘as if he had torn 
your Miftreffes Colours} dr breath’d upon her Pi@ure ; 
and purfue it with that hot grace, as if you would ad- 
vance a Challenge upon it prefently. | : 

Sog. Stay, I do not like that humour of Challenge, it 
may be accepted; but I'll tell you what’s my humour 
now: I will do this: I will take occafion of fending one 
of my Suits to the Taylors to have the Pocket repaired, 
or fo; and there ‘fuch a Letter as you talk of ( broke 
open and all ) thall be left: O, the Taylor will prefently 
give out what [ am, upon the reading of it, worth twen 
ty of your Gallants. —— 

Car. But then you muft,put on an extreme face of 
difcontment at your Man’s negligesce. 
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Sog. O, fo I will, and beat him too: I’ havea Man Sog. Nay, I will examine him before I go, fire. 
for ae purpofe. | — ". Car, The Lord of the Soil has all wefts and ftrays 
Maci. You may, you have Land and Crowns: O | here, has he not? | 

partial fate! | *  Sog. Yes, Sir. | : 

Car. Mafs, well remembred, you muft keep your Men [ =Car. Faith then I pitty the poor Fellow, he’s fal’n in- 
gallant at the firft, fine pyed Liveries laid with good | to a Fools hands. ~' ’, | 

Gold Lace ; there’s no lofs in it; they may rip’e’ off and | * Sug. Sirrah, who gave you a Commiffion to lye in 

pawn it when they lack Victuals. | | my Lordfhip? ; ; : 

Sog. By’r Lady, that is chargeable Signior, *ewill | © Méaci. Your Lordthip ? i 
bring a Man indebr.. es a  Sog. How? my Eordthip? do you know me, Sir? 
Car. Debt? why, that’s the more for your Credit Sir: Maci. I do know you, Sir. 7 

444) «’s an excellent Policy to owe much in thefe days, if} Car. He anfwerg him: like an Eccho. 

& | you note it. a fo - Soe. Why, whoamI,Sir?. . | 
Sog. As how, good Signior? I would fain be a Poli-[ = Maci. ae thola that Fortune favours. A BH yeu % 

tician. oe ae ee Car. € Periphrafis.of.a Fool; Tl obferve this} 
Car. O! took where you ate indebted any great fum, } better. af ; his} “44 

1 our Creditor obferves you with no lef regard, than | § Sog. That Fortune: favours? how mean you that _ 

| if he were bound to you for fome huge benefit,and| Friend?) . |: - 
will quake to gjve you the leaft caufe of offence, left |. Maci I mean fimply. That you are one that lives 
he lofe his Mony. I affure you (in thefe times) no | not by your wits: | | 

Man has his Servant more obfequious and pliane, chan Se. By. my wits? No, Sir, I fcorn to live by my wits, 

Gentlemen their Credirors: to whom Cif atany time) | I. I thave-better:means I tell thee, chan to take fuch 
you pay buc a moiety, or a fourth part, ic comes more | bafé courfes, as co live. by my: wits. What, doft thou . 
acceptably than if you gave ‘em a New-years gift. think I live by my wits? | 

/04 | Sog. 1 perceive you, Sir: I will cake up, and bring Mac. Methinks, -felter, you fhould not rellith this 
my felf in Creditfure. | Well ; 

a Car. Marry this, always beware you commerce not| ‘Cer.’ Ha? doeshe know me? 

Ok. with Bankru ts, or poor needy "Ludgathians: they are} . Maci. Though yaurs be the. worft ufe a Man can put | 
impudene Creatures, turbulent: {pirits, chey care not j his wit to, of thoafands, to profticuce ic at every Ta- 
what violent Tragedies they ftir, nor how they play | vern and Ordinary ;, yet ( methinks ) you fhould have | 
faft and loofe wich a poor Gentlemans-fortunes, to get | turn’d your brodd-fide at this, and have becn ready 
their own. Marry, thefé rich Fellows (that ha’ che | with an Apologie, able to fink this bulk of ignoranceinto /¢. 
World, or the better part of it, fleeping in their count- | the.bottom and depth of his contempt. oo 
ing yang they are ten times more placable, they; | Cer. Oh! "cis Macseyse ! Signior, you are well en- ' 
either fear, hope, or modefty, reftrains chem from offer- | countred, how ist? O, we muft not regard what he. 
ing any outrages: but this is nothing to your followers, | fays Man, a ‘Trout,.a fhallow Fool, he has no more 
you fhall-noc’run a penny more in arrearage for them, | Brain than a Butter-fly, a meer Stuft fuit, he looks like 
an’ you lift your felf. . / ~ 4a mufty Bottle new wickard, his Head’s the Cork, 

Sog. No? how fhould I keep “em then 2?) | light, light. I am.glad to fee you fo well return’d, 
Car. Keep ’em? lec them keep themfelves, they are | Signior. ¢@ jr | 

oe no Sheep, are they ? What? you hall come in Houfes,| -Adeci. You are? Gramercy, gaod Fasu. - 
where Plate, Apparel, Jewels, and divers other pretty |  Sog. Is he one of your acquaintance? I love him the 

Commodities lie negligently fcatcered, and I-would ha’ | better forthat.. .--- eee coe 

thofé Mercuries follow me (I trow, ) fhould remember | C¢#. God’s precigus, come away Man, what.do you, 

they had nor their Fingers for nothing. mean?.an’ you knew him asIdo, youd fhun him, as 

Sog. That’s not fo good methinks. | yoblddothePlagne.s © . - .«. ae 2 ko 


-~ 


‘ ‘ . 


pangs 


7. 


Car, Why, after you :have kept “em a fortnight, or | . Sog. Why, Sir? '.. ee es 
fo, and fhew’d ?em enough to the World, you may turn Car. O, he’s a black Fellow, take Need on him. tp 
"em away, and keep no more but a Boy, it’s enough. — Sog. Is he a Scholar; or a Soldier? . oe. ee 
Sog. Nay, my humour is not for Boys, Pll keep Men, | Car. Both, both ; a ‘lean mungril, he looks as if he 
and f keep any; and I'll give Coats, that’s my humonr : | were Chop-fal'n, wich barking at pther Mens good for- 
JOA but Llacka Cullifen* - | tunes: >warehow you offend him, he carries Oy! and. 
Car. Why, now you ride to the City you may buy | Fire in ‘his Pen, will {cald where it drops: his fpirir’s 
one, I'll bring you where you fhall ha’ your choife for like Powder, quick, violent ; he'll blow a Man up with 
ony. —_ - ajeft: I fear him worfe than a rotten Wall do’s the 
Sog. Can you, Sir? co | Cannon, fhake an :hour after at the report. Away, “* 
Car. O, I: you fhall have one take meafure of you, | come not near him. : | 
and make you a Cost of rms to fit you, of what fafhion Sage For Gods fake let’s be gone, an’ he be a Scholar, 
you will. ; o o . _ you know I cannot abide him. Ihad as lieve fee a 
Sog. By ward of Mouth, I thank you, Signior: Pil] Cockaerice, {pecially as Cockatrices go now. ofA YOCE - 
be once a little prodigal in a humour r’faith, and havea Car. What, you'l ftay, Signior ? this Gentleman Sogli- en Fuge. Fe 
moft prodigious Coat, = =. : ardo, and I, are to vilicthe Knight Pustarvolo, and from 9+ %~. ZO | 
Maci. Torment and death! break Flead and Brain at | thence to the City, we fhall meet there. 


once, : Mazi. 1, when I cannot thun you, we will meet. 
To bedeliver’d of your fightirig iffue. Tis ftrange ! of all che Creatures I have feen, 
Who can indure to fee blind Fortune dote thus? Ienvy not this Buffone, for indeed ; 


To be enamour’d on this dufty Furf? Neither his Fortunes nor his Parts deferve it : 


&/, This Clod? a whorfon_puck-fift? OQ God, God, God, | But Ido hate him, as I hate the Devil, 
God, ee. hoe - | Or that Brafs-vifag’d moniter Barbari/ws. 
I could ran wild wich grief now, to behold | O, ’tis an open-throated, black-mouth’d Cur, 
The ranknefs of her bounties, chat doth breed That bites at all, but eats not thofe that feed him. O8* 
Such Bull-rufhes ; thefe Mufhromp Gentlemen, A flave, that to your Face will (Serpent like ) 
That fhoot up in a Night to Place, and Worfhip. Creep on the Ground, as he would eat the Duft ; 
_ Car. Let him alone, fome ftray, fome ftray. | | | 
ims, ae RA & corotper Veg sand dismins fle Cu.aren ? And 
Li dia inlfedt ob Yptrz cL a Pout ry, op Aa” 7 : 
usa ph be ony cya X ffl oll pecpen s/s Hi, | 
: Chee ed) Bly. Jo , : 
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And to your Back will curn che Tail, and fting 
‘More deadly than a Scorpion: Stay, who’s this? 


4§ Now for my Soul another minion 


Of the old Lady Chance’s: Tl obferve him. 


Sordido, Macilente, Hine. 


Rare! good, good, good, good, good! I thank my 
Stars, I chank my Stars for it. | | 

Maci. Said I not true? doth not his paffion {peak 

Out of my divination ? O my fenfes, , 

Why lofe you not your powers, and become 

Dull’d, if not deaded wich this {pedacle ? 

I know him, ’tis Sordido, che Farmer, 

A Boar, and Brother td that Swine was here. 
Sord. Excellent, excellent, excellent! as I would with, 

as I would with. - : 3 | | 
Maci. See how the ftrumpet Fortune tickles him, 

And makes him fwoun with laughter, O; O, O. 
Sord. Ha, ha, ha, I will not fow my Grounds this 

year.- Let me fee what: Harveft thall we have? Fane, 

July, Augue? | oe : 
Maci. ‘What is’t, a Prognoftication raps him fa? 
Sord. The xx, xxi, xxii days, Rain and Wind, O 

good, good:! the xxiii, and xxiv, Rain and fome Wind, 

good! the xxv, Rain, good ftill!:xxvi, xxvii, .xxvill, 

Wind and fome Rain; would it had been Rain- and 

fome Wind: well ’cis good (when it can be no better, ) 


, 
s 


xxix, inclining to Rain: inclining co Rain? that’s, noc | 


{6 good now : xxx, and xxxi, Wind ‘and no Rain: no 


Every Man. ont of bis Humour, 


Rain? ’Slid ftay; this is worfe and worfe: what fays. 


he of Saint Swithins? turn back, look, Saint Switbins : 
no Rain? : po : 

- Maci. ©, here’s a precious durty damned Rogue. 
That fats himfelf with expeftation ~. ee 
Of rorten Weather, and unfeafon’d Hours ; 
And he is rich for it, and elder Brother !. . te 
His Barns are full! his Reeks and Mows well @rod ! 
His Garners crack with ftoret O, ’tis well; ha, ha,ha: 
A Plague confume thee; and thy Houfe. : 

Sord., O, here, St. Swithins, the xv day, variable Wea- 

ther, for the moft part Rain, good; for the moft part 
Rain : why, it fhould Rain forry. days after, now, .more 


\ . 


or lefs, ic was a rule held, afore I was able to hold a 


Plough, and yet here are two days no Rain; ha? it makes 
me mute. Weil fe how the next Month begins, if that 
be better. September, firft, fecond, third, and fourth days, 
rainy and bluftering ; this is well now: fifth, fixth, fe- 
venth, eighth, and ninth, rainy, wich fome Thunder; I 
marry, this is excellent; the other was falfe printed fure: 
che tenth and eleventh,great ftore of Rain; O good,good, 
yood, good, good ! the twelfth, chirteenth, and fourteenth 
ie Rain; good ftill: fifteenth, and fixteenth, Rain ; 
good ftill: feventeenth. and eighteenth, Rain, good ftill; 
~ nineteenth and twentieth, good ftill, good ftill, good frill, 
ood ‘ftill, good ftill! one and twentieth, fome Rain ; 
Poane Rain ? well, we muft be patient, and attend the 
Heavens pleafure, would it were more though : the one 
and twentieth, two and twentieth, three and twentieth, 
great Tempefts of Rain, Thunder, and Lightning. 
good again, paft expectation good! 
I thank my bleffled Angel; never, never 


nN] A fas Be Laid Penny better out than this, © : 
ort, fA 448 > To purchafe this dear Book: not dear for price, 


[le Qt.) 


And yet of me as dearly prizd as Life, 
Since in it, is contain'd the very Life, ; 
Blood, Strength, and Sinews of my Happinefs. 
Bleft be the hour, wherein I bought this Book ; 
His ftudies happy that compos’d the Book. 
And the Man fortunate that fold the Book. 

. Sleep with chis Charm, and be as true to me, 
AsI am joy’d, and confident in thee. 


| C Which elfe would ftill be baying at my Door) | 


Mati. Ha, ha, ha? Pnot this good? Ist not pleafing 


is [ Tbe Hinde enters with a Paper. 


‘Ha, ha, ha ! God pardon me! ha, ha! 


Is'c poffible that fuch a fpacious Villain 
Should live, and net be plagu’d ? or lieshe hid - 
Within the wrinckled Bofom of the World, 
Where Heaven cannot fee him? why, (methinks) 
Tis rare, and ftrange, that he fhould te and walk, ‘ - 
Feed with difgeftion, fleep, enjoy his Health, a 
And (like a boift’rous Whale, {wallowing the poor ) 
Still {wim in Wealth and Pleafure ! is’c not ftrange? 
Unlefs his Houfe and Skin were Thunder-proof, 
I wonder at it! Methinks, now, the Hedtick, 
Gout, Leprofie, or fome fuch loath’d Difeafe, 
Mighe light upon him ; or that Fire (from Heaven ) 
Might fall upon his Barns; or Mice and Rats 
Eat up his Grain; or elfe that it might rot 
Within the hoary Reeks, e’en as it ftands: 
Methinks this might be well ; and after all 
The Devil might come and fetch him. _1,’tis true! 
Mean time he furfeits in Profperity, 
And thou (in envy of him) gnaw’ft thy fell: 
Peace, Fool, get hence, and cell thy vexed {piric, 

Wealth in this Age will ftarcely look on meric. 

Sord. Who brought this fame, Sirrah? 7 


Hine. Marry, Sir, one of the Juftices Men, he fays cis . | 


a Precept, and all their Hands be at it. 

Sord. I, and the prints of them ftick in my Filefh, 
Deeper than i’their Letters: They have fent me 
Pills wrape in Paper here, that fhould I take ’em, 
Would poyfon all the {weetnefs of my Book, 

And turn my Honey into Hemlock-juyce. 


But I am wifer than to ferve their Precepts, Wb 
Or follow their Prefcriptions. Were’s a device, 

‘To charge me bring my Grain unto the Markets: 

I, much, when I have neither Barn nor Garner, {0b 


Nor Earth to hide it in, I'll bring it; till chen, 
Each Corn I fend fhall be as big as Pasls. 

O, but (fay fome ) the poor are like to ftarve. 

Whiy let ’em ftarve, what’s that to me? are Bees 
Bound to keep life in Drones and idle Moths? no: 
Why fuch are thefe (that term themfelves the Poor, 
Only becaufé they would be pitied, - 

But are indeed a fort of lazy ars ) 

Licencious Rogues, and fturdy Vagabonds, 

Bred (by the floth of a fat plenteous Year ) 

Like Snakes in heat of Summer, out of Dung; __ 
And this is all that thefe cheap times are good for : 
Whereas 2 wholfom and penurious Dearth 

Purges the Soil of fuch vile excrements, | 

And kills the Vipers up. Hine. O, but Matter, 
Take heed they hear you not. = Sord. Why fo? 

Hine. They will exclaim againft you. 

Sord, I, their exclaims | 
Move me as much, as thy Breath moves a Mountain ! 
Poor Worms, they hifs at me, whilft I achame 4-4. 
Can be some to applaud my felf, 7 “~ 
Lo fit and clap my Hands, and laugh, and leap, 
Knocking my Head againft my Roof, with joy | 
To fee how plump my Bags are, and my Barns.. 
Sirrah, go, hie you heme, and bid your fellows, 

Get all their Flayls ready again’ I come. 

Hine. Iwill, Sir. | 

Sord. Til inftanely fee all my Himes to thrafhing 
Of a whole reek of Corn, which I will hide 
Under the Ground ; and with the Straw thereof 
Lil ftuffche oue-fides of my other Mows : 

That done, Pll have “em empty all my Garners, 
And ?’ the friendly Earth bury my ftore, 

That, when the Searchers come, they may fuppofe 
All’s fpent, and that my Fortunes were belyed. 
And to lend more opinion to my want. ° 

And ftop that many-mouthed vulgar Dog, 


A 


Each 


7 


--ach Market-day, I will befeen tobuy | 
Pare of the pureft Wheat, as for my Houfhold ; 
Where when it comes, it fhall increafe my heaps, 
Twill yield me treble gain ac this dear time, 
Promis’d in this dear Book : J have caft all. 
Till chen I will not fell an Ear, Pll hang firft. 
O, I thall make my Prizes as I lift, 
My Houfe and I can feed on Peas and Barley ; 
Whar though a world of wretches ftarve the while? 
«“ He that will thrive muft think no Courfes vile. 


GRE X. 


‘Cor. Now, Signior, how approve you this? have the 
Humorifts expreft themfelves truly or no? : 
Mit. Yes, Cif it be well profecuted) ’tis hitherto hap- 
y enough : but methinks Macslente went hence too 
oon, he might have been made to ftay, and fpeak fome- 
what in reproof of Sordido’s wretchednefs now at the laft. 
Cor. O, no, that had been extreamly improper 3 be- 
fides, he had continued the Scene too long with him, as 
-rwas, being in no more action. 
Mit. You may enforce the length as a neceflary Rea- 
fon; but for propriety, the Scene would very well have 


born it in my Judgment. 
Cor. O, wort of both; why, you miftake his Hu- 


mour utterly then. | 

Mit. How? do I miftake ic? is’t not Envy. 

Cor. Yes, but you muft nnderftand, Signior, he en- 
vies him not as he is a Villain, a Woolf i’? che Common- 
wealth, but as he is rich and fortunate, for the true con- 
dition of Envy, is, Dolor alien falicitatis, to have our 
Eyes continually fixt upon another Mans Profperity, 
that is, his chief happinefs, and to grieve at that. 
Whereas if we make his monftruous and abhord Adi- 
ons our Obje&, the Grief (we take then) comes nearer 
the Nature of Hate than Envy, as being bred out of a 
kind of contempt and loathing in our felves. 

Mit. So you'llinfer ic had been Hate, not Envy in 
him, to reprehend the Humour of Sordido? 

Cord. Right,- for what a Man truly envies in another, 
he could always love and cherifh in himfelf; but no 

. Man truly reprehends in another, what he lovesin him- 
felf; therefore reprehenfion is out of his hate. And this 
diftii@ion hath he himfelf made in a Speech there (if 
you markt it) where he fays, I envy not this Button, but 
I bate him. 

Mit. Stay, Sir: I envy not this Buffon, but I bate him: 
why might he not as well have hated Sordido as him? 

Cor. No, Sir, there was fubject for his Envy in Sordido, 


his Wealth ; fo was there not in the other. He ftood |. 


fleft of no one eminent Gift, bue a moft odious and 
Fiend-like Difpofition, that would turn Charity it felf 
into Hate, mach more Envy, for the prefent. 

Mit. You have fatisfied me, Sir, O, here comes the 
Fool and the Jefter again methinks. & = 

Cor. *Twere pitty they fhould be parted, Sir. 

Mit. What brighe-fhining Gallane’s that wich them ? 


the Knight they went to ? , 

Cor. No, Sir, this is one Monfieur: Faftidins Brisk, o- 
therwife call’d che frefh Frenchefied Courtier. 

Mit. A Humorilt too? | , 

Cor. As humoroys as Quick-filver, do but obferve him 
the Scene isthe Country itill, remember. 


A&I Scene I. 
Faft, Brisk, Cinedo, Carlo Buffone, Sogliards. — 


g7Ninedo, watch when the Knight comes, and give us 
word. reap I will, - 3 : 

Faft. How lik’ft chou my Boy, Cario: . 
~ O, well, well. He looks like a Coldnel of the 


dy, Pigmies Horfe, or one of thefe Motions, in a great 
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antique Clock: he would thew well upon a Habber- 
— ae sre Corner Shop rarely. . 

at. ata damn’d witty Rogue’s this ? - 
founds with his Simifes ? ‘ : a 
_ Car. Becter wich fimiles than {miles : 
Were you riding now, Signior ? | 

Faft. Who, 1? what a tilly jeft’s chat; whether fhould 
I ride e co the Court ? 

Car. O, Pardon me, Sir, twenty places more: 3 
Hot-houfe, or your Whore houfe : 2 una 

Faff, By the virtue of my Soul, this Knight dwells in 
Elizium here. | | 

Car. He’s gone now, I thought he would flie out pre- 
fently. Thetfe be our Nimble pivited Cat/o’s, chat ‘al bye he 
their evafions at pleafure, will run over a Bog like your 
Wild rifh ; no fooner ftarted, bue they'll leap from one 
thing to another, like a Sfquirrel, heigh! dance and do 


and whether 


tricks i’ their Difcourfe, from Fire to Water, from Water 


to Air, from Air: to ‘Earth, as if their Tongues did bue 
¢ = rigs ng? Elements over, and away. 
af, Sirrah, Carlo, thou never faw’ft my Grey-hobb 
yet, didft chou ? | : ne ” 
Car. No: ha’ you fuch a one ? 


Faft. The beft in Europe (my good villain) thou'lr fay,’ » 
when thou feeft him.. pr Kony ae _ 
Cer. But when fhall I fee him? 
Faft, There was a Noble Man i? the Court offered me 
a hundred Pound for him,by this Light, a fine lit:le fiery 
flave, he runs like a(oh) excellent, excellent ! wich the 
very found jof the Spur. | 
Car. How? the found of the Spur? | 
_ Fafh.O, it’s your only humour now. extant, Sir: a good 07 


gingle, a good gingle. Meg Hf1ae SAAS KS KE pratn Compu 
_Car, You fhall fee him turn Morrice dancer, he has gor kat, Kin 

him Bells, a good Sute, and a Hobby-horfe.s«« A: Lhe ob Oghen yo 
Sog. Signior, now you talk ofa y-horfe, I know/“*+& -%u.- 

where one is will not be given for a brace of Angelsovet.2% 44, 
Faft, How is that, Sir? 674 «put 2nG ote Chor Curh. Jtoy 
Sog. Marry ,Sir,I am telling this Gentleman of a Hobby prt t+ 

horfe, it was my Fathers indeed, and (though I o it——- Faun — “ 
Gar. ‘That fhould not fay it) on, on, «fv &ofimn 0, SP FAP 
Sog.. He did dance in it, with as good humour, and <7, 

as good regard as any Man of his Degree whatfoever; 

being no Gentleman : I have danc’c in ic my felf too. 
Car. Not fince the humour of Gentilicy was upon 

you ? did you? 


.. Sog. Yes, once; marry, that-was but to fhew what a 


Gencleman might do ina Humour. 
Car. O, very good. 


GRE xX, 


Mit. Why, this Fellows difcourfe were nothing but 
for the word Humour. | 

Cor. O, bear with him, an’ he fhould lack matter and 
words too, *ewere pitciful. 3 

Seg. Nay, look you, Sir, there’s ne’re a Gentleman 
i’ the Countrey ha’s the like humours, for the Hobby- 
horfe, as Ihave; I have the method for the threding of 
the Needle and all, che —-——~ 

Car. How, the method? —_ | 

Sog. I, the Leigericy for that, and the Whigh-hie, 
and the Daggers in the Nofe, andthe Travels of the Egg ssy 
from Finger to Finger, all che Humours incident to the 
Quality. The Horfe hangs athomein my Parlors I'll 
keep it for a Monument as long asI live, ture. 

Car: Do fo; and when you die, ’rwill be an excellent 
‘Trophee to hang over your Tomb. 

Sog: Mafs, and Pll have a Tomb 
tis but fo much Charges. 

Cer. Beft build icin your Life-time chen, your Heizs | 
hap to forget it elfe. | 

Sog. Nay, J.mean fo, Pll not eruft to them. 

Car. No, for Heirs and Executors are grown dam- 
nably carelefs, {pecially _ the Ghofts of —— 

tor 


VIT 


(now I think on’) 
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| | tors lefe walking : how like you him, Signior? 


Faft. "Fore Heavens, his humour arrides me exceed: | 


ain ly acdeye hues &teae J: da Ge 
on Arrides you? Zo LL . C1 latfu ' 
| Fajt. I, pleafes me (a pox on’e) I am fo haunted at 
1 the Court, and at my Lodging, with your refin’d choice 
i Spirits, that it makes me clean of another Garb, another 
| fheaf; I know noc how! I cannot frame me to your harfh 
4 vulgar Phrafe, *tis againft my genius. 
f Sog. Signior Carlo. 


GRE X. 


Cor. This is rightto that of Horace, Dum vitant ftulti 
witia, in contraria currunt : fo this Gallant, labouring to 
avoid popularity, falls into a habic of Affectacion, Ten 
: thoufand times hatefuller chan the former. 

: Car. Who he? a Gull, a Fool, no falt in him 1’ the 
Earth, man : he looks like a frefh Salmon kept in a 
Tub, he'll be {pent thortly. His Brain’s lighter than his 
Feather already, and his Tongue more fubje& to lye, 
_ than that’s to wag : he flceps a a a poae reed 
night, and walks all day hang’d in Pomander_Chains 
| 7: ihotecd Toe Penance : he has his Skin tan’d in Civet, to make his 
tt. page Complexion ftrong, and the fweetnefs of his Youth 
| iy. 4. wey lafting in the Senfe of his {weet Lady ; a good empty 
Orca puff, he loves you well, Signior. 
o us ete Seg. There thall be no love loft, Sir, Vl affure you. 
aT gp‘, we Fa/t. Nay, Carlo, 1am not happy?’ thy love, I fee: 
os Zo eee pray thee fuffer me to enjoy thy Company a lirtle ({weet 
1 (x4) ~~ Michief) by this Air, I fhall envy this Gentlemans place 
| aan. in thy Affections, if you be thus private, ?faith. How 
4 now ?¢ isthe Knight arriv’d ? 


CINEDO. 


Cin. No, Sir, but tis gueft he will arrive prefently, by 
his Fore-runners. . 

’ Faft. His Hounds! by Minerva an excellent Figure 5 
a good Boy. 
~ Car. You fhould give him a French Crown for it: the 
Boy would find cwo better Figures i? that, and a good 
rn <A * Figure of your Bounty befide. 

Faft. Tut, the Boy wants no Crowns 

Car. No Crown: {peak i’ the fingular Number, and 
we'll believe you. | 

Faft. Nay, thou art fo capricioufly conceited now. 
Sirrah (damnation) I have heard this Knight Psstervolo, 
reported to be a Gentleman of exceeding good humour 5 
thou know’ft him : pr’y thee, how is his Difpofition? I 
ne’re was fo favour’d of my Stars, asto fee him yet. 
Boy, do you look to the Hobby ? . 

_ Cin, I, Sir, the Groom has nf him up. 

Faft. ’Tis well: I rid oue of my way of intent to vi- 
fic him, and take knowledg of his—— Nay, good 
‘wickednefs, his Humour, his Humour. 

Car. Why, he loves Dogs, and Hawks, and his Wife: 
,, well; he has a good riding face, and he can fit a great 
afer 7 Horfe ; he will caine a Staff well at Tile : when he is 

5 ihe 7 fee mounted he looks like the Sign of the George, that’s all 
faaamon + te47] know, fave, that inftead of a Dragon, he will bran- 
wef" ith againft a Tree, and break his Sword as confidently 
18 U Zy upon the knotty Bark, as the other did upon che Scales 
yey, v¢/g ot the Beat. = 

x Z " Fa/t. O, but this is nothing to that’s deliver’d of him. 

, They fay he has Dialogues and Difcourfes between his 

Iiorfe, himfelf, and his Dog : and chat he will court his 

“be Lady, as fhe were a ftranger never encounter’d 

efore. 

~ Car. J, that he will, and make frefh love to her eve- 

ry morning : this Gentleman has been a fpedtator of it, 

Sigutor Injulfo. 

Soe. Lam refolute to kcep a Page: fay you Sir? 
(He leaps from whifpering with the Boy. 


a 
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of bis Humour. 


Car. You have feen Signior Puntarvolo accoft his Lady ? 
Sog. O, I Sir. aa | 
Fa/t.And how is the manner of it pr’y thee,good Signior? 
Sog. Faith Sir, in very good fort, he has his humours 
for ic, Sir : as firft, (uppofe he were now to come from 


td). ar » 


iy 


riding or hunting, or fo) he has his Trumpet to found, , 


and then the waiting Gentlewoman, fhe looks our, and 
then he {peaks, and chen the {peaks— very pretty i’faith, 
Gentlemen. | 

Faft, Why, bute do you remember no Particulars, 
Signior ? 

Sog. O, yes Sir, firft, the Gentlewoman, fhe looks 
out at the Window. 

Car. After the Trumpet has fummon’d a Parle, noe 
before ? 

Sog. No, Sir, not before: and then fays he, ha, ha, 
ha, ha, &c. 

Car. What fays he? be not rapt fo. 

Sog. Says he, ha, ha, ha, ha, &c. 

Faft. Nay, {peak, {peak. 
: Sog. Ha, ha, ha, fays he: God fave you, fays he: ha, 

a, &C. to 

Car. Was this the ridiculous motive to all this Paffion ? 

Sog. Nay, that, chae comes after is, ha, ha, ha, ha, &c. 

Car. Doubtlefs he apprehends more than he utters, 
this Fellow : or elfe, [4 cry of Hounds within, 

Sog. Lift, lift, they are come from hunting : ftand by, 
clofe under this Tarras, and you fhall fee it done better 
than I can thew it. <' Get: fart poy; ait 

Car. Soit had need, ’ewill fCarce poize the obferva- 
tion elfe. 

Sog. Faith, I remember all, but the manner of it is 
quite out of my Head. 

Faf. O, with-draw, with-draw, it cannot be but a 
moft pleafing Objed. 


Act II. Scene I. 


Puntarvolo, Hunt{man, Gentlewoman. [To the reff. 
ft. give Wind to thy Horn. Enough; by 

this the Sound hath toucht the Ears of the inclofed : 
Depart, leave the Dog, and take with thee what thou 
haft deferv’d, the Horn, and Thanks. 

Car. I, marry, there’s fome tafte in this. 

Faft. Ist not good ? 

Sog. Ah, peace, now above, now above! | 

[The Gentlewoman appears at the Window. 

Punt. Stay : mine Eye hath (on the inftane) through 
the bounty of the Window, receiv’d the form of a Nyzupb. 
I will ftep forward three Paces; of the which, I will 
barely retire one; and (after fome little flexure of the 
Knee) with an erefted grace falute her (one, two, and 
three.) Sweet Lady, God fave you. | 

Gent. No, forfooth: Iam but the waiting Gentlewo- 
man. . 

Car. He knew that before. 

Punt. Pardon me : Humanum eff errare. 

Car, He learn’d that of his Chaplain. - 

Punt. To the perfe&ion of Complement (which is 
the Dial of the thought, and guided by che Sun of your 
Beauties) are requir d thefe three {pecials : the gnomon, 
the puntilio’'s, and the fuperficies : the fuperficies, is that 
we call place; the puntilic’s, Circumftance; and the 
gnomon Ceremony ; in either of which, for a ftranger to 
err, “tis eafie and facile, and fuch am I. 

Car. True, not knowing her borizon, he muft needs 
err; which I fear he knows too well. 

Punt, What call you the Lord of the Caftle? fweet face. 

Gent. The Lord of the Caftle is a Knight, Sir 3 Sig- 
nior Puntarvolo. | | 

Punt. Puntarvolo 2 O. 

Carl. Now muft he ruminate. 


Faf?. Does the Wench know him all this while, chen : | 
| | Cari. ° 
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Carl, O; do you know me, man? why, therein lyes 
the Syrrup of the Jeft; its a project, a defignment of 
his own, 2 ming, ines hea sti rehearft a so abe at 
his coming from hawking or hunting,as a Jig after a Play. 

Sogl. ng like your Jig, Sir. ar“ 2 

Punt. Tis a moft fumptuous and ftately Edifice! of 
what years is the Knight, fair Damfel? 

Gent, Faith, much about your years, Sir. 

Punt. What Complexion or what Stature bears he’? 

Gent.. Of your Stature, and very near upon your 
Complexion. os : 

Punt. Mine is melancholy. 

Carl. So is the Dogs, juft. — 

Puxt. And doth argue Conftancy, chiefly in love. 
What are his Endowments ?. Is he courteous ? 

Gent. O, the moft courteous Knighe in Chriftian 
Land, Sir. 3 

Punt. Is he magnanimous ? 

Gent. As the Skin between your Brows, Sir. 

Pent. Is he:-bountiful ? = 


Carl, Slud, he takes an Inventory of his own good Parts. | 


Gent. Bountiful? I, Sir, E would you fhould know it ; 
the Poor ate ferv’d at his Gate, early and Iate, Sir. 
. Pant. Ishe Learned? - 
Gent. O, ISir, he can fpeak the French and Italian. 
Punt. Then -he has cravail’d ? | 
Gent. 1, forfooth, he hath been beyond Seas once or 
twice. : - 
Carl. As far as Pars, to fetch over a Fafhion, and 
come back again. | 
Punt. Is he Religious ? 
Gent. Religious? I know not what you call religioys, 
but he goes soChurch, I am fure. — 
Feft. Slid, methinks thefe anfwers fhould offend him. 
“¥x=* Carl, Tut, no; he knows they are excellent, and to 
~*’ her capacity. that fpeaks ’gm. 
: Pant. Would I might fee his face. 
Carl, She fhould ler down a Glafs from the Window 
at that word, and requeft him to Iook in’t. _ * 
-- Punt. Doubtlefs the Gentleman is moft exa&, and ab- 
folutely qualified? doth the Caftle contain him? 
Gent. No, Sir, he is from home, but his Lady is within. 
Punt. His Lady? what, is fhe fair ? {plendidious? and 
amiable? .- °° : | 
Gent. O, Lord, Sir! | 
. ° Punt. Pr’ythee, dear Nymphs intreat her Beauties to 
fhine on this fide of the building. a 
Carl. That he may erect a new Dial of Complement, 
with his gnomonsand his puntilio’s. (Gent. leaves the Window. 
' Fajt. Nay, thou art fach another Cynique now, a Man 
had need. walk uprightly beforethee. — | 
Carl. Heart, can any Man walk more upright than he 
does ? Look, look; asif he went in a frame, or had a 
Suit of Wanefcot on: and the Dog watching him, left 
he fhouldleap ourom’t. ~~ 
 Faff, O, villain! a | 
Carl, Well, and e’re I meet him in the City, Tl ha’ 
him joynred, P'll-pawn him in. Eaf?-cheap, among the 
Butchers elfe. 
_ Faff. Peace, who be thefe, Carlo? 


Act I. Scene Ill. 
- Sordido, Fungofo, Lady. [To the reft ; 


Onder’s your God-father ; do your Duty to him, Son. ' 
Sog. This, Sir ? a poor elder Brother of mine, Sir, 
a Yeoman, may. difpend fome feven or eight hundred a 
year: that’s hisSon, my Nephew, there. 
Punt. Youarenot il-coms, Neighbour Sordido, though 
I have not yet faid, well-come : what, my God-fon is 
grown a great proficient by this? | 7 
Scrd. I hope he will grow great one day, Sir. 
Faft. What does he ftudy? the Law? 
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Sog. I Sir, he is a Gentleman, ‘though his Father be 
but a Yeoman. f 
Car. What call you your Nephew, Signior ? 
- Sog. Marry, his.name is Funcofo, ~~ ‘ ‘ 
Car. Fungofo? O, he lookt fomewhat like a Spunge if 
that Piné& yellow Doubler, methought : well, make 
much of him; fee he was never born to ride uponamoyl 7S 
Gent.My Lady will come prefently, Sir. [Return’d above. mend . 
Sog. O, now, now. 
Punt. Stand by, retire your felves a fpace: nay, pray 
you, forget not the ufé of your Hat) the Air is piercing: 
[Sordido axd Fungolo withdraw to the other part of 
the Stage, awhile the Lady is come to the Window. 
Fat, What? will not their Prefence prevail againft 
the Current of his Humour? | 
Car. O, no: it’s a meer Flood, a Torrent carries all 
afore it. 
Punt. What more than heavenly pulchritude is this? 
What magazine, or treafary of bl1/s ? 
Dazle, you Organs to my optique fenfe, 
To view a Creature of ae eminence: 
O, Lam Planet-ftrook, andin yond {pher-s 
A brighter Star than Venus doth appear ! 
Faf?. How ? in Verfe! 
Cer. An extafie, an extafie, Man, 
Lady. Is your defire to fpeak with me, Sir Knight ? 
Car. He will tell you that anon; neither his Brain; 
hor his Body, are yet moulded for an an{wer. 
Punt. Moft debonair, and luculent Lady, I décling 
m¢ low as the bafis of your Altitude. 


GREX: 


Cor. He makes Congies to his Wife in Geometrical 

Proportions. 3 | 

Mit. Is’t poffible there fhould be any fuch Hamouritft 2 
Cor. Very eafily poffible, Sir, you fee there is, 

Putt. I have fcarce colleéted my Spirits, but lately. 
{catter’d in the admiration of your form; to which (if 
the Bounties of your mind be any way refponfible) I 
doubc not, but my defires fhall find a fmooth, and fecure 
Paffage. I ama poor Knighe Errant (Lady ) char 
hunting in the adjacent Forreft, was by adventure in 
the purfuit of a Hart, brought to this place; which 
Hart (dear Madam ) efcaped by Enchantment : the 
Evening: approaching (my felf, and Servant wearied) 
my fuicis, to your fair Cattle, and refrefh me. 

Ledy. Sir Knight;. albeic ic be not ufual with me 
(chiefly in the abfence of a Husband) to admit any en- 
trance.to Strangers, yet in the true regard of thofe inna- 
ced Vertues, and fair Parts, which fo ftrive to exprefs 
themfelves, in you; Iam refolv’d to entertain you to thé 
beft of my unworthy power: which I acknowledg to be 
nothing vallu’d with what fo worthy a Perfon may de- 
ferve. Pleafe you but ftay while I defcend. 

Punt. Moft admir’d Lady, you aftonifh me! 

Carl. What? with fpeaking a Speech of your own 
penning ¢ [Sbe departs : Puncarvolo falls in with 

Sordido and bis Son. | " 

Faft. Nay, look; pry thee peace... : 

Carl, Pox on’t : 1 am impatient of fitch Foppery. 

Faff. O, \et’s hear the reft. 

Carl. What? a tedious Chapter of Courtfhip, after 
Sir Lencelot, and Queen Guevener? away. I marl iif SIE 


| what dull cold Nook he found this Lady out? that (be- 
nga Woman) the was bleft with no more Copy of wiry “78 


but to ferve his humour thus. ’Slud I chink he feeds KA. CH ancy 
her with Porridge. | I: fhe could ne’re have fuch a thick +<eg7<> 


[2 


‘| Brain elfe. ye Jrbve Le. 


— Sogl. Why, is Porridge fo hurtful, Signior ? | 
Carl.;O, nothing under Heaven more prejudicial to 
thofe afcending fubtile Powers, or doth fooner abate 


ithat which we call, ecumen ingenii, than. your grofs 


Fare: Why, Il make you an Inftance : your 
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City-wives, but obferve em, you ha’ not more perfec 
true Fools i? che World bred, chan they are generally ; 
and yet you fee (by the finenefs and delicacy of their 
Diet, diving into che fat Capons, drinking your rich 
Wines, feeding on Larks, Sparrows, Potato-pies, and fuch 
good unctuous Meats) how their Wits are refin‘'d and ra- 
rified ; and fometimes a very Quinteflence of Conceit 
flows fiom ’em, able to drown a weak Apprehenfion. 

Faft. Peace, here comes the Lady. 

Lady, Gods me, heré’s Company ; turn in agzin. 

| [Lady with ber Gent. defcended, feeing them, 

| turns tn again. 
Faft. Slight, our Prefence has cut off the Convoy of 
the Jeft. , 

Carl. All the better, I am glad on’t; for the flue was 
very perfpicuous. Come, let's difcover, and falute che 
Knight. [Carlo and the other two ftep forth. 
hpapiton, eyhes , Punt. Stay ; who be thefe that addrefs chemielves to- 
ee tt ney Ve, wards us? What, Carlo? Now, by the fincerity of my 
foe wae <9 Soul, welcome i poeta pia a cease dott 
ie weg, 4597 thou, thou grand Scourge, or fecond Untru/s of the Lime: 
Cubes. go a Faith, {pending my Metal in this reeling World 
| (here and there) as the {way of. my Affection carries 
‘08 me, and perhaps ftumble upon a Yeoman _Feuterer, as 1 
Jn offi do now ; or one of Fortunes Moils, Jaden with Trea- 


gu, 21%. fure, and an empty Cleke-bag following him, gaping 
when a Bag will untie. 
Punt. Peace, you Bandog, peace: What brisk Nym- 
fadoro is that in the whice Virgin-Boot there ? 


| AV - qT. 

'~ Carl, Marry, Sir, one that I mutt entreat you to take 

, a very particular knowledge of, and with more than or- 
dinary refpeé& ; Montieur Fafidins. 

Punt. Sir, I could with, that for the time of your 
youchfaft abiding here, and more real Entertainment, 
this my Houfe ftood on the Ae/es Hill, and thefe my 
Orchards were thofe of the Hi/perides. | 

Faft. 1 poflets as much in your With, Sir, as if I were 
made Lord of the I;dtes, and I pray you believe it. © 

Car. [ have a better opinion of his Faith, than to 
think it will be fo corrupted. 

Sog. Come, Brother, Pil bring you acquainted with 
Genilemen, and good Fellows, fuch as fhall do you more 
grace than PE. 4 : 

Sord. Brother, I hunger not for fuch Acquaintance : 
Do you take heed, leit | 


Sog. Hufhte : My Brother, Sir, for want of Education, 
Sir, fomwhat nodding to the Boor, the Clown.; but I 
requeft you in private, Sir. | | | 

Fung. By Heaven, it is a very fine Sute of Clothes. 
GRE X. 


Cor. Do you obferve thar, Signior ? There’s another 
Humour has new crackc the Shell. 

Mit. What ? he is enamour’d of the Fathion, is he ? 

Cor. O, you foreftal the Jeft. | | 

Fung. I mar’l what it might ftand him in! 

Sog. Nephew? oO, | 

Fung. "Fore me, it’s an excellent. Sute, and as neatly 
becomes him. What faid you, Uncle? 

Seg. When faw you my Niece? 

Fang. Marry, yefternighte I fupt there. 
Boot do’s very rare too! 

Sog. And what News hear you ? | 3 

4). Fung. The gilt Spur and all! Would I were-hang’d, 

but ’tis exceeding good. Say you, Uncle? 

Sog. Your Mind is carried away with fomewhat elfe : 
Task what News you hear? a | 

Fung. Troth, we hear none. In good faith, I was ne- 
ver fo pleas’d wich a Fafhion days of my life.. O (an? I 
might have but my with) I’ld ask no more of good now, 
but fuch a Sure, fuch a Hat, fuch a Band, fuch a Doubler, 
duch a Hofe, fuch a Boot, and fuch a 
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Seg. They fay, there’sa new Motion of the Ciry. of 
Nsniveb, with ‘fonas and the Whale, to be feen ac F/eet- 


Fung. Here’s fuch a world of Queftions wich him 
now : Yes, I think chere be fuch a thing, I faw che Pi- 
cture. Would he would once be fatisfied. Ler me fee, 
the Doubler, fay Fifty thillings he Doublet, and becween 
three or four Pound the Hofe; then Boots, Hae, and 
Barfd : Some ten or eleven Pound will do call, and Sute 


once. 

Fung. Gods ‘flid, and I could compafs it, ’twere rare. 
Hark you Uncle. - 

Sog. What fays my Nephew? 

Fung. Faith Uncle, Il’d ha’ defir’'d you to have made a 
Motion for me to my Father, in a thing chat—— Walk 
alide, and I'll cell you, Sir; no more but this: There’s a 
parcel of Law-books (fome Twenty pounds worth) that 
lie in a place for little more chan half the Money they 
coft , and I think for fome twelve Pound, or twenty 
Mark, I could go near to redeem ’em.; chere’s Plowden, 
Dyar, Brooke, and Fitz-Herbert, divers fuch as I muft have 
eer long; and you know, I wereas good fave five or fix 
Pound, as not, Uncle. I pray you, move it for me. 

Sog. That I will: When would you have me do it? 
prefently ? | uae oe 

Fung. O 1,1 pray you, good Uncle: God fend me 

ood luck : Lord (an’t be thy will) profper ic: O my 
tars, now, now, if ic take now, 1 am made for ever. 

Fa. Shall [tell you, Sir? By this Air, Iam the moft 
beholden to that Lord, of any Gentleman living; -he 
do’s ufe me the moft honourably, and with the greareft 
refpect, more indeed than can be utter’d with any Opi- 
nion of Truth. Kyan gorpedh, 

Punt. Then have you the Count Gratiato. A 

Faft. As true noble a Gentleman too as any breathes; 
i far prece. 2 a 7 his Love: By this Hand, 

proteft to you, Signior, k ie not glorioufly,” nor 
out of affection, fat) ‘here's he. nad the Conne Fru- 


and the 
gale, Signior Muftre, Signior Luculento, and a fort of ’em, 
that (when I am at Court) they do fhare me amoneft 
‘em. . Happy is he. can enjoy me. moft private. I do 
with my felt fometime an Ubiquitary for their Love, in 


| good faich. 


[Carlo s coming toward them. 


Carl. There’s ne’er a one of chefe but might lie a . 

Week on the Rack,e’er they could.bring forth his Name; 

and yet he pours them out as familiarly, as if he had 

feen ’em ftand by the Fire i’? che Prefence, or ta’n Ta- 

bacco with them over the Stage i’ the Lords Room. s7ze-hrv: 
Punt. Then you mutt of neceffity know our Court- /A°*- 

ftar there, that Planet of Wit, Adaddona Saviolina ? oo. 
Faft. O Lord, Sir! my Miftris. ig &% 
Punt. Is the your Miftris ! 
Faff. Faith here be fome 


flight Favours of hers, Sir, 


| that do fpeak it, fhe w ; as this Scarf, Sir, or this Ribband /77 


in my Ear, or fo; this Feather grew in her fweee Fan z- 7. 
fomecimes, though now it be my poor Fortune to weat,.. 727 
it, as you fee, Sir: flight, flight, a foolith Toy. “ar e+ ga 

Punt. Well, fhe is the Lady of a moft exalted and. in- 
genious Spirit. 

Fa/?. Did you ever hear any Woman {peak like her ? 
or inriche with a more plentiful Difcourfe ? 

Carl. O villanous! nothing but Sound, Sound, a meer 
Eccho; the {peaks as fhe goes tir’'d, in Cobweb-Lawn, — 
light, thin; good enough to catch Flies withal. = 

Pant. O, manage your Affections. , 

Fast. Well, if thou be’ft not plagu’d for this Blafphe- 
myone day-——~ —_—sé=“z 7 : _ 

Punt. Come, regard not a Jefter: It is in the power 
of my Purfe to make him {peak well or ill of me. 

Faft. Sir, Laffirm it to you (upon my Credit and Judg- 
ment) fhe has the moft harmonious and mufical ftrain 
of Wit that ever tempted a true Ear; and yet to ie : 

| | : a rude 


me, "fore the Heavens. Macho b. [rio , by htsrn! c. aff. Gohin, 
Sog. Til fee all thofe Devices aa ins to London 


arenas eee sans armnmnenstms ome. 


* a rude Tongue would profane Heaven, if ie could. 

Punt. 1 am not ignorant of ir, Sir. . 

Faff. Oh, it flows from her like Nectar, and the doth 
give it chat {weet quick Grace, and Exornation in the 
Compofure, that (by chis good Air, as lam an honeft 
Man, would I might never ftir, Sir, buc) the do's ob- 
ferve as pure a Phrafé, and ufé as choice Figures in her 
ordinary Conferences; as any be 1? the Arcadia. 

Carl. Or rather in Green’s Works, whence fhe may fteal 
with more fecurity- 

Sord, Well, if Ten pound will fetch em, you fhall 
have ic; but Pll parte with no more. | 

Feng. Vil ery what chat will do, if you pleafe. 

Sord. Do fo; and when you have’em, ftudy hard. 

Fung. Yes, Sir. An’ I could ftudy to get Forty fhil- 
lings more now! Well, 1 will put my felf into the Fa- 
fhion, as far as this will go, prefencly. 

Sord. [wonder it rains not ! The Almanack fays, we 
fhould have ftore of Rain to day. : 

Punt. Why, Sir, to morrow I will affociate you to 
Court my fel? and from thence to the City, about a 
- Bufinefs, a Proje& Ihave ; I will expofe it to you, Sir: 
Carlo, 1 am fure, has heard of it. 

Carl. What’sthat, Sir? | | 

Punt. L do intend, this Year of Jubile coming on, to 
travel : And (becaufe I will not altogether go upon Ex- 

ce) I am determined to put forth fome Five thou- 

find Pound, to be paid me Five for One, upon the re- 
foime earn of my felf, my Wife, and my Dog, from the Turk's 
~¥4- 9. Court in Conftantinople. If all or either_of us mifcarry 
Jarl ia the Journey, ‘tis gone: If we be fuccefsful, why, 
( FOF" ere will be Five and twenty thoufand Pound to enter- 
tain Time withal. Nay, go not, Neighbour Sordido, 
ftay to night, and help to make: our Society the fuller. 
Gentlemen, frolick : Carlo? what, dullnow? 

Car]. I was thinking on your Projeé, Sir, an’ you call 
-it fo? Is this the iy Ls with you? | 

Punt. This is the Dog, Sir. : 

Carl. He do’ not go bare-foot, does he ? | 

Punt. Away, a Traitor, away. 

Carl. Nay, afore God, I fpeak fimply ; he may prick 
his Foot with a Thorn, and be as much as the whole 

Venture is worth. Befides, for a’ Dog that never tra- 
vell’d before, it’s a huge Journey to Conftantimople. Tl 
- tell you now (an’ he were mine) I'ld have fome pregne 
Conference with a Phyfician, what Antidotes Were 
good to give him, Prefervatives againft Poyfons for 
(afflure you) if once your Money be our, there'll be 
divers: Attempts made againft the Life of the poor 
nee ies aa Pon ae gee 
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Punt. Thou art ftill dangerous. | 
Faft. ts Signior Deliro’s Wife your Kinfwoman ? 
Sogl. I, Sir; ‘the ismy Niece, my Brother’s Daughter 
here, and my Nephew’s Sifter.. - 7 
Sord, Do you know her, Sir?) ” aon 
- Faft. O God, Sir, Signior Deliro, her Husband, is my 
“Merchant, Gata. jo ale ace hi os web oad phat, 
Fung. 1, I have feen this Gentleman there often. 
Fafh I cry you mercy, Sir: let me crave your Name, 
pray you. © | 3 a ie cg 
Fung. Fungofo, Sir. - oe 
Feb. Good Signior Fungofo, I thall requeft to know 
you better, Sir. an a. 
Fung. I am her Brother, Sir. | 
Faft. In fair time, Sit. ~ : 
LJ + Punt. Come Gentlemen, I will be your Condudt. 
Faft. Nay, pray you, Sir; we fhall meet at Signior 
Deliro’s often. as 7 | 
Sash You thall ha’? me at the Herald’s Office, Sir, 
= _ Week or fo at my firft coming up. Come, 
arto. - | 
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GREX. 


Mit. Methinks, Cordatus, he dwele fomewhat too long 
on this Scene; ichung ?? the hand. | 

Cor. I fee not where he could have infifted lefs, and 
t? have made the Humours perfpicuous enough. — 

Mit. True, as his Subject lies ; bute he might have al- 
tered the Shape of his Argument, and explicated ’e 
better in fingle Scenes. wenn peach mag Seay 

Cor. That had been fingle indeed Why, be ¢ ey Han AM, 
not the fame Perfons in this, as they would have been? 4°77 
in thofe ? And is it_not an Object of more State, to be." feng le, 
hold the Scene full” and reliev’d with variety of Speak- 
ers to the end, than to fee a vaft empty Stage, and the 
A@ors come in (one by one) as if they were drope 
down wich a Feather into the Eye of the Spe@ators ? 

Mit. Nay, you are better traded with thefe things 
than I, and therefore Pil fubfcribe to your Judgment ; 
marry, you fhall give me leave to make Objedtions. 

Cor. O, what elfe? It’s the fpecial Intent of the Au- 
thor you fhould do fo;. for thereby others (that are 
prefent) may as well be fatisfied, who haply would ab- 
je& the fame you do. a 

‘Mis. So; Sir: But when appears Maciente again ? 

Cor. Marry, he ftays bute till our Silence give him 
leave: Here he comes; and with him Signior Delsro, a 
Merchant, at whofe Houfe he is come to fojourn: 

Make your own Obfervation now, only transfer your 
Thoughts to the City, with the Scene ; where, fuppofe 


they fpeak. 


Tate of 


Ad II. Scene IV. 
Deliro, Macilente, Fido, Fallace. 


| eo you by - by, Sir. | 

elcome (good Macilente) to my Houfe ‘= 

To fojourn(at my Fete ever ; if my belt 275 ftygn ’ 

Incates, and every fort 6f good Intreaty Ban PG 
a: (Deliro cenfeth. His Boy ftrews Flowers. 


‘May move you ftay with me. Adacé. I thank you, Sir, 


And yet the muffled Fates (had it pleasd them) { Aecen 27. 
Might have fupply’d me from ‘heii own full tia 
Without this Word (J thank you) to a Fool. 
I fee no Reafon why that Dog (call’d Chance). 
Should fawn upon this Fellow, more than me: 
Tam a Man, and I- have Limbs, Fleth, Blood, 
Bones, Sinews, and a Soul, as well as he : 
My Parts are every way as good as his ; 
If I faid better, why, I did not lie. | 
Nath’lefs, his Wealch (but nodding on my: Wants) 
Muft make me bow, and cry, (J thank you, Sir.) 

Deli, Difpatch, take heed your Miftris fee you not. 

Fido. I warrant you, Sir, I'll {teal by her foftly. | 

Deli. Nay, gentle Friend, be merry, raife your Looks 
Out of your Bofom ; I proteft (by Heaven) 
You are the Man moft welcome in the World. 

Maci. (i thank you, Sir.) I know my Cue, I chink. 

Fido. Where will you have ’em barn, Sir ? 

[With more Perfumes and Herbs. 
Deli. Here, good Fido. What, the did not fee thee ? 
Fido. No, Sir, 

Deli. That’s well. Strew, ftrew, good Fido, the frefheft 
Flowers ; fo. | | . 
: Maci. What means this, Signior Deliro?. all this cen- 

ing: | 

Deli, Caft in more Frankincenfe, yec more ; well faid. 
O, Macilente, I have fuch a Wife! — 
So paffing fair! fo paffing fair ! unkind! 
But of fuch worth, and right to be unkind, 
(Since no Man can be worthy of her Kindnefs) 
Maci. What can there not ? De/#.No,that is fure as death, 
No Man alive! Ido not fay, is not, 

But 
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But cannot poffibly be worth her Kindnefs! 
Nay, it is certain, let me do her right. . 
How, faid I? do her right ? as chough I could, 
As though this dull grofs Tongue of. mine could utter 
The rare, the true, the pure, the infinite rights, 
That fit (as high as I can look ) within her! _ 
Maci. This is fuch dotage, as was never heard. 
Deli. Well, this muft needs be granted. 
Macs. Granted, quoth you ? 
Deli. Nay, Macilente, do not fo difcredit | 
The goodnefs of your judgment to deny ie, 
For I do fpeak the very leaft of her ; 
And I would crave,and beg no more of Heaven, 
For all my Fortunes here, but to be able 


-To utter firft in fit terms, what fhe is, _ 


And then the true Joys I conceive in her. 

Maci. Is’t poffible the fhould deferve fo well, 
Asyou pretend? Deli. I, and fhe knows fo well 
Her own deferts, that ( when I ftrive ¢? enjoy them ) 
She weighs thechings I do, wich what the merits : 
And (feeing my worth out-weigh’d fo in her graces ) 
She is fo folemn, fo precife, fo froward, 

That no obfervance I can do to her, 

Can make her kind to me: if fhe find faule, 

I mend that fault ; and then the fays, I faulted, 

‘That I did mend it. Now, good Friend, advife me, 
How I may temper this ftrange Spleen in her. 

Maci. You are too amorous, too obfequious, 

And make her too affur’d, fhe may command you. 
When Women doubt moft of their Husbands Loves, 
They are moft loving. Husbands muft take heed 
They give no gluts of Kindnefs to their Wives, 

But ule them like their Horfes; whom they feed 
Not with a Manger-full of Meat together, 

Eut halfa Peck atonce: and keep them fo 

Still with an Appetite to that ri? give them. 

He that defires to have a loving Wife, 

Mutft bridle all the thew of that defire: , | 
Be Kind, not Amorous ; nor bewraying Kindnef, : 
As if Love wrought it, but confiderate Duty. | 
“ Offer no Love-rites, but let Wives ftill feek them, 
“For when they come unfought, they feldom like them. 
._ Deli. Believe me, Aacilente, this is Gofpel. 

O, that a Man were his own Man fo much, 


—Torule himfelf thus. I will ftrive ?'faich, 


To be more ftrange and carelefs: yet, I hope 

I have now taken fuch a perfe& courfe, 

To make her kind to me, and live contended, 

That I fhall find my Kindnefs well return’d, 

And have no need to fight with my AffeGions. | 
She (late) hath found much faule with every Room, 
Within my Houfe ; one was too big: ( the faid ) 
Another was not furnitht to her mind, | 
And fo through all : all which, now, I have alter’d.. 
Then here, fhe hath a place (on my back-fide) 
Wherein fhe loves to walk ; and that ( the {aid ) 

Had fome ill fmells about it. Now, this walk 

Have I ( before fhe knows it ). thus perfum’d — | 
With Herbs, and Flowers, and laid in divers places, — 

( As ’twere on Altars, confeécrate to her ) 

Perfumed Gloves, and delicate Chains ef Amber, 

To keep the Airin awe of her {weet Noftrils : | 
This have I done, and this I think will pleafe her. 
Behold fhe comes, 
What, fhall I ever be thus croft and plagu’d ? 
And fick of Husband? O, my Head doth ake, _ 


As it would cleave afunder, with thofe favours, 


All my Rooms alter’d, and but one poor walk 

That I delighted in, and that is made 

So fullome with Perfumes, that { am fear'd , 

(My Brain doth fweat fo) I have caught the Plague. 
Deli. Why, (gentle Wite) is now thy walk too {weet? 

Thou faid’ft of late, it had fowr Airs about ir, - | 

And found’ft much faule, that I djd not corrett it. 


Fal, Here’s afweet ftink indeed: . 


| Fal. Why, an’ I did find faule, Sir? 


Deli. Nay, dear Wife 5 f 

I know, thou haft faid, thou haft lov’d Perfumes, 
No Woman better. Fal. I, long fince perhaps, 
But now that Senfeé is alter’d: you would have me ~ 
( Like to a Puddle, or a ftanding Pool) | 
Lo have no motion, nor no {pirie within me. 
No, I am like a pure and {prightly River, 
That moves for ever, and yet {till the fame : 


| Or Fire, thae burns much Wood, yet ftill one flame. 


Deli. But yefterday, I faw thee at our Garden, 
Smelling on Rofes, and on Purple Flowers, 
And fince, I hope, the humour of thy Senfe 
Is nothing chang’d. 
Fal. Why, thofe were growing F lowers, 
And thefe within my walk, are cut and {trew’d. 
Deli. But yet they have one {cent. 
Fal. I! have they fo? 
In your grofs judgment. If you make no difference 
Betwixt the {cent of growing Flowers, and cut ones, 
You have a Senfe to tafte Lamp-Oil ’faith. 7 
And -_ fuch judgment have you chang’d the Cham- 
mB 8 
Leaving no Room, that I can Joy tobe in, 
In all your Houfe : and now my walk, and all, 
You fmoak me from,asif I were a Fox, 
And long, belike, to drive me quite away. 
Well, walk you there, and I'll walk where I lift. 
Deli. What thall I do? O, I thall never pleafe her. 
Macs, Out on thee, dotard! what Star rul’d his birth2 
That brought him fuch a Star? blind Fortune ftill 
Beftows her gifts on fuch as cannot ufethem: — 
How long thall I live, e’er I be fo happy, 
To have a Wife of this exceeding form ? 
Dels. Away with ’em, would I had broke a joynt, 
dase I 2 this, that fhould fo diflike her. 
way, bear all away. Fido bears all away: 
Fal I, do: for fe, a : — 
Ought that is there fhould like her. O, this Man, . jf 
How cunningly he can concéal himfelf'! 
As though he lov’d? nay, honour'd and ador’d 2 
Deli, Why, my fweet Heart? 
Fal. Sweet Heart! O! better ftill! | 
And asking, why? wherefore? and looking ftrangely, 
Asif he were as White as Innocence. 
s, your fimple, you: you cannot change, 
Look pale at pleafure, and then red with wonder: 
No, no, not you ! ’tis pitty o’ your naturals. _ 
I did but caft an amorous Eye, e’en now, | 
Upon a pair of Gloves, that fomewhat lik’t me,- 
And ftraight he noted it, and gave command, | 
All fhould be ta’en away. Deli, Be they my bane then. 
What, Sirrah, Fido, bring in thofe Gloves again, 
You cook from hence. Fal. Sir, but do not, OM 
Bring in no Gloves, to fpite me: if you do—— 
Delj, ns me,moft wretched; how am I mifconftru’d? 
_ > how fhe tempts my Heart-ftrings with her 
ye, . 3 
To knit them to her Beauties, or to break? 
What mov’d the Heavens, that they could not make . 
Me fuich a Woman ? but a Man, a Beaft, 
That hath no blif like to others. Would to Heaven 
(In wreak of my misfortunes) Iwere turn'd = __ 
To fome fair Water- Nymph, that (fet upon 
The deepeft Whirl-pit af the rav’nous Seas,) 
My adamantive Eyes might head-long hale . 
This Iron World to me, and drown it all. 


GREX. a 
Cer. Behold, behold, the tranflated Gallant; 
Mt. O, he is welcome. 
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‘AG IL. Scene V. 
Fungofo. [To the reff. 


Gi you Brother and Sifter, fave you, Sirs F have 


commendations for you ouci’ the Country: (1 won- | 


der they take no knowledge of my Sute: ) mine Uncle 
Sogliardo isin Town. Sifter, methinks, you are melan- 
choly: why are you fo fad? Ithink you took me for 
Mafter Faftidius Brisk ( Sifter ) did you not? 

Fast. Why fhould I take you for him? 

Fung. Nay, nothing— I was lately in Mafter Faftidins 
his company, and methinks we are very like. 


Fung. Faith, good enough to ride in, Brother ; I made 
it to ride in. 


Fal. O, now I fee the caufe of his idle demand, was | 


his new Suit. 
Deli, Pray you, good Brother, try if you can change 

her mood. | 
Fung. I warrant you, let me alone. 


of her dumps. Sifter, how like you my Suit? w. 


Ar JewG’ Fal. O, you are a Gallant in pane now, Brother. / | 


tanFung. Faith, how like you the Fafhion? ic's the laft 
Edition, I affure you. | 
Fal. 1 cannot but like it, to the defere. 


Fung. Troth, Sifter, I was fain to borrow thefe Spurs, | 
Tha’ loft my Gown in gage for “em, pray you lend me | 


an Angel, | | 
Fal. Now, befhrow my Heart then. 


Fung. Good truth, Ill pay you again at my next ex: | 


- hibition: I had but bare ten Pound of my Father, and 
it would not reach to put me wholly into the Fafhion. 
Fal. I care not. - . 
Fung. I had Spurs of mine own before, but _they 
were not ginglers, Montieur Fa/tidins will be here anon, 


Sifters Fiver vi Pads Sik Jaren Yo otra J 


Fal. You jeft? 4-4 G79 
enny more (while you live 
then, ) and chat I’ld be loth to fay, in truth. 


Fung. Never lend me 

Fal, When did you fee him 2 | 

Fung. Yefterday, Icame acquainted with him at Sir 
Puntarvolo’s: nay, {weet Sifter. 

Maci. 1 fain would know of Heaven now, why yond 


Fool 7 , 
Should wear a Suit of Sattin ? he? that Rook ? 
That painted Jay, with fuch a deal of out-fide ? 
What is his infide trow ? ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Good Heaven, give me patience, patience, patience. 
A number of thefe Popenjays there are, - 
Whom, if a Man confer, and but examine 
Their inward merit, with fuch Men as want ; 
_ Lord, Lord, what things they are! 
Fal. Come, when will you pay me again, now ? 
Fung. O good, Sitter ! 
Maci. Here comes another. 


A& Il. Scene VE. 
Faftidins Brisk [To the reff. 


SX you, Signior Deliro: how do’ft thou, {weet Lady ? 
Let me kifs chee. 

Fung. How ? a new Suit? Ay me. | 

Deli. And how do’s Mafter Fa/tidius Brisk ? 

Faft. Faith, live in Court, Signior Deliro; in grace, 
I thank God, both of the noble Ma/culime and Feminine. 
“I muft {peak with you in private by and by. 

Deli. When you pleafe, Sir. 

Fal. Why look you fo pale, Brother ? 

Fung. °Slid, all this Morry is caft away iow. 

Mac. I, there’s a newer Edition come forth. 


ee a 


out of bis Humour. 


Pil put her out | 


ee | 
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Fal. What would you do withall ? 

Fung. I would ufe ic. “slight, an’ ic had come but. 
four days fooner, the fathion. | 

Faft. There was a Countels gave me her Hand to kif 
to day, ithe prefence: did me more good by thac 
light than — and yefternight fent her Coach twice to 
my Lodging, to intreatc me accompany her, and my 
{weet Miftris, wich fome two or three namelefs Ladies 
more: O,I have been grac’c by em beyond all aim of 


| Affection : this ’s her Garter my Dagger hangs in: and 
Deli. You have a fair Suit, Brother, ’give you joy ont. | 


they do fo commend and approve my Apparel, with 
my judicious wearing of it, it’s above wonder. 

Fal. Indeed, Sir, ’tis a moft excellent Suit, and you do 
Wear it as extraordinary. 


Fast. Why, Pil cell you now (in good faith) and by 


: this Chair, which (by the Grace of God) I intend pre- 


fently to fic in, Thad three Suits in one Year made three 
great Ladies in love with me: I had other thfee, un-did 


| three Gentlemen in imitation: and other three gat 
| three other Gentlemen Widows of three thoufand pound 


a Year. 
Deli, Is’t poflible ? : 
Faft. O, believe it, Sir; your good Face is the Witch, 
and your Apparel the Spells, chat bring all the pleafures 
of the World into their circle. | 
Fal. Ah, the {weet grace of a Courtier ! 


Maci. Well, would my Father had left me but a good 
Face for my Portion yet ; though I had fhar’d the un- 


| fortunate wit that goes with ie, | had not-car’d : I mighe 


have paft for fomewhat ? the World then. 

Fa. Why, aflure you, Signior, rich Apparel has 
firange virtues: ic makes him that hath it without 
means, efteemed for an excellent wit: he that enjoys it 
with means, puts the World in remembrance ot his 
means: it helps the deformities of Nature, and gives 
luftre to her Beauties ; makes continual Holy-day where 
it fhines; fets the wits of Ladies at work, that other- 
wife would be idle: furnifheth your two Shilling Or- 
dinary ; takes pofleflion of your Stage at your new 
Play ; and enricheth your Oars, as {corning to go with 
your Scull. 

Maci. Pray you,Sir, add this; it gives refpeé& to your 
Fools, makes many Thieves, as many Strumpets, and no 
fewer Bankrupts. | | 

Fal. Out, out, unworthy to {peak where he breatheth. 

Faft. What's he, Signior ? 

Dels. A Friend of mine, Sir. 

Faft. By Heaven, I wonder at you, Citizens, what 
kind of Creatures you are: 

Deli. Why, Sir ? | 

Faft. That you can confore your felves with fuch 
poor Seam-rent Fellows, Aapag. Co? ES wnpyy 

Fal. He fays true. Zot % 7 bn LY, 


him) he’s a Man worthy of regard. 

Faft. Why? what has he in him of fuch vertue to be 
regarded? ha? 

Deli. Marry, he is a Scholar, Sir. 

Faft. Nothing elfe? 

Deli. And he is well travail’d. 

Fajft. He fhould get him Clothes; I would cherifh 
thofe good parts of travail in him, and prefer him to 
{ome noble Man of good place. 

Deli. Sir, fuch a benefit fhould bind,me to you for 
ever (in my Friends right) and I doubt not, but his de- 
{ert thall more than aniwer my praife. 

Faft, Why, an he had good Clothes, ’ld carry him 
to Court with me to morrow. 

Deli. He fhall not want for thofe, Sir, if Gold and 
the whole Ciry will furnifh him. 

Fait. You 
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Fast. You fay well, Sir: faich, Signior Deliro, 1 am 
come to have you play the <Alchymit 
change the /pecies of my Land into that Mettle you 
talk of. | 

Deli, With all my Heart, Sir, what fum will ferve 

rou? = : 

; Faft. Faith, fome three or four hundred. aa 
Deli. Troth, Sir, I have promis’d to meet a Gentle- 
man this Morning in Pass, but upon my return Tl 
difpacch you. 

Fajt. Pll accompany you thither. oo 

Deli. As you pleafe, Sir 5 but Igo not thither directly. 

Faft. "Tis no matter, I have no other defignment in 
hand, and therefore as good go along. 

Deli. I were as good have a quartan Fever follow me 
now, for I fhall ne’er be rid of him: (bring me a Cloke 
there, one ) ftill, upon his grace ac Court, I am fure to 
be vificed ; I wasa Bealt to give him any hope. Well, 
would I were in, that I am out with him once, and— 
Come Signior Macilente, I muft confer with you, as we 
go. Nay, dear Wife, I befeech thee, forfake thefe 
moods: look not like Winrer thus. Here take my 
Keys, open my counting Houfes, fpread all my Wealth 
before thee, chufe any object that delights thee : if thou 
wile eat che {pirit of Gold, and drink diffolv’d Pearl in 
Wine, ’tis for thee. 7 VeGlone, 4-9. 9. 

Fal. So, Sir. 

Deli. Nay, my {weet Wife. 

Fal. Good Lord! how you are perfum’d! in your 
terms and all! pray you leave us. | 

Deli. Come, Gentlemen. 

Faf?. Adieu, {weet Lady. 

Fal. I, 1! Let thy words ever found in mine Ears, 
and thy graces difperfe contentment through all my 
fenfes! O, now happy is that Lady above other Ladies, 
that enjoys fo abfoluce a Gentleman to her fervant! A 
Countefs give him her Hand to kifs? ah, foolifh Coun- 
tefs ! he’sa Man worthy (if a Woman may fpeak of a 
Mans worth ) to kifs the Lips of an Emprefs. 

Fung. What’s Mafter Fa/fidins gone, Sifter? 

[ Returned with bis Taylor. 

Fal. I, Brother ( he has a Face like Cherubin! ) 

Fung. Gods me, what luck’s this? I have fetcht my 
Taylor and all which way went he, Sifter? can you 
tell : | 

Fal. NotI, in good faith ( and he has a Body like an 
Angel! ) 

Fung. How long is’t fince he went? 

Fal. Why, but e’en now: did you not meet him? 
and a Tongue able to ravifh any Woman?’ the Earth! ) 

Fung. O, for God’s fake (Pll pleafe you for your 
ea ) but e’en now, fay you ? Come, good Sir: *Slid 

had forgot it too: Sifter, if any Body ask for mine 
Uncle Sogliardo, they fhall ha’ him at the Herald’s OF- 
fice yonder by Pass. ‘ 

Fal. Well, I will not altogether defpair: I have hear 
of a Citizens Wife has been belov’d of a Courtier; and 
why notI? heigh, ho: well I will into my private 
Chamber, lock the Door to me, and think over all his 
good parts, one after another. 


GRE X. 


Mit. Well, I doubt, this laft Scene will endure fome 
grievous torture. 


Cor. How? you fear ’twill be rackt by fome hard | 


conftruétion ? 

Mit. Do not you? | | | 

Cor. No, in good faith: unlefs mine Eyes could light 
me beyond Senfe. I fee no reafon why this fhould be 
more liable to the rack than the reft: you'll fay, per- 
haps, the City will not take ic well thar the Merchane 
is made here to dote fo perfe@ly upon his Wife; and fhe 
again to be fo Fa/fidiou/ly affetted as the is? 


with me, and |. 


of bis Humour, 


Cor. You have utter'd my thought, Sir, indeed. 

Cor, Why, (by that proportion) the Court might as 
well take offence at him we call the Courtier,and with 
much more pretext, by how much the place tranféends 
and goes before in Dignity and Vertue; bue can you 
Imagine that any noble or true {pirit in Court ( whofe 
{nowy, and altogether un-affected graces, very worthily 
exprefs him a Courtier ) will make any exception at 
the opening of fuch an empty Trunk, as this Brisk js > 
or think his own worth empeachte, by ‘beholding his 
motly infide ? , : 

Mit. No, Sir, Ido not. 

Cor. No more, affure you, will any grave wife Citi 
zen, or modeft Matron, take the object of this folly in 
Deliro, and his Wife : but rather apply it as the foil to 
their own Vertues. For that were to affirm, that a 
Man writing of Nero, fhould mean all Emperors: or 
{peaking of Machiavel, comprehend all States Men: or 
in our Sordido, all Farmers; and fo of the reft: fad 
which, nothing can be utter’d more malicious, or ab- 
furd. Indeed, there are a fort of thefe narrow-ey’d de- 
cypherers, I confefs, that will extort ftrange and ab- 
{trufe meanings out of any fubjed, be it never fo con- 


{picuous and innocently deliver’d. But to fuch (where +s. 


e’er they fit conceal’d ) let them know, che Aut 
fies na and their Writing-Tables ;/ and see oe 
or fafe judgment will infec ie felf with their contagi- 
ous Comments, who (indeed) come here only to per- 
vert and poyfon the fenfe of what they hear, and for 
nought elfe. Aci wrticd, “Yoye-tye hate. G. 

Mit. Stay, what new Mste is this, that walks fo 
fufpicioufly ? | 

Cor. O, marry this isone, for whofe better illuftrati- 
on, we muft defire you to prefuppofe the Stage, the 
middle Ifle in Pauls; and chat, the Weft end of it. 

Mit. So, Sir, and what follows ? _ 

Cor. Faith, a whole Volume of humour, and worthy 
tlre “urrclapfing. 

Mit. As how? what:name do you give him firft? 

Cor. He hath fhift of names, Sir: fome- call him Ap- 
ple Fobn, fome Signior Whiff, marry, his main ftanding 


to his Naturés. 


name is Cavalser Sift: the reft are but as clean Shirts ‘. 


Mit. And what makes he in Peals now? 


Cer. Troth, as you fee, for the advancement of a -S;- 


gus, or two; Wherein he has fo varied himfelf, that if 

any one of *em take, he may hull up and down in the 

humorous World a little longer. 
Mit. It {eems then he bears a very changing fail ? 
Cor. O, as the Wind, Sir : here comes more. 


Act Ill. Scene I. 
Shift, Orange, Clove. | 
HIS is rare, Ihave fet up my Bills without difco- 


very. 
Oran. What? Siznior Whiff ! what fortune has brought 
you into thefe Weft parts? | 
Shift. Troth, Sigsior, nothing but your Rheum; I 


.| have been taking an Ounce of Tabacco hard by here, 


with a Gentleman, and I am come to {pit private in 
Pauls. “Save you,Sir. —. 

Oran. Adieu, good Signior Wbiff: 

Clov. Mafter Apple Fohn! you are well met: when 
fhall we fup together, and laugh, and be fat with thofe 
good Wenches? ha ? 


Shift. Faith, Sir, I muft now leave you, upon a few» 


humours and occafions: but when you pleafe, Sir. 
Clov. Farewell, {weet Apple ‘fobs: I wonder there are 
no more ftore of Gallants here ! 
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Mst. What be thefe two, Signior? — : 

Gor. .Marry.a couple, Sir, chat are meer ftrangers to 
the whole {cope of our Play; only come to walk a 
#urn of two i this Scewe of Pauls by chance. 

Orang. Save you, good Mafter Cloze. 
_ ‘Clove. Sweet Mafter Orange. 


GRE X. 


Mit. How ? Clowe and Orange? 


Cor. I, and they are well met, fortis as dry an Orange 


4% asever grew: nothing but Salutation ; and, O God, Sir-; 


and, it pleafes you to fay fo, Sir one that can laugh at a 
- jeft for company with a moft plaufible and exctemporal 
grade; and forme hour after, in private, ask you what it 
was: ‘the other, Monfieur Clove, is a more fpic’t youth: 
he will fic you a whole after-noon fometimes in a 
Book-fellers Shop, reading the Greek, Italian, and’ Spa- 
xifh; when he underftands not a word of eicher: if 
he had the Tongues to his Sures, he were an excellent 
Linguift. ; re: | 

Clove. Do yon hear this reported for certainty? — 

Orang. O God, Sir. | 


AG WI. Scene H. 
Pantarvelo, Carlo. 


Guar take my Cloak: and you Sir Knave, follow me 
clofer. If thou lofeft my Dog, thou thal: dye a 
Dogs death; Iwill hang thee. 7 
Car. Tut, fear him not, he’s a good lean flave, he 
loves a Dog well, I warrant him ; I fee by his looks, I: 
Mats he’s famewhat like him. ’Slud poyfon him; make 
him away with a crooked Pin, or fomewhat, Man; 
thou maift have more fecurity of thy life: and fo Sir, 
what? you ha’ not put out your whole Venture yer? 
ha’ you 2 ‘ 
. Pant. No, Ido want yet fome fifteen or fixteen hun- 


od 


4 
5 


{ 


dred Pounds ; bue my Lady (my Wife) is out of her | 


humour ; fhe does not now go. 

Cer. No? how chen? , 

Punt. Marry, 1am now enforc’t to give it out, upon 
the return of my Self, my Dog, and my Cat. 

Cer. Your Cat! where ts the ? 

Punt. My Squire has her there, in the Bag: Sirrah, 
look to her: How lik’ft chou my change, Carlo: 

Car. Oh, for the better, Sir; your Cat has nine lives, 
and your Wife ha’ but one. 

Punt. Befides, fhe will never be Sea-fick, which will 
fave me fo much in Conferves: when faw you Sigmior 
Soghiardo ? 

Car. I came from him but now, he is at the Heralds 
Office yonder: he requefted me to go afore, and take 
up a Man or two for him in Pauls, againft his Cognifance 
was ready. | 

Punt. What, has he purchaft Arms, then? 

Cer. J, and rare ones too: of as many Colours as 
e’er you faw any Fools Coat in your lite. Pll go look 
among yond’ Bills, an’ Ican fie him with Legs to his 
Arms Mati gt ty pra'nlage F /terers fhe nf L3A 

Pant. With Legs tohis Arms! Good: I will go with 
you, Sir. ofl» Kok 9 [They goto look upon the Bulls. 


~. Act VIL Scene Il. 


afidins, Deljro, Macilente. 
; ta faa bs oe : oe 
Bien let’s walk in Mediterraneo: I affure you, Sir, I 
am not the leaft refpected among Ladies; but lec 
that pafs: do you know how to go into the Prefence, Sir? 


EEE TIIG 


bis Humour. 4t 
Maci. Why, on my Feet, Sir. | 
Faft. No, on your Head,Sir: for ’tis that muft bear 
you our, I affure you: as thus, Sir. You muft firft have 
an efpecial care fo to wear your Hat, thac it opprefs nor 
contufedly this your predominane, or fore-top; becaufe. 24 A+ 
(when you come at the Prefence Door ) you may with A. WH, 
once or twice ftroaking up your Fore-head thus, enter @, Directo n a 
with your predominant perfect ; that is ftanding up ftiff. C.42¢47.5. 
Maci. As if one were frighted ? ; agin as 
Fast. I, Sir. | 
* Msi. Which, indeed , 
fhould do, rather chan Gf; 
is’t not fo, Sir ? | 
Faft. An ingenipus obfervation: give me leave to 
crave your name, Sir. a 
Deli. His name is Macslente, Sir. 
Faft. Good Signior Macilente, if this Gentleman, Sig- 
nior Deliro, turnith you ( as he fays he will) wich Clothes, 
I will bring you to morrow by this time, into the pre- 
fence of che moft divine and accute Lady in Court : see 
you thall fee fweet_filent Rhetorique, and dumb Elo- [ ee7 ~ 
quence {peaking inher Eye; but when fhe {ipeaks her [. tat F 
felf, fuch an Anatomy oF wit, fo finewiz’d and arte- Pp 
tiz'd, that ’tis the goodlieft Model of Pleafure thac So a 
ever was to behold. Oh! the ftrikes che World inro ed Jou 
admiration of her ; (O,O, O) I cannot exprefs ’em, be- 
lieve me. Ba | oa 
Maci. O, your only admiration, is your filence, Sir.«%= ¥ 7 
Punt. Fore God, Carlo, this is good; let’s read ’em,.. ancl, 
again. ee coe 
4 The firft BILL. che Mf othr 
If there be any Lady or Gentlewoman of good carriage af pcuti ' 
that is defirous to entertain (to ber private ufes ) @ young 
fraight, and upright Gentleman, of the age of jive or fix 
and twenty at the mot: who can ferve inthe nature of a er 
fare 2 


Gentleman-Ufher, and hath little Legs of purpofe, and ahH 


true fear of your Miftris 
m-water, or Whites of Eggs; 


re 


va 


can bide bis Face with ber Fan, if need require: or fit in the? - 

cold at the Stair-foct for ber, as well as another Gentleman : we, 

Let ber fubfcribe her name and place, and diligent refpett 

fhall be geven. | : : 
Pant. This is above meafure excellent! ha ? 
Car. No, this, this! here’s a fine flave. 


The fecond BILL. 

If this City, or the Suburbs of the fame, do afford any young 
Gentleman, of the firft, fecond, or third Head, more or le{s, 
whofe Friends are but lately deceajed, and whofe Lands are 
but new come into bis bands, that (to be as exattly qualified 
as the beft of «ur ordinary Gallants are) 8 affected to enter- 
tain the moft Gentleman-like ufe of Tabacco: as firft,to give 
it the moft exquifite Perfume: then, to know all the delicate 
{weet forms for the alfamption of it : as alfo the rare Corollary i, 
and Praétice of the Cuban Ebolition, Euripus and Whiff ; howe 
which be [hal receives or take in bere at London, and ev Lo 
porate at Uxbridge, or farther, sf st pleafe him. If there be phase 7 Y } 
any [uch generous {pirit, that is truly enamour'd of thefe 500d AE fe i 
faculties: May st pleafe bim ,but (by a note of bis Hand )to {peci, A Lae Zu 
fie the Place or Ordinary where be ufesto eat and le; and 4 7 2 
moft [weet attendance with Tabacco and Pipes of the be forte" Z Cpene 
foall be miniffred :[Stet Quafo Candide LeGor. Lb baat bot CI wae 

Punt. Why this is without parallel, this | Melon from Jar yer = 

Car. Well, Pil mark this Fellow for Sogltardo’s ufe pre_z 4:«2<% *“* 
cacy a ne Ne ee GOT pas 

Punt. Or rather, Sogliardy for his ufe. “<4/ «72 & . pe a 

Car. Faith either of ’em will ferve,chey are both good Mb oe ae, 
properties: Pll defign the other a place too, that we may ve TS 
fee him. | srr 

Punt. No better place than the A4tre that we may be yes. 9. 
{pectators with you, Carlo. Sott;behold who enegss here: /“% Rs: 
Signior Sogl rdo ! fave you. 10f fi bette an. added, A/ Aye 

tah 


pee We 


on 


A& 


Every Man out of bis Humour. 4s4.0 cy Zl.» Zo: sf 
Sog. O, I, I have it in writing here of purpofe, ie 
cit me two Shillings the cicking. £20 Agar LabX : Jes 

Carl. Ler’s hear, let’shear 4 

Punt. Ic is the moft vile, foolith, abfurd, palpable, and 
ridiculous Efcutcheon that ever this Eye furvis’d.. Save 
you, good Monficur Faftidises. | 

[ They falute as they meet in the Walks 

Car. Silence, good Knight : on, on. 

Sog. Gyrony, of eight peeces ; Azure and Gules, between 
three Plates ; a Chev’ron, engrailed checkey, Or, Vert, and 
Ermins ; on a cheefe Argent between two Ann'lets, fables ; 

a Bores Head, Proper. : 

Car. How’sthat, ona cheef Argent. 

Sog.-On a cheef Argent, a Bores head Preper, between 
two Ann’lets fables. | | 

Car, “Slud, it's a Hogs-cheek, and Puddings in a Pew- 
ter Field this. 

. _, [Here they lift. Faftidius mixes with Puntarvolo, Carlo and. 


Sogliardo, Deliro and Macilente, Clove and Orange, fear 
Couple. | 


nc a Reh EE I, 


| ; 

! ae 
| 

| 


Act WL Scene IV. 


: _ ~Sogliardo. [To rhem. 
OX you, good Sir Paztarvols; your Dog’s in health, 
\ Sir, I fee: how now, Carlo? 
Carl. We have ta’ne fimple pains, to choofe you out 
followers here. a 
Pant. Come hither, Signior. : 
Clove, Monficur Orange, yond’ Gallants obferve us; 
pry thee let's calk fultain aMitcle, and gull ‘em: make 
em believe we are great Schollais. | They fheaw bim the Bulls. 
Orange. O Lo:d, Sir. 
Clove. Nay, pr’y thee let's, believe me, you have an 
| excellent habit in difcourfe. a 
! Orange. It pleafes you to fay fo, Sir. | 
/ “Chve. By this Church, you ha’ la: nay, come, begin: J, 
Aviftotle in 6is Demonologia, approves Scaliger for the beft }. 
Navigator im bis time: and in bis Hypercritiques, be reports 
. bim to be Heautuntimorumenos : you underltand the Greek, 
| Sir, | ; 
Orange. O God, Sir. 
Mac:. For Socictics fake he does. O, here be a Cou- 
ple of fine came Parrots. 
. Clove. Now, Sir, whereas the Ingenuity of che time, 
¢6-and the Souls Synderi/’s are but Embrions in Nature, added 


Sog. How like ha a vane oe - 
Punt. Let the word be, Not without Mustard; your™.  - 
Creft is very rare, Sir. 2 : 
Car. A Frying-pan, to the Creft, had had no fellow. 
Faft. Intreat your poor Friend to walk off a little, 
Signior, I will falute che Knight. 3 
Car. Come, lap’c up, lap’c up. : 


vias 
‘ond 


puede AC tothe Panch of Efquiline, and the Inter-vallum of the |  Faff. Ycu are right well encountred, Sir, how does 
A Yee ‘ ‘ _ * q e ® 

Ne af Zudiack, befides the Ecliptich line being optick, and not | your fair Dog? 
¢ “Gb -- mentall, but by the contemplative and theorick pare therec f, Punt, ‘in reafonable {tare, Sir: what Citizen is that you 


/ doth demonftrate to us che vegetable cicumference, and the 
vintefity of the Tropicks, and whereas our sarellectual, or 
mincing capregl (according to the Metaphy/icks) as you | 
may read in Plazo’s Hiftoriomajtix—— You conceive me, 
Sir? 


were conforted with ? a Merchant of any worth ? 

Fast. *Tis Signior Deliro, Sir. 

Punt. Is ithe? Save you, Sir. —, [ Salute. 

Deli. Good Sir Puntarvolo, Aooyaq7' ftv Abish BSC. 
| | Maci. O, what Copy of fool would this place mini- a 
~ Orange. O Lord, Sir, | fter, to one endew’d with patience, to obferve it? ‘ 
Clove.. Then coming to the pretty Animal, as Reafon| Car. Nay look you Sir, now you are a Gentleman, 
long fince is fled to Animals, you know, or indeed for the | you muft carry amore exalted prefence, change your 
more model:xing, OF enamelling or rather diamondizing of ; Mood and Habit to a more auftere Form, be exceeding 
your fubject, you fhall percive the Hyporhe/is, or Galaxia,' proud, ftand upon your Gentility, and {corn every 
(whereof the Adctecrs long fince had their sn:tial inceptions: Man. Speak nothing humbly, never difcourfe under a 
and noticns) to be meerly Pythagorical, Mathematical, and ' Noble-man, though you ne’re faw him but riding to the 
Ariftocratical—— For look you, Sir, there is ever a kind | Star-Chamber, it’s all one. Love no Man. Truft no 
of concinnity and fpecies— Let us turn co our former dif. ; Man. Speak ill of po Man to his Face: nor well of any 
courfe, for chey mark us not. | | Man behind his back. Salute fairly on the front, and 

Fajt. Mauls, yonder’s the Knight Puntarvolo. with ’em hang’d upon the turn. Spread your felf upon 

Defi. And my Coufin Seg4ard, methinks. ! his Bofom publickly, whofe Heart you would eat in pri- 

Aaci. I, and his Familiar that haunts him, the Devil | vate. Thefe be Principles, think on them, I'll come to 
with the thining face. | you again prefently. 

Deli. Let ‘em alone, obferve ’em nor. Punt. Sirrah, keep clofe ; yet not fo clofe: thy breath 

Sog. Nay, I will have him, I am refolute for that, By | will dra ‘aed 
this Parchmene Genrlemen, I have been fo ; Seg. O, good Coufin, I am a little bufie, how does 


ome-- 


HA 


tk’ 


M2, 


‘Sogliardo, Pun ae ; : . : 
ale Carl, told among the Harrots yonder, you will | my Neece ¢ I am to walk wicha Knight, here. 
walks. not believe, they do {peak i? che ftrangeft | 


| Language, and give a Man the hardeft 
Terms for his Money, that ever you knew. 
Car. Batha’ you Arms, ha’ you Arms? 


Act Ill. Scene V. 
[To them. 


Sog. Y’faith, I thank them, I can write my {elf 
Gendeman now, here's my Patrent, it colt me Thircy 
Pound, by this breath. 7 | 

Punt, A very fair Coat, wel charg’d and full of Ar- 
mo: y.& ComenA'ta Liebe tas_q: 

Sog. Nay, it has as much varicty of Colours in it, as 
you have feen a Coat have, how like you the Creft, 
sibs | 

Punt. 1 underftand ic not well, what is’t ? 

_ Seg. Marry, Sir, itis your Bore wichout a head Ram- 
ant, | . | a 
A Bore without a Flead, that’s very rare! 
Car.,I, and Rampant too: troth, I commend che He- 


Fungofo, Taylor. 


He is here, look you Sir, that’s the Gentleman. 

Tay. What, hei’ the Bluth-coloured Sattin ? 
Fung. 1, he Sir: though his Sure blufh, he bluthes noe, 
look you, that’s the Sute, Sir : I would have mine 


fuch a Suce without difference, fuch Stuff, fuch a Wing, @ 
fuch a Sleeve, fuch a Skirt, Belly and all; therefore, . 


pray you obferve ic. .Have you a Pairof Tables? Capos. 
| Faft,. Why do you fee, Sir? they fay I am Phantatti- 


cal: why, crue, [know ir, and I purfue my Humour 
{till, in contempt of this cenforious Age. ’S 

a Man fhould do nothing, but what a fort of ftale Judg- 
ments about this “Town willapprove in him, he were a 


lighe an’ | 


ralds wit, he has dezyphered him well: A Swine without 
a Head, without Brain, Wit, any ching indeed, ramp- | more fault wich a Fafhion, than they that knew not 
/\ ing to Gentility. You can blazon che reft, Signior? | how co pute themfelves inco’t. For mine own part, fo I 
can you not ? : pleafe mine own Appetite, I am carelefs what the fulty 
, World {peaks of m¢- uh, Herren v ele Wien — Fung. 
P la a re 


tod fb oak i a nal wee fd? 


es 
= 
. ry — ra a 


feet Afs: Pid beg him Pfaich.I ne’re knew any more find 


| 


as! = ERC Snecma = acer | 
- 
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Every Man out of bis Hiunsnr. 43 


Fung. Do you mark, how it hangs at the Knee there? 

Tay. I warrant you, Sir. - eg. So 

Fung. For Gods fake do, note all : do you fee the Col- 
ler, Sir. it 

Tay. Fear nothing, it fhall not differ in a Stich, Sir. 

Fang. Pray heav’n it do not, youl make thefe Li- 
nings ferve? and help me co a Ghapman for. the Out-fide, 


will you? 


Tay. Vil do my beft, Sir: you'l put ie off prefently ? 

Fung. 1, go with me to my Chamber you {fhall have 
it but make hafte of it, for the love of a Cuftomer, 
for Dll fica my old Sute, or elfe lye a Bed, and read the 
Arcadia till you have done. -_ 

Car. O, if ever you were ftruck with a Jeft, Gallants, 
now, now, Ido ufher the moft ftrange piece of Mili- 
tary profeffion that ever was difcover’d in In/zla Panlina. 

Faf. Where? where ? €7@,<. ry Cok gouyr, fa G. 


| Pant. What is he fora Creature 2a (Ms, nee 
Cer. A Pimp, a Pimp, that Ihave obferv’d yonde 


the rareft /uperfices of a hnmour ; he comes every morn- 
ing to empty his Lungs in Paws here ; and offers up fome 
five or fix Hecatombs of Faces and Sighs and away again. 


“9 Here he comes; nay, walk, walk, be not feen to note 


him, and we fhall have excellent {port. 
Act II. Scene VI. 


Shift. . [To them. 
Pos fan fee nacw frre 
Punt. CWLid, he vented -a Sigh e’ne now, I thought he 
S would have blown up the Church. = 
Car. O, you fhall have him give a number of thofe 
falfe Fires e’re he depart. | a 
Faft. See, now he is expoftulating with his Rapier ! 
look, look. ar 
Cer. Did you ever, in your days, obférve bette Paf- 
fion over a Hilt ? | 
Pent. Except it were in the Perfon of a Cutlers Boy, 
or that the fellow were nothing bute Vapour, I fhould 
think it impoffible. 2 fa2 As afar. fo ; 
Car. See again, he claps his § ord 0’ thé hea » 2swho 
fhould fay, well, go to. 


felf, being fo provoke. : 
Car. With that, the moody Squire thumpt bis Breaft, 2 


And reav'd bis Eyeto Heaven for revenge. e | 
Sog. Troth, an’ you be good Gentlemen, let’s make | 


"em Friends, and take up the matter between his Rapiet 
and him. : 

Car. Nay, if you intend that, you muft lay down 
the matter ; for this Rapier (it feems) is in the nature 
of a hanger on, and the good Gentleman would happily 
be rid of him. | 

Faft. By my faith, and ’tis to be fulpe&ed, Pllask him. 
Maci. O, here’s rich Stuff, for Lifes fake, let us go. 
A Man would with himfelf a fenfelef§ Pillar, 
Rather than view chele monftrous Prodigies : 
Nil babet infalix paupertas durius in fe, 
Quam quod ridiculos bomines facit—— 
Fast. Sigmior. 
Shift. Ac your Service. 
Fast. Will you fell your Rapier ? | 
Car. He is curn’d wild upon the queftion, he looks as 
he had feen a Serjeant. e “yy eee of thace , <@ os 
Shift. Sell my Rapier now fate blefs me. aii) oh sas 
Punt. Amen. —- ec * A 
Shift. You ask’e me, if I would fell my Rapier, Sir? 
Faft. I did indeed. | 
Shift. Now, Lord have mercy upon me. 
Punt. Amen, Ufay fill. — 
Shift. Sid Sir, what fhould you behold in my Face, 
Sir, that fhoutd move you (as they fay, Sir) to ask me, 
Sir, if I would fell my Rapier ? : 


| part of France artd-the Low Countrey: Ihave Leert Vib 


: tort, Sir) ° 
Faf. O violence ! I wonder the Blade can contain ic | 


Fast. Nay (tet tne pray you; Siry Be noe mov'th :.1 
proteft, I would rather have been filent, than: any tay 
offenfive, had I known your mafare, 

Shift. Sell my Rapier ? ’ods lid « Nay, Sir ¢for ralnd 
own patt) as ¥ aft a: Man that has ferv’'d in Cafes,’ or 
fo, fo 1am not apt to.injure any Gentleman in thé ae 
gree of falling font; but (felt thy “Rapier? ) £ wilt tell 
you; Sir, I have ferv’d with this -fodlifi Rapier, “where 
fome of us dare nbt’appear inhafte’s f hame rio’ Man? 
but fec thac pais. (Self thy Rapier#). deach cb bare 
This Rapier, Sir, has travail’d by my fide, Sif, thd'b 
Brill, and the Havwe, with'this Rapier; Sit, th rly’ LO 
of Leyfers time : afd (by Gods will} ‘He that fhoulr of- 
fer to difrapier tie’ iow, I would——— Look’ $58 Sir, 
you prefume to be'4 Genrlertian of fort, and f fo likewife 
your’ Friends here,’ if you havé ‘atly difpofition ‘to tra: 
vel, for thé fight of fervice, or fo; orie; two, oral ‘of 
you, Fan lend you Letters, tu divérs Officers and €30int- 
mandérs th che Joh. Countries, chac-fhalt for ty cate do 
you all the good Offices; that thal Packer or pelong tb 
Gentlemen of your--————— Pleafe’ you ‘td ‘fhew'the  — 
bounty of your thind, Sir, to inhpatt fothe Teh Groatk “+ < «30 | 
or halfa Crown td'our ule, tit our'abylicy be of growth “227 2” 
to térath ie, arid we fhall think out wt Whde we Bytyt, 
fell my Rapier? 1 1 LO Fated PS OC te 
efage: LPTAY Yous Whiat faid he, Sighior ? He 2 ptdper 

a = . RS flo uewoe dart * ae we Sele poe en ian oo et A 


aft. Marry hid celle mie, 36-4 pleale'to’thest. tHe Bot 


ty 3 my ‘mind, to ienpart foe cent. Grades to'Hisufe, 
Or {ene CO a DENI et 
Punt. Break his head and give it him. so 
_ Car.Uchought he had been playing othe Fews Fruthp,I. 
Shif. My Rpiér? no'Sit £ my Rapier 6 : 
my Defence, Revenue, my Honont § i yon die 
not impart, be Fectee! F and F | 


4M 


tain ley wherd thts ‘is 4 Gein ar Dutt, be ‘Diop of 


Water. (Hard isthe’ choice wich ‘de valiatte: miuit é4 


their Arms, or élen:)-Sefl ny Rapier? nto, my deat, | “# - 


will not be divorc’d from thee, yer s } Have éver four 
thee true ‘as Stéefo- ‘ard = ¢annét impart: Sit ?) 
Save you Geiitlement ; (fitverthetefs'if you have & fanty 


Feft, Prethee away : i3 Signior Delity departed ? 


Gare He you feert a Piaxp dut-fice his vm wants Bet, 


Sog. Ledfiitnénd hich, thatcan diffemble ’etn'fo well. 

Punt. True, and having no better a'cloke fer it; than 
he hat neither, © 0 

Faft. Gods precious, what mifchieVous hack 1 this ! 


adie Gentlemen. 


Punt. Whither in fuch hafte ? Mohfieut' Faftidias,: ™ - - 
Faff. After my Merchant; Stgniot Delito, Sir. °° 
Carl, O hinder him fot, -hée may hap tof his tide, 2 

good Flounder ? faithe = 
Oran. Hark you, Signiot Whiffe, 2 word with you. 

: fOange arid Clove eal Shift afde. 

Car. How ? Signior Wife? 

Oran. What was the difference berweén that Gallant 
that’s gone, and you, Sit? a 
Shif. No difference ; he would ha’ given’ me Five 


| Poaond for my Rapier, and I refus’d it; chat’sall. 


Clo. O, was't tio othérwife ? we chought -yow had 
been upon fome Terms. : 
Sbif. No other than you faw, Sir." 
Clov. Adieu, good Mafter Apple- Fobn. 5 as 
Car. How ? Wbiffe, anid Apple-Fobn vo? Heait, what'll AY, 
ou fay if this be fhe Appendix, or Label to both yond]a7 7. +e 
Iulentines 2 = upacgen gummed 51, etl pv 45 SO fe 
Punt. It may be. A* ia oye. fs 
Car. Refolve us of it Fanas, thou that look’ftevery way: 
or thou Hercules, that haft travell’d alt Countries. /  W/4 
Punt. Nay, Carlo, {petid not time in Invocations now, 
cis late. : 
G 2 Car. 


_ - 


44 


| Fvery Man out of «bis A uino0Hl, 


: Cer. Signior, here’s a,Gentleman defirous of your 
Name ro er ae eee tes : : 
< "Ship ir, my name is Cavalier Shift : I-am known ful- 
ficiently in this walk, Sir, ts, | 
Car. Shift? Uhéard your name varied ¢’en now, as | 
Oki | 
se Shif, True, Sir, dt pleafes the World (as I am her ex: 
cellent Labacconi?) tp :give me the Stile of Signiot 
Whiffe: asl ama poor Efquire about. the Town, here, 
they: ‘call me. Mafter Apple Fobn. Variety of good 
Wames.does well, Si, 
"Car. 1. and good parts, ‘to make thofe good names : 
out of which I imagin yond Bills to be yours. . 
oe sh if. Sir, if Ifhould deny. the Manuicripts, I were 
worthy to be-banifht ghe middie Ifle, for.ever.. , 
© Gar. Leake your word, Sir:.this, Gentleman has. fub- 
Fcrib’d' to ’em, and is.m 


. 
. 


nd is.moft defirous to,become your Pu- 
pil. “Marry you mpft uf expedition.” Signior Infulfo Sog- 
jarda, this js thé-Rrofeffor., | 


| p du lga'?’ Sag. In good time, Sir; nay, good: Sir, houfe: your 
ra hu jhe ead : do ae profefs thefe Sights in Tabacco? _ 
fe Saf. I, do more’than profefs, Sir,.and (if you pleafc 
7 to bea Practitioner) J will undertake inone fortnight to 
bring you, that you. fhall cake ic planfibly in any Ordina: 
ry, Theatre, or the Tile-yard, if need. be, i’ che matt 
popular Affembly that js. 6 Se ee ee Ne 
_ , Pyat, But you cannot bring:him to the wbiffe, fo fon ¢ 
 Sbif. Yes, as foon; Sit: he fhall receive the firft, fecond, 
pore se biffe, if-it pleafe him,. and (upon th¢ receipt) 
take. %s Horle, drink his three Cups of Canary, and ex- 
pofe one at Hounflow, a fecond ac Stanes, and a third at 
_— Bagfhor. ete Sg ee ote 
y Car. Baw-waw.!,, Cet ge sees ee 
place L, sag-, You will not, ferve me,.Sir, wall you? Tl give 
ahecoef minp YOR more than GOUMeDANCE. wp Ng sa 
+ Sléf: Pardon.me, Sir,.I do fcorn,to ferve any Man. | 
ppt Se Care Who? be deryg? he !-he keepsshigh men, and 
ay iy (> low men, -he ! fig has.a fair rig as oh i wa ee 
‘faith, fet, oof ‘Shif, But in the nature of a fellow, ‘I'l be your. fol- 
i. ‘oary? lower,.if you,pleale. oe 
i Sog.-Sir, you fhall ftay, and dine with me,, and if 
af TP ~"we.can agree,. we'll ‘not part in hafte: Iam very boun- 
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. Punt. Your Miter is your beft Houfe,.  - — 

. Shif. I.can,.make this Dog take as many wbiffes as I 
lift, and he thall retain, or eftume them, at my pleafure. 
Punt, By your patience, follow me, Fellows... __ 

Sigg. Sir, Paptarwolot..e 
| Punt. Pardon me, my Dog fhall not eat in his Com- 
'. -*pany fora Million. ts nS 
| Car. Nay, be not you amaz’d, Signior Whiffe, what 
e’re that Suff-necke Gentleman fays. ~ | : 
Sog. No, for, you-do not know the humour of the 
Dog,:as we do: where fhall wedine, Carlo? I would 
fain goto one of thefe Ordinaries, now 1am a Gentleman. 
Car. So, you may,,,were you never at any yet? - 
: Sog, No faith, .bue they fay there reforts your moft 
choice Gallants, ae oe fae ae 
-, Car, True,; and-the fafhion is, when any’ ftranger 
comes in amongit ’em, they all ftand-up.and ftare, at 
him, as he were fome unknown. Beaft, brought out of 
 Affrick : but. that'll be help’t with a good adventurous 
Face. , You muft be. impudent enaugh, fit down, and 
ufe no refpe@ ; when any thing’s propounded. above your 
. Capacity, {mile at ir, make two or three Faces; and 
vy dis excellent, they'll chink you have travail’d : though 
 Sws“4you argue, a whole day, in filence thus, and difcourfe 
“in nothing buc laughter, ’ewill pafs. Only (now and 
then) give fire, difcharge a good full Oath, and offer a 
great Wager, ’ewill be admirable. _ 
_. Sog. [warrant yoy, I am refolute : come, good Signior, 
there’s a poor French Crown for your Ordinary. 
_ Shift. Ie comes well, for I had not fo much as the 
HWS \aft Portcullice of Coyn before. 


tiful to Men of Quality. Where thall we go, Signior? .} 


| for the fetting up of our name, in the boncnrable bulume of Gen- 


| pray God to blels yOlbs 


-. te, GREX. | 
Mit. I travel wich another obje@tion, Signior, which 
I fear will be enforc’d againtt.the Aucthos;-‘e’re I can be 
deliver'd of ic. _ 
Cor, .What’s ehat, Sir? oo 
- Mit. That the argument of his Comedy might have 
besn of {ome:other nature, as of a Duke to bein love 
with a Countefs, and that Countrefs to be in love with 
the Dukes Son, and the Son to love the Ladies Waiting- 
maid : fome fuch crofs wooing, wich a Clown to their 
Servingman, better than to be chus near, ans familliarly 
allied to the time. AQ tf, Raul A. feu 604 pop. 
Cor. You fay well, but I would fain hear one of thefe 4 
autumne Judgements define once, Quid fit Comedia ? if hee. 
cannot, lee him content himfelf wich Cicero’s detmition 
(till he have ftrength to propofe to himfelf a better) who 
would have a Comedy to be Imitatio vite, Speculum con- 
fuetudinss, Imago veritatis; a thing throughout pleafant, 
and ridiculous, and accommodated to the corre@ion of 
manners: if the Maker have fail’dinany Particle of this, pec? 4s 


v 


they may worthily cax him + but if nor, why —— be you “KIA, |: 


(that are tor them) filent, as L will be for him; and give 
way to the Actors. =~ | | 


A@ II. Scene VIL 
! ‘Sordido, Hine. 


Ay, gods-pretious, if the Weather and With a Hal- 
Seafon be fo .refpedtlefs, that Beggers ter about dis 


fhall live as well as their Betters ; and that my che 
htinger ‘and ‘thirft for Riches, thall not make them hun- 
ger andthirft with Poverty ; that my fleep fhall be bro- 
ken, and their Hearts not broken ; that my Coffers fhall 
be full, and yet care ;-theirs empty, and yet merry! 
*Tis tinie, that a Crofs fhould bear Flceth and Blood, fince. 
Flefh and Blood cannot bear this Crofs. | 
| GRE X. | 
“Mit. What, will he hang himfelf?” - 

Cor. Faith I, ic feems his Prognoftication has not kept 
touch wich him, and that makes him defpair, 
. Mit. Befhrowe me, he will be out of his humour then, 
indeed. | : 
Sor. Tut, thefe Star-monger Knaves, who would truft 
‘em? one fays, dark and rainy, when ‘cis as clear as 
Chryftal; another fays, tempeftuous blafts and {torms, 
and ‘twas as calm as a Milk-bowl ; here befweet Rafcals 
for'a man to credit his whole Fortunes with : You Sky- 
ftaring Cocks-combs you, you Fat brains, out upon you ; 
you are good for nothing but ro {weat Night-caps, and 
make Rug-gown¢dear! You learned Men, and havenot 
a legion of Devils, 4 voftre fervice! a voftre fervice ! by 
Heaven, I think I fhall dye a better Schollar chan they ° 
but foft, how now, Sirrah. 

Hine. Here’sa Letter come from your Son, Sir. - 

Sord, From my Son, Sir? what would my Son, Sir? 
fome good news, no doubt. 


The LETTER. 


Weet and dear Father (defiring you firft to [end me your ble[- 

fing, which 2 more worth to me than gold or filver) I deftre 
you likewifeto be advertifed, that this Shrovetide (contrary to 
cuftom) we ufe always tobave Revells ; which ss indeed dan- 
ging and makes an excellent {hew in truth ; e{pecially if we Gen- 
tlemen be well attir'd, which our Seniors note, and think the bet- 
ter of our Fathers, the better we are maintaiwd, and that they 
fhall know if they come up, and have anything todo im the Law: 
therefore, good Father, thefe ave (for your can fake as well as 
mine) tore-defire you, that you let me not want that which w fit 


r 


tility, that I may fay to cur Calumuiatirs, witb Tully, Ego 
{um ortus domus mez, tu octalustuz. And thus (not deubt- 
ing of your fatherly benevolence) Inunzbly ask your Biefing and 
Yours, if his own. | 


Ale yay of, eal pron SaeBarn at bray gues sf Wow’s 
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each! bes fof 


| 


| 


Every Man out of bis Humour. 
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ow’s this! Yours, if bis own? is he not my Son, except 
[ be hisown Son? Belike this is fome new kind of fub- 
fcription the Gallants ufe. Well! wherefore doft chou ftay 
Knave? Away: go. Here’sa Letter indeed! Revels: 
and Benevolence ? is this a weather to fend Benevo- 
lence? or is this a feafon to Revel in ? ’Slid the Devil 
and all takes part to vex me, I think! chis Letter would 
never have come now elfe, now, now, when the Sun 
fhines, and the Air thus clear. Soul, if this hold; we 
fhall fhortly have an excellent crop of Corn fpring out 
of the high ways: the Streets, and Houfes of the 
Town will be hid with the ranknefs of the Fruits; that 
grow there in {pight of good Husbandry. Goto, I'll 
prevent the fight of it, come as quickly as itcan, I will 
prevent the fight of it. Ihave this remedy, Heaven. 
Stay; [llery the pain chus a little, O, nothing, nothing. 
Well. now ! fhall my Son gain a Benevolence by. my 
Death? or any Body be the better for my Gold, or fo 
forth ? No; alive I kept it from ’em, and (dead) my 
Ghoft fhall walk aboue it, and preferve ic; my Son and 


Daughter fhall ftarve e’er they touch it, I have hid ie 


_of Law, and by my confent he fhall anfwer’t. 


¢ My Barns and rf 


Cts 


ds deep as Hell from che fight of Heaven, and to it I go 


now. [ Falls off: 
A&t II. Scene VIL 

Raftsci. [ To bien 

Ruf.t. A Y me, what pitiful fight is this! help, help, 


help. 

Ruf.2. How ma what's the matter ? 

Ruft.1. O, here’s a Man has hang’d himfelf, help to 
gethim again. | 

Ruf.2. Hang’d himfelf? ’Slid carry him afore a Ju- 
tice, ‘cis chance-medly, o? my word. 

Ruf. 3. How now, whats here’ to do? 

Ruf. 4. How comes this? 

Ruf. 2: One has executed himfelf, contrary to order 


Ruf. 5. Would he were in cafe to anfwer ic. 

Ruf. 1. Stand by, he recovers, give him breath. 

Sord. Oh. | 

Rift. 5. Mafs, twas well you went the foot-way, 
Neighbour. z 

Ruft.1. I, an’ Thad not cut the Halter. 

Sord. How! cut the Halrer? Ay me, Iam undone, 
Tam undone. F 

Ruf. 2. Marry, if youhad not been 
been hane’d I can tell you. ¥ 

Sord. You thread-bare horfe-bread-eating Rafcals, if 
you would needs have been meddling, could you not 
have untied it, but you muft cut it? and in the midft 
too! Ay me. | | we 

Ruf. 1. Out on me, ’tis the Catcerpiller Sordido! how 
curfed are che Poor, that the Viper was bleft wich this 
good fortune ? _ 

Ruf. 2. Nay, how accurft art thou, that art caufe to 
the curfe of the Poor? | 

Rift. 3. 1, and to fave fo wretched a Caytiff ? 

Ruf.4. Curft be chy Fingers that loos’d him. | 

Ruft.2. Some defperate Fury poffefs thee, that chou 
maift hang thy felf coo. - oe 

Ruff. 5. Never maift thou be fav’d, that fav’d fo 
damn’d a Monifter. oe 

Sord. What Curfes breathe thefe Men! how have my 

decds , : 

Made my looks differ from another Mans, 
That they fhould thus deteft, and lothe my life! 
Out on my wretched humour, ic is that | 
Makes me thus monftrous in true human Eyes. 
Pardon me (gentle Friends).I’ll make fair mends 
For my foul errors paft, and cwenty-fold 
Reftore to all Men, what with wrong I rob’d them: 
fhall ftand open ftill 


undone, you had 
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To all the Poor chat come, and niy beft Grain 
Be made Alms-bread, co feed half-tamifht Motthes. 
Though hitherto amoneft you I have liv'd, 
Like an unfavoury Muck-hill to my felf, 7 
Yet now my gather’d heaps being fpread abroad, 
Shall curnto better and more fruieful ufes. 
Blefs then this Man, Curfe him no more for faving 
My Life and Soul together... O, how deeply 
The bitter Curfes of the Poor do pierce ! 
Iam. by wonder chang’d; come in with me 
And witnefs my. Repentance : now I prove, 
“No Life is bleft, chat is not grac’t with Love. 
Ruf. 2. O miracle ! fee when a Man has grace ! 
Ruff, 3. Had’t.not been pitty, fo good a Man fhould 
have been cait away ? a 
Ruff. 2. Well, Pll get our Clerk put His Converfion 
in the 4@s and Monuments. a 
Ruft. 4. Do, for I warrant him he’s a Martyr. | 
Ruf. 2. O God; how he wept, if you mark’t ic! did 
you fee how the tears trill’d ? . 8 
Ref. 5. Yes, believe me, like Mafter Vicars Bowles 
upon the Green for all the World. 7 
3. or 4. O Neighbour, God’s Bleffing o’your Heart, 


Neighbour, ’twasa good grateful deed. 


GRE X. 


Cor. How now, Mts ? what’s that you confider fo 
ferfoully ¢ . ‘ 
Mst. Troth, that which doth effentially pleafeme,. , ,, 
the warping condition of this green and Rey Multi- VA estas 
tude ; Be in good faith, Sigsior, your Author hath large- ee Le 
ly out-ftript my expeétation in this Scene, I will liberal-“77 “77 
ly confefs it. For when I {aw Sordido fo defperately in-,_ Loo fi 
tended, I chought I had had a hand of him, then. -¢- 5773 42,5 
Cor, What? you fuppos’d he fhould have hung himfélf./<, 
indeed ? | = Leng 
Mir. 1 did, and had fram’d my objection to it ready, 
which may yet be very fitly urg’d, and with fome necef- 


‘| ficy : for though his purpos’d violence loft th’ effec, and 


extended not to death, yet the intent and horror of the 


| obje&, was more than the nature of a Comedie will m 


any fort admit. | 

Cor. 12? what think you of Plesutus, in his Comedie, cal- 
led Céfellaria, there ? where he brings in Alcefimarchye 
with a drawn Sword ready to kill himfelf, and as he is 
e’en fixing his Breaft upon it, to be reftrain’d from his 
refolv’d outrage, by Silenium and the Bawd: is not his 
Authority of power to give our Scexe approbation? - 

Mit. Sir, I have this only evafion left me, to fay, Z a Jaf — 
think it be fo indeed, your memory is happier than mine : but,/G«x7: 94 Z 
I wonder, what or he willufe co bring the rer out : 
of their humours ! CA .2 «02g nS po A pte pa af 

Cor. That will appear anon, never pre-occupy your Lote 
imagination withall. Lec your mind keep compan FA 
with the Scene ftill, which now removes it felf from “2% “7 *~: 
the Country tothe Court. Here comes Macilente and 777 A. 
Signior Brisk, frefhly fuited, lofe not your felf, for now Peg 3 
the Epzafis* or bufie part of our fubject is in a&. le Le Le 
Md ar 


We 
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Ag | If, Scene IX. Yor oNH 5? 
k, Cinedo, Savial ae oo ge 
‘olina, ; ‘abies Cn 
te a thes Mista tes SF aise 
Faft, Ww snow, Signior Macilente, you are not on- hla * 
ly welcome to the Court, but alfo to my 744, Aarrr 
Miftris’s withdrawing Chamber : But, get me fome Ta- Cvffee/7 ¢ 
baceo, Pil bue go in, and fhew I am here, and come to 
you prefently, Sir. : 
Maci. What's chat he faid? by Heaven, I marke him 


not: 
My thoughts and I were of another World. - 


| I was admiring mine own out-fide here, 


To think what Priviledge and Palm it bears 


Here, 
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te $ild. fu- By Heaven (1 think ) a thoufand, rhoufand: Year. 
'74,,. 4% .His Gravity, his Wifdom, and his Faith, 
" Che. To my dread Soveraign ( graces that furvive him ) 
as 


ie her prefencly Sir, (7ab.) you'll fay you never ac- 
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Here, in the Court ! Be a Man ne’er fo vile 

In Wie, in Judgment, Manners, or what elfe ; 

If he can purchafe but a Silken cover, 

He fhall not only pafs, but pafs regarded : 

Whereas, let him e poor, and meanly clad, ' 
Though ne’er fo richly parced, you fhall have 

A Fellow (that knows totfiing but his Beef, 

Or how to rince his clammy Guts in Beer.) 

Will take him by the Shoulders, or the Throat, 
And kick him down the Stairs. Such is the ftate, 
Of Vertue in bad Clothes! .ha, ha, ha, ha, 

That Raiment fhould be in fuch high — 
How long fhould I be, e’er I fhould put o | 
To the Lord Chancellor’s Tomb, or the Sheriffs Pofts? — 


Thefe I could well indure to reverence, .. 
But not his Tomb: no more than Pld commend 

The Chappel: Organ, for the gilt without, | 
Or this Bafe-Viol, for the varnifhe Face. a 

Faft. I fear I have made you ftay fomewhat long, 
Sir; but is my Tabacco ready Boy? - ye 

Cine. I, Sir. : : 

Fait. Give me, my Miftris is upon coming, you fhall 
cofted a more piercing Wit. ‘This Tabacco is not dri 
Boy, or elfe the Pipe is defective. Oh, your Wits of 
Italy are nothing comparable to her! her Brain ’s a ve- 
ry Quiver of Jeits! and the does dart them abroad with 
that {weee, loofe, and judicial aim, that you would-——— 
here fhe comes, Sir. oo 
| * L She ss feen, and goes in again, 

Maci. >T was time, his invention had been bog’d elfé. 

Savi, Give me my Fan there. 7 

Maci. How now, Monjfieur Brisk ? - 

Faft. A kind of affe@tionate Reverence ftrikes me with 
a cold fhivering (methinks.) — | 

Mazi. Ul\tke fuch tempers well, as ftand before their 
Miftreffes with fear and trembling; and before their 
Maker, like impudent Mountains. 

Fat. By this Hand, Pid fpend twenty Pound my 
Vaulting-horfe ftood here now, fhe might fee me do but 
one ‘Trick. 7 | 3 

Maci. Why, does the love a&tivity ? 


Mee Lang l Cine. Or if you had but your long Stockings on, to 
Gave» Ibe dancing a Galliard, as fhe comes a aati. 


Fast. I, either. ©, thefe ftirring humours make La- 
dies mad with defire: fhe comes. My good Genius em- 
bolden me; Boy, the Pipe quickly, - : 

Maci. What? will he give her Mutick ? , 

Faft. A fecond good morrow tomy fair Miftris, * 

Savi. Fair Servant, Ill thank you a Day hence, when 
the Date of your Salutation comes forth. : 

Faf. How like you thatanfwer ? is’t not admirable ? 

Maci. I were a fimple Courtier, if, E could not admire 
trifles, Sir. a | 

Faft. Troth, fweet Lady, I fhall (Zab.) be prepar’d to 
‘give you thanks for chofe thanks, and (Zab.) fady more 
officious, and obfequious regards (7eb.) to your fair 
Beauties. (Tab.) Mend the Pipe Boy. 

| : [ He talks, and takes Tabacco between. 

Maci. I ne'er knew Tabacco taken ag a Parenthefis 
before. : : ; 

Faff. "Fore God ( {weet Lady ) believe it, E do ho- 
nour the meaneft Rufh in this Chamber for your [ove. 

Savi. I, you need not tell me that, Sir, 
do prize a Ruth before my Love. 

Maci. Isthis the wonder of Nations? 

Faft. O, by this Air, pardon me, I faid for your Love, 
by this Light: but ie is the accuftomed fharpnefs of 
your Ingenuity, {weet Miftrefs, co —— Mafs your Viol’s 
new ftrung, methinks. | 
| He takes down the Viol, and plays between. 
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Every Man out of bis Humour, 


him to flander her, 
he had faid Wit for Ingenuiry, as he meant ir, <, 


I do think you | 


y pA po for ih, rg? ha fer be Him, 


a 
Maci. Ingenuity ! I fee his ignorance will noe fuffer 
which he had done moft notably, if 


Fat. By the foulaf Matick, Lady ( Asm, bans. ) 
Savi. Would we might hear it once. | 
Fa/t. do more adore and admire your (bam, bum, ) pre- 


dominant perfections; chan (4am, bam ) ever I thall have 


power and faculty to exprefs (bum. ) 
Savi. Upon the Viol de Gambo, you mean ? 
| Faft. I¢s miferably ouc of Tune, by this Hand. 
Savi. Nay, rather by che Fingers. 
Maci. It makes good Harmony with her Wit. - 
Fast, Sweet Lady, tune it. Boy, fome Tabacco. 
Masi. Tabaceo again? he does court his Miftrefs 
with very exceeding good changes. . _ _ 
Faft. Signior Matilente, you také none, Sir? (Jab. ) 
Mac?. No, unlefs I had a Mittrefs, Signior, ic were a 
great indecorum for me totake Tabacco, 
Fas?#. How like you her Wit? (7ab.) 
Maci. Her Ingenuity is excellent, Sir. 
el You fee the fubjeé of her {weet Fingers there? 
ab. } , | | 
Ohi, the tickles it fo, that (7ab.) the makes it laugh moft 
divinely ; (Zab.) Pll cell you a good jeft now, and your 
felf fhall fay. it’s a good one: I have witht my felf to 
be that Inftrument (I think ) a thouland times, and not 
fo few, by Heaven (Tab,) 
Maci. Not unlike, Sir: but how ? to be cas’d up, and 
hung by onthe Wall? — bh Se 
_ Faft. O,no, Sir, to be in ufe I affure you; as your 
judicious Eyes may teftifie. (Tad.) | 
Savi. Here, Servant, if you will play, come. 
Faj?. Inftancly, {weet Lady. ( Tab.) In good faith, 
here’s moft divine Tabacco! 
Savi. Nay, I cannot ftay to dance after your Pipe. - 
Faft. Good! nay, deat Lady, itay: by this fweet 
{moke, I think your Wit be all fire. (Tad.) 
Maci, And he’s the Salainander belorigs to it... 
Savi. Is your ‘Tabacca perfum’d, Servane? that you 
{wear by che fweet {moke? — | sa 
Fast. Still more excellent ! ( before Heaven, and thefe 
brighe Lights ) [think (7ab.} you are made of Igenui- 
ty, I. (Tad.) a ae ' 
Maci. True, as your difcourfe is: O abominable ! 
Faft. Will your Ladifhip take any ? — | 
Savi. O, peace! pray yous I love not the breath of 
Woodcock’s:head. 3 | 
Faf. Meaning my Head, Lady 7h | 
Savi. Not altogether fo, Sir; but (as it were fatal to 
their follies that think td grace themfelves with taking 
Tabacco, when they want better entertainment) you fee 
your Pipe bears the erue form of 2 Woodcock’s-head. 
Faff. O admirable fimzle ! | | 
Savi. "Tis beft leaving of you in admiration, Sir. 
Maci. Are thefe the admired Lady-wies, chat having fo 
good a plain Song, can run no better divifion upon ic? All 
her jefts are of the ftamp;{ Aderch was fifteen Years ago.) 
Is this the Comet, Monfieur Faftidixs, that your Gallants 
wonder at fo? » 9 
Fat. Heart of a Gentleman, to negle& me afare pre- 
fence thus! Sweet Sir, I befeech you be filent in my dif- 
grace. By the Mufes, I was never in fo vile a humour in 
my life,and her Wit was atthe flood too. Report it not 


‘for a million, good Sir; let me be fo far endear’d to your 


love. ; | 
GREX 
Mit. What follows next, Signior Cordetws ? this Gal- 
lane’s humour is almoft {pent, methinks it ebbs apace,: 
with this contrary breath of his Miltrefs. : | 
_ Cor. O, but it will flow again for all this, till chere 
come a general drought of humour among all our Adors, 
and then’ fear noc but his will fall aslow asany. See 
who prefents himfelf here! | 
*weedior off Lr fad, fy alton Atit. What, 
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| Mit. What’ che old cafe?. - take upon me to take 
Cer. Pfaith, which makes it the more pitiful 3 you un- ; ment co pleafe her. 
deritand where the Scene is? Deli. Be pleas’d, {weet Wife, and they thal. ha’ done, 
ins 7 | | and would co fate, my life were done, if I can never 
' pleafe chee. | | | | 
Act IV. Scene I. Maci. Save you, Lady, where is Mafter Deliro ? 
: . eo | Deliro. Here, Matter Macilénte: you are welcome 
Fallace, Funzofo. | + from Court, Sir; no doube you have been grace ex- 
. . ; ceedingly of Mafter Brisk’s Miftrifs, and the reft of the 
\ HY are you fo melancholy, Brother ? ; Ladics tor his fake. | 
Fung. Lam not melancholy, I thank you, Sifter. | Maei. Alas, the poor phantaft ick! he’s f{carce knewn 
Fa). Why are you not merry chen? there are buc two | To any Lady theres and thofe chat know him, 
of us in all the World, and if we fhould not be comforts Know hin: che fimpleft Man of all chey know: 
one to another,.God helpus, | a Deride, and play upon his amorous humours, 
Fung. Faith, 1 cannot tell, Sifter, but if a-Man had | Though he butapifhly doth imicate” 
any true melancholy in him, ic would make him melan- | The gallanef{t Courtiers kifling Ladies Pumps. 4. 2 aves 
choly to fee his yeomanly Father cut his Neighbours | Holding the Cloth tor chem, praifing their Wits, .. © Jan ‘sean Kel, 
Throats, to make his Sona Gentleman: and yet when | And fervitely obferving every one, 1 Aad ge K . C 
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a Wile, if Thad no more judg- 


ee ee on 


he has cut ’em, he will fee his Sons Throat cut too, e’er | 
he make him a true Gentlenyan indeed, before Death 
cut hisown Throat. I muft be the firlt Head of our 
Houle, and yer he will not give me the Head till I be 
made fo. Is any Man term’d.a Gentleman chat is noc 
always 7 the fafhion? I would ‘know but that. 

Fal. If you be melancholy for that, Brother, I think I 
have as much caufe to. be melancholy, as any one: for Vil 


be fworn, [lived as little in the fafhion, as any Woman |} 
in London. . Py the faith of a Gentlewoman, (Beat } 


that I am to fay it) I ha’ not one Friend ithe World be- 
Brisk, Brother ? 


well in truth. By this Hand,-I could fight with all 
my Heart, methinks. | 

Fal: ar good Brother, be not refolutce. F 

Fung. Ufent him a Letter, and he wriges me no anfwer 
saiher & oT oy Hp TK fy jis fe 

Fal. Oh, {weet Faftidixs Brisk! O fine Courtier ! chou 
- art he mak’{t me figh, and fay, how blefled is chac 
Woman that hatha Courtier to her Husband! and 
how miferable a Dame fhe is, that hath neicher Huf- 
band, nor Friend i’ che Court! O, {weet Fafidins 1 O 
fine Courtier ! How comely he bowes him in his Court’- 
fie: how full he hirs a Woman between the Lips when 
he kiiles! how upright he fits ae the Table! how dain- 
tily he Carves ! how fweetly he Talks, and tells News 
of this Lord, and of that Lady! how cleanly he wipes 
his Spoon, at every {pooniul of any White-meat he eats! 
and what a neat Cafe of Pick tooths he_carries about 
him ftill! O, {weer Fa/tidiws ! Q, fine Courtier ! 


Der.cen Aff | 
| Act IV. Scene IL. 
Deliro, Muficians, Macilente, Fungofo. 


EE, yonder fhe is, Gentlemen. Now, (as ever you'll 
bear the name of Muficians) touch your Inftru- 
ments {weetly, fhe has a delicate Ear, [tell you: play 
not a falfe note, I befeech you. 
Fear not, Signior Deliro. 


——— 


May do them pleafure : fearful ro be feen 

With any Man (though he be ne’er fo worthy ) 
Thar’s not in grace with fome chat are the greareft. 
Thus Courtiers do, and thefe he counterfeits, 


- Buc fets noc fuch a fightly carriage 
| Upon their Vanities, as they themfelves ; 
And therefore they defpife him : for indeed 


He’s like che Zani to a Tumbler, 
That tries Tricks after him, to make Men laugh. | 
Fal. Here’s an unthankfal {piteful Wretch! the good 


'Gencleman vouchfatt to make him his companion ( be- 


fides my Husband. When faw you Mafter Faftidizs | 


caufe my Husband put him into a few Rags) and now 


| fee how the unrude Rafcal back-bices him! eae 7 
Fung. Buta while fince, Sifter, I chink : I know noc | 


Deli. Is he nq more grac’t amongft ’em then ? fay: 
you ? mcele%e?, enax ce 

“Maci. Faich, like a 
that’s all. 

Fal. O monftcr of Men! can the Earth bear fuch an 
envious Caytiff? 

Deli, Well, Lrepent me I e’er credited him fo much: 
but (now I fee what he is, and that his nrasking Vizor 
is off ) Pil forbear him no longer. All. his Lands are 
morgag’d to me, and forfeited: befides, I have Bonds 


of bis in my Hand, for che receit of now fifty Pound, 


now a hundred, now two hundred: ftill, as he has had 
a Fan but wage’d at him, he would be in a new Suit, 
Well, Pil faluce him by a Serjeant, the next time I fee 
him, faith, Pl Sute him. 

Maci. Why, you may foon {ce him, Sir, for he is to 
meet Signior Puntarvolo ac a Notaries by the Exchange, 
prefently : where he means to take up, upon recurn — 

Fal. Now,.out upon thee, Fades ; canft thou not be 
content to backbite thy Friend, but chou mutt betray 
him? wile chou feek the undoing of any Man? and of 
fich a Man too ? and will you, Sir, get your living by 
the counfel of Traytors? 

Deli. Dear Wife, have patience. | 

Fal. The Houfe will fall, the Ground will open and 
{wallow us: Dll noc bide here, for all che Gold and Sil- 
ver In Heaven. | 

Del. O, good Macilente, let’s follow and appeafe her, 
or the peace of my life is at an end. 

Macs. Now Peafe, and not Peace; teed 


ee, gr 
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Deli. O, begin, begin, fome fprightly ching ¢ Lord, 
how. my imagination labours with the fucceds of it! 
Well faid, good i’faith! Heaven grant it pleafe her. Vl 


that life, Pu ig 
whofe Head hangs fo heavily over a‘ Womans Mager. “n, reer e 
| Fal. Help me, Brother : ’ods body, an’ you come here” Te, A 7 


not be {2en, -for chen fhe’ll be {ure to diflike ic. 

Fal. Hey—da! this is excellenc! Pil lay my life this 
is my Husband’s dotage. I thoughe fo ; nay, never 
play boe-peep with me, I know you do nothing but ftu- 
dy how to anger me, Sir. | | 

Deli. Anger thee, fweee Wife? why didft chou not 
fend for Muficians at Supper laft Nighe thy felf? 

Fal. To Supper, Sir? now, come up to fupper, I be- 
feech:you: as though there were no difference between 
Supper-eime, when Folks fhould be merry., and this 
time when they fhould be melancholy ? [ would never 


Pi do my felf a mifchief. [ Delirvo feluws hs Wife. 

Deli. Nay, hear me, fweet Wife, unlefs thou wile have 
me go, I will nor go. 

Fal. Tur, you fhall ne’er ha’ that vantage of me, to 
fay, you are undone by me: Til nor bid you ftay, L 
Brother, fweet Brother, here’s four Angels, I'l! give you 
towards your Sure: for che love of Gentry, and as ever 
you came of Chriftian Creature, make hafte co the Wa- 
ter-fide (you know where Matter Faftidiws: ules to land) 
and give him warning of my flusbands malicious tatent; 


and ce!l-him of chat lean Rafcal’s treachery : O Licavens! 


how 


Boetutye 


ea 
7"? 
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y 4. 

: how my Fléfh rifes ac him! Nay, {weee Brother, make 
-hafte: You may fay, I would have writ to: him, but 
: thac che necefliry of che time would not permic. He 
‘ cannot chufe but take ic extraordinarily from me: and 
‘5 commend me to him, good Brother; fay, I fent you. 

Fung. Let me fee, thefe four Angels, and then forty 


Every Man out of bis Humour. 


Grecian Hares Lip, and my Car the Train or Tail of a 
Thracian Rat. 

Not. ’Tis done, Sir. - ae 

Pun. *Tis faid, Sir ; not done, Sir: But forward; That 
upon my return, and Landing on the Tower-wharf, 


wich the aforefaid Teftimony, I am to receive Five for #/ 
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: Shillings more I can borrow on my Gown in Ferter-lane. | One, according to the proportion of che Sums put 
a ‘oy Well, I will go prefently fey on my Sute, pay as much forth. . 
i any t Jime,Money as I have, and {wear my [elf into Credie with | Nes. Well, Sir. _ 
" PEG: fb my Taylor for the relt. _ Pun. Provided, That if before our departure, or fét- 
“eae 4, ntfs Del. O, on my foul you wrong her, Macilente. ting forth, eicher my felf or chefe be viliced with Sick- 
'y ‘ 4! Though fhe be froward, yet I know the is honett. nefs, or any other cafual Event, fo that the whole Courfe 
| @ (Deliro and Macilente pa/s over the Stage. | of the Adventure be hindred thereby, chat chen he is to 
Maci. Well, then have IL no Judgment. Would any | return, and Iam co receive the prenominated Propor- 
Woman (but one chat were wild in her Affeétions) have | ton, upon fair and equal Terms. , 
broke out into that immodeft and violene Paffion againft Nor. Very good, Sir; is chis all ? 
her Husband? or ist pollible | Pun. It is all, Sir ; and difpatch them, good Notary. 
Dit. If you love me, forbear ; all the Arguments 7? Not. As faft as is poffible, Sir. 7 
the World thall never wrelt my Heare co believe ic. _ Pun. OCarlo! welcom: Saw you Monfieur Brisk? 
| Car. NotI: Did he appoine you co meet here ? 
GREX Pun. I, and I mufe he fhould be fo tardy 3 he is to 
| take an hundred Pounds of me in Venture, if he main- 
Cor. How like you the decyphering of his Dotage? | tain his Promife. 
Mut. O, ftrangely ! and of the others Envy too, that} Car. Is his Hour paft ? 
: labours fo ferioufly to fet Debate betwixt a Man and his | Pas. Not yet, but ic comes on apace. 
Wite. Scay, here comes the Knight Adventurer. Car. Tut, be not jealous of him; he will fooner break 
Cur. I, and his Scrivener wich him. all che Commandments, than his Hour ; upon my Life, 
| . in fuch a Cafe truft him. 
Act IV. Scene ILl. Pun, Methinks, Carlo, you look very f{moorh! ha? 
Car. Why, I came bue now from a Hot-houfe, I muft 
Puntarvolo, Notary, Carlo, Servants. needs look imooth. 3 
| Pun. From a Hot-houfe ! | a 
Wonder Monfieur Faffidias comes not: But Notary, | Car. 1, do you make a Wonder on’t? Why, it’s your: 
if chou pleafé to draw the Indentures the while, [| only Phyfick. Let a Man fweat once a Week ina Hotr- 
will give thee thy Inftructions. houfe, and be well rubb’d, and froted, with a good 
Net. With all my heare, Sir; and Vl fall in hand | plump juicy Wench, and fweet Linnen, he hall ne’er ha’ 
with ’em prefenely. - | che Pox. | | oa 
Pun. Well then, firft che Sum is to be underftood. Puy. What, the Fresch Pox? | 
Not. Good, Sir. | Car. The French Pox! Our Pox. We have ’em in as 
Puz. Next, our feveral Appellations, and Character | good form as they Man: what? 
of my Dog and Cat, muft be known. Shew him the| Pun. Let me perifh, bue chou art a falt one! Was your 
Car, Sirrah. - | new-created Gallane there with you? Sogliardo ? 
Not. So, Sir. | Car. O Porpufe! hang him, no: he’s a Leiger at Horn’s 
Pun, Then, that the intended Bound is the Turks | Ordinary yonder ; his villainous Ganymede and he ha’ 
Court in Conftantinople ; the Time limited for our Re- | been droning a Tabacco-pipe there ever fin -y¢fterday - 
turn, a Year; and chat if either of us, mifCarry, the | noon.Ac~ ie eS aan ha fP AN) Jof he. Jal 
whole Venture is loft. ‘Thefe are general, conceivit]| Pun. Who? Signior Tripartite, that would give my 
thou ? or if eicher of us turn Zurk. | Dog the Whiff ? | 
Not. J, Sir. Car. I,he. They have hir'd a Chamber and all, pri- 
Pun, Now for Particulars: That I may make my | vate, to pradtife in, for the making of the Patows, the 
Travels by Sea or Land, to my beft liking ; and that | Recest recsprocal, and a number of other Myfteries, noe 
(hiring a Coach for my felf) ic thall be lawful for my | yet extant. Ibroughe fome dozen or twenty Gallants 
Dog, or Cat, or both, to ride with me in the fatd Coach. | this morning to view ’em (as you'd do a Piece of Per- 
Not. Very good, Sir. . {pe@tive) in-ag a Key-hole; and there we might fee 
Pun, That I may chufe to give my Dog, or Cat, Fith, | Sog/sardo fic in a Chair, holding his Snowe up like a Sow 
for fear of Bones; or any other Nutrimenc that (by the | under an Apple-tree, while th’ other open’d his Noftrils 
de’, Judgment of the moft authentical Phylicians where I} with a Poking-ftick, to give the Smoke a more free de- 
travel) fhall be choughte dangerous. | livery. They had fpie fome thrée or fourfcore Ounces 
og Net. Well, Sir. | between ’em, afore we came away, 
foots noes FP That (after the receit of his Money) he fhall Pun. How! {pit three or fourfcore Ounces ? 
fit t poe Fo) neither in his own Perfon, nor any other, cither by di- | Car. I, and preferv’d ic in Porrengers, as a Barber do's 
ag. LY fa “reét or indireét means, as Magick, Wirchcraft, or other | his Blood when he opens a Vein. | 
‘¢.L.Ae6 4.  fuch exotick Arts, attempt, practife, or complot any | Pas. Out, Pagan; how doft thou open the Vein of 
thing to the prejudice of me, my Dog, or my Cac: | thy Friend ? , 
Neicher thall Tufe the help of any fuch Sorceries or In-| — Car. Friend? Is there any fuch foolifh thing i’ the 
chantments, as Unctions to make our Skins impenetrable, | World? ha? Slid, I ne’er rellithe it yer. 
or to travel invifible by vertue of a Powder, ora Ring,} Pan, ‘Thy Humour is the more dangerous, : 
‘7 or to hang any threc-forked Charm aboue my Dog's} — Car. No, nota whit, Signior. Tut,a Man muft keep 
Neck, fecretly convey’d into his Collar, (underftand | time in all; I can oy] my Tongue when I meet him 
you 7) but chat all be pei formed fincerely, wichour Fraud | next, and look with a good flick Forehead; ’twill cake 
or fnpofture. away all foil of Sufpicion, and that’s enough: Whae 
Net. So, Sir, Lyncews can fee my Heart? Pith, che Title of a Friend, 
Pox, That (for tcftimony of the Performance) my | ie’sa vain idle thing, only venerable among Fools; you 
felr am to bying thense a Zarks Muftachio, my Dog a.! fhall ty bade one that has any o inion of Wie affect ic. 
hi, Ho breki o kapren bod pftuchs A 7 
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Car, O, you thall hear him {peak like‘enny. Signior 


7 A& lV. Scene IV: Par. | Macilente, you faw Monfieur Brisk lately ? Uheard you 
= a an pent ee ee were with ai oe aig _ 
bem. | Deliro, Masilente. ; Maci. 1, Buffone, 1 was with him. 
me i iia ) ae Car. And how is he refpected there? (I know you'll - 
mvAve you, good Sir Puntarvols. a en deal ingenoufly with us) is he made of among 


he 
Punt. Signior Deliro! Welcome. = Sy ok {weerer fort of Gallants ?G/¥. x at Cefpr'as CHC, ent feo 
Deli, Pray you, Sir, did you fee Mafter Fafidias. Brisk Maes. Faith I, his Civet an 


| | his Cafting- lals, praanZ co noe 
[heard he was to meet your Worfhiphere. .° ———‘| Have helpt him toa place amongft the reft: 7#¢2m~ AaPin A ets 

Punt. You heard-no Figment, Sir ;. I do exped& him | And there, -his Seniors give him good fleight looks, “+4~4 dnben Ys 

at every Pulfe of my Watch.¢ Gatt Mew. i - ‘| After their Garb, {mile, : and falute in French qoere <¢pgeueen’ pate. Y_ 


Dels. In good time, Sir. ; . 4 With fome new Complement. v awe GFL 09 are ~ Ss “Le SA By) as 
Car. There’sa Fellow now looks like one of the Patri-| Car. What, is this all ? pen ili he, tl [vl Q- 
cians of Sparta; marry, his Wit's atter Teni the: Mun- |  Adaci. Why fay, that chey fhould fhew the frothy Fooll 
dred a good Blood-hound, a clofe:mouth’d. Dog, -he | Such grace as they pretend comes from the Heart, 
follows the Scenc well; marry, he’s.at a faule now ne | He had a mighty Wind-fall out of doubt 
thinks. ee 4, ater. ¢ | Why, all'cheir Graces are not to do grace - 
Punt. I fhould wonder at that Creature is. free from a Vertue, or Defert: but : eer dg: a ia —— 
the danger of thy Tohgue. ee ee ee ith their guile Spurs-quite breathlefs, from themfelves. a 
Car. 0, I pa Bs abide chefe Liinbs of Sattin, or.ta- | Tis now eiteem’d Precifanifin in Wit, *pactiien fo Care, Tatoos 
ther Satan indeed, that'll walk (like the Children’ of | And a difeafe in Nature, tobe kind © “| fAUbve” 
Darknefs) all day ia a mejancholy Shap, with their Poo- | Toward Defert, to love, or feek good Names. 
kets full of Blanks¥ ready cto {wallow up as many. poor.| Who feeds with a good name? who thrives with loving ? 
ame | Who can-provide Feaft for his own Defires, - 


unchrifts, as came within the Verge: a eS , 
Punt. So! and what haft chou for bin that is with-him, | Wich ferving others? ha, ha, ha: | a 

now ? » ee ey he? 1? Tisfelly, by our wifeft Worldings prov’d, . 4 
Car. O, (Damme) Immortality | Pk not. meddle with |,(H ‘notte gain’ by love) to be belov’d. ae 

him, the pure Element of Fire, ‘ali Spirit, extrddtion.": |) Car, How like you him ? is’t not a good fpiteful flave?: 
Punt. How Carlo? ha? whatishe, Man?- =: .. .. [ha ? ee | ys 
Car. A Schollar, -A4scilente, do-you.not know bim? a} Past. Shrewd, fhrewd. —_ i. 

lank raw-bon’d Anatomy, hé walksup arid down hike a} “Car. Dam me, I could eat his Fleth now :divine {weet 

charg’d Musket, no Man dares encpunter him: thar’s:| Villain! © 00. 0 3 i. - 

his relt there. Ziziew nH Li Foru te grovKe arent, | MaciNay, pretheeleave: what’she there? 

Punt. His reft. 2. why,has hea forked Head?! Aw 1 Car. Who? this i’ theftarche Beard ? ies the dull {uff y Sip 
Cer. Pardon ma,: that’s to-be fifpended, you ate too | Kilight:Pusrdrvolo,.Masi he’s to travel now prefently EAS eo, 
_quick, too apprehenfive. i" vss] he has a good knotry Wit, marry he carries little on’t owe, 2, 2: ae 
_ Del, Troth (now EF think on’c) Pil defer is till fome | of che Larid with him, 41 Bem) Las fw preagty PAiy fy ee 
other time. - a - 4) Maci. How then? atlas 2g yw or rio. 

| Maci. Not, by any means, ‘Signior, ‘you fhall not lmfe | ~ Car. Hd putsicforchin venture, ashe does his Money 
this opportunity; ‘he: will be here prefently now. ..:- -” | upon the return of: a Dog,. and Cat. : 
Dels. Yes faith, Macilepte, ’sis heft. For, look ‘you, Mac. Is thishe?. - = | 
Sir, I thall fo exceedingly offend my Wife in’t, that—— Car: I, this ishe ; a good tough Gentleman : he looks 
Maci. Your-Wife? now for fhame lofe tchefe changhts, | like a Shield of Brawn at Shrovetide, out of dare, and: 
and become the Mafter of your.owa. Spirits. . Should 1 | ready ro take his leave; or a dry Poul of Ling upon 
(if [had a Wifey fufter my felf co be thus. pafhonately | Eafter-exe, that has furnifhe the Table all Lent, as he has 
carried (to and fro): with the Stream of. her Humour? | done che Cicy this laft vacation. = 
and neglect my deepeft Affairs, to ferve her. Affe@tions? | © A/facs. Come, you'll never leave your {tabbing famile’s : 
Slight I would geld -my felf firft... = “2 TT fhall ha’.you ayming at me with ’em by and by, bue— 
Dels. O but, Signior, had you fucha Wife as mine is, | Car. QO, renounce me then: pure, honeft, good Devil, 
you would ———_——-. os tie, ++ <3 .2 | Tlove chee above the love of Women: I could e’en mele 
Macs. Such a Wife? Now hate me, Sir, if ever.I | in admiration of thee, now: gods fo, look here, Map 3 
an Wie oD 


2 


difcern’d any wonder in your Wife, yet, with all the | Sir. Dagonet, and his Squire! pyor%<, af faa i oh 
fpeculation I have: I have feen fame that ha’. been ae ead | Cate ~_ S., 


thought fairer chan fhe, in my time; andI have feeh] - 9. | Ad LV. Scene V. 
thofe, ha’ not been altogether fo tall, efteem’d properer po, : : ‘ 
‘4 Women ; and J have deen lefs Rofés grow upon fweeter Sogliardo, Shift. - [To them, 


Faces, that have done very well too, in my Judgment: OnE gy . 
but in good faith, Signior, for all chis, the: Genrlewoman Ave you, my dear Gallanto’s : nay, Come approach, 
is a good pretty proud hard-favour’d thing, marry aot S good Cavairer: prethee (fweet Knight) know this 
fo peerlefsly to be doted upon, I mult contefs: nzy, be | Gentleman, he’s one thacit pleafés me to ufé as my good 
noc angry. os - ot, f . | Friend and Companion ; and therefore do him good 
Dels. Well, Sir, (however you pleafe to forget.your | Offices : I befeech you, Gentiles, know him, know him 
felf) Ihave not deferv’d to: be thts plaid: upon; but | all over. ie? | 
henceforth, pray you forbear my Houfe,.forI.can but | Punt. Sir (for Signior Sogliardo’s fake) let it fuffice, 
faintly endure the favour of his breath at my Table, ehac | I know you. 
fhall thus jade me for my Courtefies. | Sog. Why (as I am a Gentleman) I thank you, 
Macs. Nay, chen, Signior, let me tell you, your Wife | Knight, and ic fhall fuffice. Hark you, Sir Puxtarvolo, 
you ld lictle think ic; he’s as refolute a picce of Flefh as 


f- «1 nefty, that’smore, which you may likewife fufpe@ (if | any i? the World. | 
fantfOe yOu a :) do you fee? Vil urge you to nothing, a-| Psst. Indeed, Sir? — 


‘ gainft your appetite, but if you pleafe, you may fufpect it. | — Sog. Upon my Gentilicy, Sir: Cardo, a word with yous 
Deli, Good, Sir. ~~ | Do you fee that fame fellow, there ? 
Maci. Good Sir ? Now Hornupon Horn purfae thee,} Car. Whac? Cavalier Shift? 
thou blind egregious dotard. “S = 
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| Sog. O, youknow him cry you mercy : before me, 


I chink hjm the talleft Man living within the Walls of 
Europe. Seedyn 9. 


Car, The Walls of Europe !take heed what you fay, 
Signior, Esrppe’s a huge thing wichin the Walls. _- 

. Sog. Tut, (an’ *twere as huge again) [ld juftifie whac 
I fpeak. ’Slid, he fwagger’d e’ne now ina place where 
we were: I never law a Man do it more refolute, — 

_ Car. Nay, indeed fwaggering is a good Argument of 
Refolution. Do you hear this, Signior : 

Maci. I, to my grief. O, that fuch muddy Flags, 
For every drunken flourifh, fhould atchieve Ws 
The name of Manhood ; whilft true perfec& Valour 
(Hating to fhewit felf) goes by defpis’d' ; 
Heare, Ido know now (ina fair juft caufe) 

I dare do more than he, a thoufand times : 

Why fhould not they take knowledg of this? ha ? 
And give my worth allowance before his ? 
Becaufe I cannot fwagger ! Now the Pox 

Light on your Pickt-batch prowels. 


pot bem Lox Sog. Why, Itell you, Sir, he has been the only Bid- 
ki ag Min tana that ever kepe New-market, Salisbury-plain, Hocksey 
: ob Nig the hole, Gads-Hill; and all the high Places of, any re- 
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ww tehvalar. O, it’s an old ftale enterlude Device : No, I'll 


queft : he has had his Mares and his Geldings,. he, ha’ 
been worth Forty, Threefcore, a Hundred Pound a. 
Horfe, would ha’ fprung you over Hedge and Ditch 


like your Grey-hound : he has done Five. hundsed Rob » 


beriesin histime, more or lefs, J affure you.» 
Punt. What? and fcapt? 4 
Sog. Scapt ! i°faith I; he has broken the Jay! when he 
has been in Irons, and Irons; and been out, and in a- 
gain; and out, and in; Forty times, and not fo few; he. 
Maci. A fit Trumpet, to proclaim fuch a Perfon, 
': Car. Bue can this be poffible ?_ ..° 


Sbif, Why, ’tis nothing, Sir, when a Man gives his 
fa we ON oo - . 


Affedtions to it. 


- . 


~ Sog. Good Pilades, difcourfe a. Robbery or two, to | 


fatishe chefe Gentlemen of thy worth, 2 
Sif. Pardon me, my dear Orefes : Canfes have their 
guiddits, and ’tis ill jefting with Bell-ropes, » 
Car. How ? Piladesand Oreffes? gk 
— Sog. I, he is'my Pilades, and I am his Oreftes : how 
like you the Conceit ? | 


‘das, and you fhall be his Elder Tree to hang on. 


aly fT , give you Names my felf, look you, he fhall be your Fw- 
WLS 


itil 


| | [To them. 


..Maci. Nay. rather, lec hini be Captain Pod, and this 
his Motion ; for he does nothing but fhew hime 

. Car. Excellent: or thus, ypu fhall be Holdex, and he 
your Camel. &ylo1, Cefhove PV f-4f Ju. 9 

. Sbif. You dé not mean to ride, Gentlemen ? 

Punt. Faith, let me end it for you, Gallants : you fhall 
be his Countenance, and he your Refolution. 

Sog. Troth, that’s pretty ; how fay you, Cavalier, 
fhal't be fo ? 

Car. I, I, moft Voices. 

Shif. Faith, I am eafily yielding to any good Impref- 
fions. as ey | : 
- Sog. Then give hands, good Refolution, 

Car. Mafs, he cannot fay, good Cowntenance, now 
(properly) co hint again. 

Punt. Yes, by an Irony. 

Maci. -O, Sir, the countenance of Refolution fhould, as 
he is, be aleogethcr grim and unpleafane. 


Act IV. Scene VI. 
Faftidins Brisk. 


Ood hours, make mufick wich your Mirth, Genele- 
men, and keep time to your Humours: how now, 
Carlo ? a | 
Punt. Monficur Brisk! many along look have I ex- 
tended for you, Sir. . J 


r 
| hime Pergo 


Every Man out of bis Humour. 


Faft. Good faith I muft crave Pardon ; I was invited 
this Morning e’ré I was out of my Bed, by a Bevy of 
Ladies, to a Banquet : whence it was almoft one of Her- 
cules labours for me, to come away, but that the refpea 
of my Promife did fo prevail with me. I know they'll 
take ic very ill, efpecially one, that gave me this Brace- 
let of her Hair but over night, and this Pearl another 
gave me from her Fore-head, marry, the—— what ? 
are the Writings ready ? 


Punt. I will fend my Man to know. Sirrah, go you - 
Ss the Notaries, and learn if he be ready : leave the Dog, 


ir. 
' Fajt, And how does my rare qualified Friend, Sogli- 
ardo? Oh, Signiar Macilente | by thefe Eyes, I faw a 


not, I had falated you fooner elfe, o my croth: I ee | 
ge 


Sir, I may prefume upon you, that you will not divu 

my late check, or difgrace (indeed) Sir. . 
Sala a may, Sir, | 
Car. He-knows fome notorious Jeft by chis Gull, th 

he hach him fo obfequious.“.9~- +: and ba fa 


olen 2 
. Seog. Monfieur Faftidins,' do you fee this Fellow here’ 


does he not look like a Clown? would you think there 
were any thing in him ? : 
_ Faft, Any thing in him? befhrew me, I: the Fellow 
hatha. good ingenious Face. | 

, Sog. By this Element he is as ingenious a tall Man 
as ever {wagger’d about London: he, and I, call Cosente- 

nance and Refolution, but his Name is Cavalier Shift. 

Punt. Cavalier, you knew Signior Chg, that was hane’d 
for the Robbery at: Herrew o’ the Hill: | 

Sog. Knew him, Sir! why,.’twas he gave all the di- 
rectians for the Action. re are 

. Punt. How? was it your Projed, Sir? 

Sbif. Pardon me, Countenance, you do me fome wrong 
to make occafions publick, which I imparted to you in 
private. Oe eo 

_ Sog..Gods will ! here are non¢ but Friends, Refolw 
tion. oe Bee 
« Shif. That's all one; things of confequence muft 


have their refpe&s: where, how, andto whom. Yes, . 


Sir, he fhewed himfelf a true Clog in the coherence of 
that Affair, Sir : for, if he had manag’d matters as they 
were corroborated tohim, it had been better for him b 
a Forty, or fifty fcore of Pounds, Sir, and he himfelf 
might ha’ liv’d (in defpight of fates) to have fed on 
Wood-cocks, with the reft : bue it was his heavy for- 
tune to fink, Clog, and therefore talk _no more of 
Wt A: bf Pen lhi pigs hrs I 

Pant, Why, had he more aiders then ? pad 

Sog. O God, Sir!I, there were fome prefent there, 
that were the nine Worthies to ‘him, 1faith: 

Shif. I, Sir, I. can fatisfie you at more convenient Con- 
ference : but (for mine own part) I have now recon- 
cil’d my felf to other courfes, and profefs a living out of 
my other Qualities. 

Sog. Nay, he has left all.now (I aflure you) and is 
able to live like a Gentleman, by his Qualities. By chis 
Dog, he has the moft rare Gift in Tabacco that ever 
you knew. 


Car. He keeps more ado with this Monfter, than ever 


Bankes did with his Horfe, or the Fellow with the Ele- /Z0 


pha a pre, Arh 2 a | 
~Maci. He will hang out his Pi@ure fhortly, in a 
Cloth, you fhall fee. 


Sog. O, he does manage a Quarrel, the beft that ever — 


you faw, for Terms and Circumftances. 

Faft. Good faith, Signior, (now. you fpeak of a 
Quarrel) I'll acquaint you with a difference, that hap- 
pened between a Gallant, and my felf; Sir Psnrarvolo, 
you know him if I fhould name him, Signior Lws- 
culento, | ) 

Punt. Luculento! what in-aufpicious chance interpos'd 


te felf to your two loves. 


Faft. Faith, 


“Bory 


= b- Mew eS A 
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Every Man out of bis Humour. - 


-" | 


Faft. Faith, Sir, the fame that fundred Agamemnon and 
great Thetss Son / but let che Caufe efcape, Sir: He fent 
me a Challenge (mixe with fome few Braves) which I 
reftor’d, and in fine we met. Now indeed, Sir, (I muft 
tell you) he did offer at firft very defperately, but with- 
out Judgment: For, look you, Sir; I caft my felf into 
this Figure ; now he comes‘ violently on, and withal 
advancing his Rapier to ftrike, I thought to have took 
his Arm (for he had left his whole Body to my election, 
and I was fure hé could not recover. his Guard.) Sir, I 
mift my Purpofe in his Arm,”rafht his Doublet Sleeve, 
ran him clofe by the left Cheek, and through his Hair. 


He again lights me here, (I had on a Gold Cable Hat- | 


band, then new come up, which I wore about a Mur- 
rey French Hat Ihad) cuts my Hatband, (and yet it was 
maffie Goldfmichs Work) cuts my Brims, which by 
good fortune (being thick embroidered with Gold Twitt 
and Spangles) difappointed the force of the Blow: Ne- 
verthelefs, ic graz’d on my Shoulder, takes me away fix 
Purls of an Italian Cut-work-Band I wore (coft me three 
Pound in the Exchange but three days before.) 
Punt. This was a ftrange Encounter. 
Faf, Nay, you fhall hear, Sir: With this we both 
fell out, and breath’d. Now (upon the fecond Sign of 
‘his Affaule) I betook me tothe former manner of my 
Defence ; he (on the other fide) abandon’d his Body 
to the fame Danger as before, and follows me ftill wich 
Blows: But I (being loth to take che deadly Advantage 
that lay before me of his left Side) made a kind of 
Stramazoun,[tan him upto the Hilts through the Doub- 
Tee, through the Shirt, and yee mift the Skin. He (ma- 
king a reverfe Blow) falls upon my embofs'd Girdle, (1 
had thrown off the Hangers‘ little before). ftrikes off a 
Skirt of a thick lac’d Sattin Doublet I had (lin’d with 
four Taffataes) cuts off two Panes embroidered with 
Pearl, rends through the Drawings-out of Tiffue, enters 
the Linings, and skips che Flefh. — 
Car. I wonder he {peaks not of his wrou hd Shirt. 
— Here (in the opinion of mutual ane we 
 paus’d; bur (e’re I proceed) I mutft tell you, Signior, 
that (in this laft Encounter) -nor having leifure to put 
off my Silyer Spurs, one of the Rowels catcht hold of 
the Ruffielof my Boor, and (being Spapifp Leather, and 
fabje& to. cear, overchrows me, rends me two pair of 
Silk Stockins, (chat I put on, being fomewhat a raw 
Morning, a Peach-colour and another) and {trikes me 
fome half-inch deep into the fide of the Calf: He(feeing 
, the Blood, come) prefently takes Horfe, and. away: [| 
(having bound up my Wound wich a piece of my 
wrought Shirt) , | 
_ Car. O ! comes it in there ? | 
Faft. Rid afcer him, and (lighting at the (ourt-gate 
both together) embrac’r, and marche Hand in Hand up 
into the Prefence. Was not this Bufinefs well carried ? 
_Maci. Well? yes, and by 
parel the Gentleman wore. | | 
Punt. Fore Valour, it was a Defignment begun with 
mach Refolution, maintain’d with as much Prowefs, and 
ended with more Humanity. How now, what fays the 
Notary ? 
.. Serv. He fays, he is ready, Sir ; he ftays but your Wor- 
~" fhips Pleafure. oe 
Punt. Come, we will go to hitn, Monfieur. 
men, fhall we entreat you cto be Witnefles ? 
Sog. You thall entreat me, Sir. Come, Refolution. 
Shift. I follow you, good Coustenence. 
Car. Come, Signior, come, come. 
Maci. O that there fhould be Fortune 
To clothe thefe Men fo naked in Defert ! 
And chat the juft Storm of a wretched Life 
Beats’em not ragged, for their wretched Souls, 
And fince as fruiclefs, even as black as Coals: ?.> 
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GRE X. 


Mit. Why, but Signior, how comes it that Fungofo ap- 
pear’d nor with his his Sifters Intelligence to Brisk ? 

Cor. Marry, long of the evil Angels that the gave 
him, who have indeed tempted the good fimple Youth. 
to follow the Tail of the Fafhion, and negle@ the Impo- 
fition of his Friends. Behold, here he comes, very wor- 
thipfully attended, and with good Variety. 


A& IV. Scene VIL 
Fungofo, Taylor; Shoe-maker, Haberdafher. 


‘Coes good Shoe-maker, Pil put Strings to my. 
felf. Now, Sir, lee me fee, what muft you have 
for this-Hat ? | 
Habe. Here’s the Bill, Sir. | 7 
Fung. How does’t become me? well? | 
ao Excellent, Sir, as ever you had any Hat in your 
e | 
Fung. Nay, you'll fay fo all. os: 
Habe. In faith, Sir, the Hat’s as good as any Man i’ 
this Town can ferve you, and will maintain Fafhion as 
long ;_ne’er truft me for a Groat elfe. 
Fung. Do’s it apply well to my Sute? = 
Tay. Exceeding well, Sir. | 
_ Fung. How lik’ft thou my Sute, Haberdather ? 
Habe. By my troth, Sir, ’tis very rarely well made; I 
never faw a Sute fit betrer, I can tell on. 
Tay. Nay, we have no Art to pleafe our Friends, we. 
Fung. Here, Haberdather, tell this fame. 
a Good faith, Sir, ic makes you have an excellent 
y: : 
Fung. Nay (believe me) I think I have as good a Bo- 
dy in Clothes as another. : 
. Tay. You lack Points to bring your Apparel together, 
If. 7 . | 
_ Fung. Pil have Points anon’: How now? is’t right? 
Habe. Faith,Sir,’tis too licele ; but upon farther hopes— 
Good morrow to you, Sir. | 
Fung. Farewell, good Haberdafher. Well, now Mafter 


Snip, let me fee your Bill. 
. GRE X. 
Mit. Methinks he difcharges his Followers too thick. _ 
Cor. O, therein he faucily imitates fome Great Man. 
I warrane you, though he turns off them, he keeps this. 
Taylor, in place of a Page, to follow him ftill. 
Fung. ‘This Bill is very reafonable, in faith. (Hark you, 


1 Mafter Snip) Troth, Sir, I am not altogether fo well. 


furnifhe at chis prefenc, as I could with I were ; but-—— 
If you'll do me the favour ro take part in hand, you thall 
have all Ihave, by chis Hand | 
Tay. Sir | | 
Fung. And but give me Credie for the reft, till the 
beginning of the nexe Term. 
Tay. O Lord, Sir-— oe ne | 
Fang. "Fore God, and by this Light, Pll pay you,to the 
utmoit, and acknowledge my felf very deeply ingag’d 
to you by the Courtefie. 


. Tay. Why, how much have you there, Sir ? «9-4 rea opm, es 


ee aay pale here four ree els, and fi oc <. 
illings of white Money ; it’s all ve, as I hope to 
| be blett ce Prins bat 


: ay. Yon will not fail me at che next .Term with the 
relt? | | 

Fung. No, an’ I do, pray HeavenI be hang’d. Let me 
‘never breathe again upon this mortal Stage, as the Philo- 
fopher calls it. By this Air, (and as Iam a Gentleman) 


Pil hold. | | 
GREX. 


was he fe Ht &s Tay: Well 
Lg TOR oh Ran hey 
[fai hom, Ze hee ay Free. olen os -,) 


52 Every Man out 

Tay. Well, Sir, Pil not ftick wich any Gentleman for 
a trifle : you know what ’tis, remains ? 

Fung. 1, Sir, and 1 give youthanks in good faith.. O 
fate ! how happy am I made in this good fortune ! Well, 
now Til go feek out Monfieur Brisk. "Ods fo, I have 
forgot Ribband for my Shooes, and Points. ‘Slid, what 
luck’s this! how fhall I do? Mafter Snip, pray let me 
redu& fome two or three Shillings for Points and Rib- 
bands : as I am an honeft Man, I have utterly disfurnifhe 
my felf, in the defaule of Memory, pray le’ mé be be- 
holding to you, ic fhall come home i’ the Bill, believe 


me. 
- Tay. Faith, Sir, I can hardly depart with ready Mo- 


ney, but I'll cake up, and fend you fome by my Boy, 
prefently. What colour’d Ribband would you have? 
Fung. What you fhall think meet i? your Judgenient, 
Sir, to my Sute. 
Tay. Well, Pll fend you fome prefently. 
_ Fung. And points too, Sir ? 
Tay. And points too, Sir. = 
Fung. Good Lord! how fhall I ftudy to deferve this 
kindnefs of you Sir? Pray let your Youth make hafte, 
for I fhould have done.a bufinefs an hour fince, thar I 
doubt I thall come too late, Now, in good faich, Lam 
exceeding proud of my Sute. 


GRE X. 
Cor. Do you obferve the plunges, that this poor Gal- 


Jant is put to (Signior) to purchafe the fafhion ? 
Mit. J, and to be ftill a Fafhion behind wich the 


World, that’s the fport. 


fel 


| 


| Stand gplond orlpply oft pe fend AE 


Cor. Stay :O here they come from -feaPd and deliver'd. 
A& IV. Scene VIII. 


Puniarvils. Faftidins Brisk, Servants, Carlo, Sogliardo, 
Macilente, Shift, Fungofo. (Zo them. 


WEIL how my whole venture is forth, I will refolve 
to depare fhortly. 


Faf. Faith, Sir Puntarvolo, go to the Court, and take | 


Jeave of the Ladies firft. 

Punt. I care not, if it be this Afternoons labour. 
Where is Carlo? | | 

Faft. Here he comes. 

Car. Faith, Gallants, I am Perfwading this Gentle- 
man to turn Courtier. He is a Man of fair Revenue, 
-and his Eftate will bear the charge well. Befides, for 
his other gifts of the Mind, or fo, why, they are as 
naiure lent him ‘em, pure, fimple, without any artificial 
drug or mixtureof thefe two thred bare beggerly Qua- 
lities, learning, and knowledg, and cherefore the more 
accomodate and genuine. Now, for the Lifeie felf -—— 

Faf?, O, the moft Celeftial, and full of wonder and 
delight, that can be imagin’d, Signior, beyond all 
thought and apprehenfion of pleafure! A Man lives 
there, in that divine Rapture, that he will chink himfelf 
1” the Ninth Heaven for the time, and lofe all fenfe of 
Mortality whatfoever, when he fhall behold fuch Glo- 
rious (and almoft Immortal) Beauties, hear fuch An- 
gelical and Harmonious Voices, difcourfe with fuch flow- 
ing and Ambrofian Spirits, whofe Wits are as fudden as 


Lightning, and hamorous as Neéfar; Oh: ic makes a 


Man all quinteffence and flame, and liftshim up (in a Mo- 
ment) to che very Cryftal Crown of the Sky, where 
(hovering in the ftrengch of his Imagination) he fhall 
behold all the Delights of the Hefperides, the Infule For- 
tunate, Adonzs Gardens, Tempe or what elfe (confin’d 
within the ampleft verge of poefie) to be meer Umbra, 
and imperfeé Figures, confer’d with the moft effential 
felicity of your Court. 7 o 

Maci. Well, this Encomion was not extemporal, it came 
A fuinon rot 
nd ant ft or 


i 
of bis Humour, 

Car. Befides, Sir, you fhall never need to go to a Hot- 
houfe, you thall {weat there with courting your Miftrefs, 
or lofing your Money at primero, as well as in all the 
Stoves in Sweden. Marry this, Sir, you muft ever be 
{ure to carry a good ftrong Perfuine about you, that 
your Miftreifes Dog may {mell you out amongft the reft; 
and (in making love to her) never fear to be out : for 
you may have a Pipe of Tabacco, or a Bafe Viol thall 
hang o’ the Wall, of purpofe, will put you in prefently. 
The tricks your Refolutios has taught you in Tabacco, 
(the wbiffe, and thofe fleights) will ftand you in very 
good Ornament there. __ 

Faft. 1, co fome perhaps: but, an’ he fhould come 
to my Miftrefs with Tabacco (this Gentleman knows) 
fhe’Id py upon him, 1’ faich. O, (by this bright Sun) 
fhe has the moft acute, ready, and facetious Wic, that-— 
tut there’s no Spirit'‘able to ftand her. You can report 
it, Signior, you have feen her ? 

Punt. Then can he report no lefs, out of his Judg- 
ment, I-affure him. 

Maci. Troth, I like her well enough, but the’s too 
Self-conceited, methinks. 

Faft. indeed, fhe’s a little too Self-conceited, an’ 
‘twere not for chat Humour, fhe were che Moft:-to-be- 
admir’d Lady in che World. 

Punt. Indeed, it is a Humour that takes from her other 
Excellencies. — | 

Maci. Why, it may eafily be made to forfake her, in 
my thoughe. | 

Faft, Eafily, Sir? then are all impoffibilities eafie. 

Macs. You conclude too quick upon me, Signior; 
what will you fay, if I make it fo perfpicuoufly appear 
edd that your {felf thall confefs nothing more pof- 
ible : : 

Faft. Marry, I will fay, I will both applaud, and ad- 
mire you for it. 

Punt. And I will fecond him in the admiration. 

_Maci. Why, Pil thew you, Gentlemen. Carlo, come 
hither. [They whifper. 

Sog. Good faith, I have a great humour co the Court: 
what thinks my Refo/ution ? thall I adventure? 

Shif. Troth, Countenance, as you pleafe ; the Place is 
a place of good Reputation and Capacity. 

Sog. O, my tricks in Tabacco (as Carlo fays) will 
fhew excellent there. : 

Sbif. Why, you may go with thefe Gentlemen now, 
and fee Fafhions : and after, as you fhall fee Correfpon- 
dence, ) 

Sog, You fay true. You will go with me, Refolution ? 

Shif. 1 will meet you, Countenance, about three or 
four a Clock ; but, to fay to go with you, I cannot, 


for (asI am <Apple-‘fobn) 1am co go before the Cocka- | 


trice you faw this Morning, and therefore pray, prefene 
me excus'd, good Cosntenance. 3 

Sog. Farewell, good Refolution, but fail not to meet. 

Shif. AsI live. — 

Punt. Admirably excellent ! 

Maci. If you can but perlwade Sogliardo to Court, 
there’s all now. . | 

Car. O let mealone, that’s my task. 

Faft. Now, by wit, Macilente, ics above meafure ex- 
cellenc : *twill be the only Court-exploit that ever prov’d 
Courtier ingenious, 

Punt. Upon my Soul, it puts the Lady quite out of 
her Humour, and. we fhall laugh wich Judgmence. 

Car. Come, the Gentleman was of himfelf refolv’d to 
go with you, afore I mov ic. 

Maci. Why then, Gallants, you two, and: Carlo, go 
afore to prepare the Jeft : Sogliardo and I will come 
fome while after you. 3 

Car. Pardon me, I am not for the Court. 

Punt. ‘That’s true: Carlo comes not at Court, indeed. 
Well, you thall leave it to the faculey of Montfieur Brisk, 
and my {2If; upon our Lives we will manage it happily 
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rarlo fhall befpeak Supper at the Mitre, againft we come 
back : where as will fee and dimple our Cheeks with 
laughter at the fuccefs. a 
‘Car. L, but will you all promife to come ? — 
Punt. My felf thall undertake for them : he that fails, 
let his Reputation lie under the lath of chy Tongue. — 
Car. Gods fo, look who comes here: 


Every Man ont of bis Hamour. 


3 

Cor. To help your longing, Signior, lee your Imagina- 
tion be fwifter chan a pair of Oars : and by this, fuppofe 
Puntarvolo, Brisk, Fungofo, and the Dog arriv’d at the 
Court gate, and going up tothe great Chamber. Ad¢- 


cilente, and Sogliardo, we'll leave them on the Water, till 
poffibilicy and natural means miay land ’em. Here come 


the Gallants; now prepare yourexpectation. - ~~ 
Soe. What, Nephew ! ‘ : : 
Fang. Uncle, God fave you; did you fee a Gentle- 


man, one Monfieur Brisk? a Courtier, he goes in fuch A&t VY. Scene L 

Suce as I do. 2 - | | | | 
a Sop. ‘Here isthe Gentleman, Nephew, but not in fuch | Pantarvolo, Faftidias Brisk, Fungofo, Groom, Macilente, 
aSute. ‘| Soghard, = _ | 


Fung. Another Sute! ( He fovouns. 


Sog. How now, Nephew ? Ome, Gentile, Signior, you arefufficiently inftru@ed. /2z 
Faft. Would you {peak to me, Sir? — 4 Faft. Who, I, Sir? a | aa j 
‘:t’ Car. I, when he has recovered himfelf, poor Poll. Punt. No, this Gentleman. But ftay, Itake thought 
Punt. Some Rofa-folss. how to beftow my Dog, he is no competent attendant 
Maci. How now, Signior ? for the Prefence. 2 | 
Fung. I am not well, Sire 3 Faft. Mafs, that’s true indeed, Knight, you muft noe 
1 Maci. Why, this it is, to dod the Fafhion. carry him into the Prefence. | 
Car. Nay, come Gentlemen remember your Affairs ; Pant. | know it, andI (like a dull Beaft) forgot to . 2 
his Difeafe is nothing but the flax of Apparel. bring one of my Cormorants to attend me. ch esa, ee7p1, eudey a7 
Punt. Sirs, return to the Lodging, keep the Cat fafe:| Faf#. Why, you're eave him at the Porters ~77="--*9 
Fil be the Dogs Guardian my {felf. ’ Lodg. . | re ey 
Sog. Nephew, will you go to Court with us? thefe | Punt. Not fo : his worth is too well 


known amongft 
Gentlemen and J are for the Court ; nay, be not fo me- 


lancholy. . | 

Fung, By. Gods lid, Ithink no Man in Chriftendom 
has that Rafcally fortune that I have. io 

Maci. Faith, your Sute is wellenough, Signior. 

Fung. Nay, not for chat, I proteft, but I had an Er- 
rand to Monfieur Faffidius, and I have forgot it. 

Maci. Why, go along to Court with us, and remem- 
ber it, come Gentlemen, you three take one Boat, and 
Sogliardo and I willtake another: we fhall be there in- 
ftanily. | | 

Fat. Content : good Sir, vouchfafe us your 

Punt. Farewell, Carlo ; remember. 

,2f Car. | warrant you: would I had one of Kemps Shooes | 
co throw after you. 7" -.* 

Punt. Good Fortune will clofe the Eyes of our Jeft, 
fear not : and we thall frollick. | 


them, to be forth-coming. 
Faft. Slight how’ll you dothen? — 
Punt. I muft leave him with-one, that isignorant of 
his Quality, if I will have him to be fafa. And fee! Here . 2.77 « 
comes one that will carry Coalsfergo willhold my Dog. %2 Ao7 
My honeft Friend, may T commit the tuition of thiy, 7. sear 
Dog to thy prudent care ? Aw b 2 a 
Groc. You may, if you pleafe, Sir 
Pant. Pray thee let me find thee here at my return : 
it fhall not be long, till I will eafe thee of thy Employ- 
ment, and pleafethee. Forth, Gentiles. 
Faft. Why, but will you leave him with fo flighe 
command, and infufe no more charge upon the Fellow ? 
_ Punts. Charge? no; there were no Policy in that: 
that were to let him know the value of the Gem he 
holds, and fo, to tempt frail Nature againft her Difpo- 
fition. No, pray thee letthy honefty be {fweet, as it 
fhall be fhort, ; 


pleafance. 


— 


GREX. 


Mit. This Macilente, Signior, begins to be more fo- 
ciable on a fudden, methinks, chan he was before : there’s 
fome portent in’t, I believe. | 

Cor. O, he’s a Fellow of a ftrange nature. Now does 
he (in this calm of his Humour) Plot, and ftore up a 
World of malicious Thoughts in his Brain, cill he is fo 
full with ’em, thac you fhall fee the very Torrent of his 
Envy break forth like a Land-flood: and, againft the 
courfe of all their Affe@tions oppofe it fel? fo violently, 
that you will almoft have wonder to think, how ‘tis 
poffible the Current of their Difpofitions fhall receive fo 
quick and {trong an alteration. 

Mit. Imarry, Sir, this is chat, on which my expeda- 
tion has dwele all this while : for I muft tell you, Signior 
(chough I was loth ro interrupt the Scene) yet [ made te 


Groo. Yes, Sir. 

Punt. But hark you Gallants, and chiefly Monfieur 
Brisk. When we come in Eye-fhot, or prefence of this 
Lady, let not other matters carry us from our Proje&: 
bute (if wecan) fingle her forth to fome place—— 

Faf. 1 warrant you. 

Punt. And be not too fudden, but let the Device in- 
duce it felf wich good Circumftance. On. 

Fung. Is this the way? good truth, here be fine 
Hangings. | | . 

Groo. Honefty fweet, and fhort? marry it fhall, Sir, 
doubt you not ; for even at this Inftant if one would 
give me Twenty Pounds, I would not deliver him ; 
there’s for the Sweet 3 buc now, if any man come of- 
ferme but two Pence, he fhall have him; there’s for 
the Short now. ’Slid, what a mad humorous Gentle- 


”? | man ts this to leave his Dog with me? I could run a- 
a queftion in mine own private difcourfe, how he fhould 


properly call it, Every man out of bis Humour, when I 
faw all his Actors fo ftrongly purfue, and continue their 
Hnomors ? 


Tree lopt, and cut down by degrees, when ic might be tell her, how, esore than mott fair fhe is. Screw your dares» §, 
feld ina Moment ? and to fet the Axtoitbetore it came Face at’ one fide thus, und proteff ; let her fleer, and “22 fee, 
to that pride and fulnefs, were, as nor to have it grow. look afcew, and hide her Teeth wich her Fan, when 7. 
M:s. Well, Tfhall long cill lL fee chis tall, you talk of, § the laughs a Fit, to bring her inco more matcer, that’s no- 
[ho bres 20 OI FAbE after Hy ee bone Be Niki laltce> tae fOt Tint, Dealer a coeds, ah iadX, 
Ke gar (Fe for pele te gen. (Crfa of fever ch ; if » MalaleuteA LH. (. ge > eusy Me 
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thing: you muft talk forward(though it be without fenfe, 


O Mi be without blufhing ) ’cis moft Court-like , and 
well. i. 
 Sog.- But fhall I not ufe Tabacco at all ? 

Maci. O, by no means, ’ewill but make your Breath 
fufpected, and that you ufe it only to confound the rank- 
nels of chat. : . 

Sog. Nay, I'll be advis’d, Sir, by my Friends. 
~~ Maci. God’s my life, fee where Sir Puntar’s Dog 1s. 

Groo..I would the Gentleman would return tor ‘his 
follower here, I'll leave him co his Fortunes elfe. 

Maci. "T were the only true jeftin che World to poy- 
fon him now: ha? by this Hand Pildo ie, if I could 
but get him ofthe Fellow. Signior Sogliardo, walk afide, 
mie think upon fome device co entertain che Lady 
with. , 

Sog. So I do, Sir. 

Maci. How now, mine honeft Friend? whofe Dog- 
keeper art chou ? 

. Groo. Dog-keeper, Sir ? Ihope I {corn that ?faith. 


. Maci. Why? doft chou not keep a Dog? 


Greo. Sir, now I do, and now I donot: I think this 
be {weet and fhort. Make me his Dog keeper! 

Le (. He throws off the Dog. 
~ Maci. This is excellent, above expedtation ! nay, ftay, 
Sir, you’ld be travelling 5 but Pil give you a dram fhall 
thorten your Voyage, here. So Sir, [’ll be bold to take 
my leave of you. Now cothe Zurks Court in the De 
vils name, for you fhall never go o God’s name. Sogls- 
ardo, come. 
~ Sog. Tha’ ’t ?faich now, will fting ie. 

_Maci. Take heed you leefe it not, Signior, e's 


| r you 
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Cor. How like you this firft exploit of his? 
Mit. O,;a piece of true envy: but I expe@ the iffue 
of che other device. 
Cor. Here they come, will make it appear. 


A& V. Scene IL. 


To them.) Savivlina, Puntarvolo, FaStidins Brisk, Fungo/o, 
a Macilente, Sogliardo. 


to WHE! thought, Sir Puntarvolo, you had been gone 


‘your Voyage? | 

Punt. Dear, and moft amiable Lady, your divine 

Beauties do bind me to thofe offices, thac I cannot de- 
part when I would. , 

Savi. Tis moft Court-like {poken, Sir : but how might 


_we do to have a fight of your Dog and Cat ? 


Fast. His Dog is in the Court, Lady. © | 
Savi. And not your Cat? how dare you truft her be- 


hind you, Sir ? 


Punt. Troth, Madam, fhe hath fore Eyes, and fhe doth 
keep her Chamber: marry I have left her under fuffi- 


cient Guard, there are two of my followers to attend 
_ her. 
Savi. Vil give you fome Water, for her Eyes: when 
do you go, Sir ? | 


Punt. Certes, {weet Lady, I know not. 


concave of this Ear. 

Faf. ‘Tis molit true, Lady: marry he is no fuch ex- 
cellene proper Man e+ Jefe ¢) beaks » 9. 

Punt. His Travels have chang’d his Complexion, 
Madam. 

Savi. O, Sic Pastarvolo, you muft think every. Man 
was not born to have my Servant Brisk’s Feature. 

Punt. But that which tranfcends all, Lady ; he doth 
fo peerlefly imitate any manner of Perfon for Gefture, 
Action, Paffion, or whit ever : 

Fat. 1, efpecially a Ruftick, or a Clown, Madam, 
that ic is not poffible for the fharpeft fighted Wic (in the 
World) to difcern any {parks of the Gentleman in him, 
when he does ie. | 

Savi. O, Monfieur Brisk, be not fo tyrannous to con- 
fine all Wits within the compafs of your own :' not find 
the. {parks of a Gencleman in him, if he be a Gentle. 
man? 

Fung. No intruth (fweee Lady) I believe you cannot. 

Savi. Do you believe fo? why, I can find {parks of 
a Gentleman in you, Sir. . 

Punt. I, he is a Gentleman, Madam, anda Reveller, - 


seers 


Fung, Indeed,I think I have feen your Ladifhip at our 
ol” abl! 


Revels. 4 «Tin Fan’ Cady {GS ted 


wonder you talk of ; may one have a fight of him, for 
any reafonable Sum ? 

Punt. Yes, Madam, he will arrive prefently. 

Savi. What, and fhall we fee him Clownit? 

Faft. Vfaith (fweet Lady) that you fhall: f{€e, here 
he comes. | 

Punt. This ishe! pray obferve him, Lady. 

Savi. Befhrew me, he Clowns it properly indeed. 

Punt. Nay, mark his Courchhip. —_w. | 

Sog. How does my {weet Lady? hot_and moift? 
beautiful and lufty? ha? . 

Savi. Beautiful, an’ it pleafe you, Sir, bue not lufty. 

Sog. Oho, Lady 3 it pleafes you to fay fo in truth: 
and how does my {weer Lady? in health? Bona robe, 
quelo, que novelles? que novelles ? {weet Creature! 

Savi. O excellenr! why Gallants, is chis he that can- 
not be decipher’d ?/they were very blear. wicted, i'faich, 
that could nor difcern the Gentleman in him. 

Punt. But you do, in earneft, Lady ? 

Savi. Do I Sir? why, it you had any true Court- 
judgment in the carriage of his Eye, and that inward 

ower that forms his Countenance, you might perceive 

is counterfeiting as clear as the Noon-day : Alas ——~ 
Nay, if you would have tried my Wit, indeed, you 
fhould never have told me he was a Gentleman, bur pre- 
fented him. for a true Clown indeed; and chen have 
feen if I could have decipher’d him. 

Faft. "Fore God, her Ladifhip fays true (Knighe) but 
does he not affe& che Clown moft naturally, Miltrefs ? 

Punt. O, fhe cannot but affirm that, out of the boun- 
ty of her judgment. , 

Savi. Nay, out of doubt he does well, for a Gentle- 


any Princes Court inthe World: {peaks the Languages : 
with that purity of Phrafe, and facilicy of Accenc, that 
ic breeds aftonifhment: his Wit, the moft exuberant, 
and (above wonder) pleafant, of all chat ever entred the 

} 


mamto imitate ; bue I warrane you, he becomes his na- . 


tural carriage of the Gentleman, much better than his 


Faft. He doth ftay che rather, Madam, to prefent | Clownery. 


VAP beh fll gs. 
Savi. Like enough, Sir: but would I might fee this - 


_ tleman 2 , | 
A. Fajft. No Lady, this is a Kinfman to Juftice Sslence. 


Faft. Tis ftrange, in truth, her Ladifhip fhould fee fo 
far into him! 

Pant. I, ist not? | | 

Savi. Faith, as eafily as may be: not decipher him, 
quoth you ? 

Fung. Good fadnefs, I wonder at it! 


your acute judgmenc with fo Courtly and well-parted a 
Gentleman as yet your Ladifhip hath never feen. 
Savi. What's he, gentle Monfieur Brisk? not that Gen- 


Punt. Pray, Sir, give leave to report him : he’s a Gen- 
tleman (Lady) of thae rare and admirable faculcy, as (I}  M4acz. Why, has fhe decipher’d him, Gentlemen ? — 
roteft) I know not his like in Europe: he is exceedingly | Punt. O, moft miraculoufly, and beyond admiia- 
Valiant, and excellent Scholar, and fo exaétly travel’d, | cion ! 
thac he is able, in difcourfe, to deliver youa Model of | Aaci. Is’c pofhible ?y 2esay Ly a. Orhel Atian 
hy re ok on Pr feb ay C4 Reet on Ful. She 
od Cy lero ar -°g- 


of wx: , wees ote. s 
fF ht hed us let of ents fo pafene Sf 


Yass nO Ons - i pe lias! L Csr Fol 
ana) At ot oo Lg AMG fe os Ce” 


—_ z= 


ee Se Oe — eee ln te 


eee | 


a = f. (are pe 


FP OPO OSE. 


Faft. She hath gather’d moft infallible figns of the 

Gentleman in him, that’s certain. nt 
Savi. Why. Gallants, let me laugh at you, a little : was 

this your device, to try my judgment in a Gentleman ? 
Maci. Nay, Lady, do not fcorn us, though you have 


this gift of perfpicacy above others: What if he fhould | 


be no Gentleman now, but a Clownindeed, Lady? | 

Punt. How think you of that? would not your Ladi- 
fhip be out of your humour ? , 

Faf. O, but the knows it is not fo. : 

Sevi. What if he were not a Man, ye may as well 
fay? nay, if your Worfhips could gull me fo, indeed, 

ou were wifer chan you are taken for. | 

Maci. In good faith, Lady, he is a very perfe& Clown, 
both by Father and Mother : chat PN affure you. 

Savi. O, Sir, you are very pleafurable. 

Mazci. Nay, do but look on his Hand, and that fhall 
refolve you : look you, Lady, what a Palm here is. 

Sog. Tut, that was with holding the Plough. 

Muaci. The Plough! did you difcern any fuch thing 
in him, Madam ? a ee 

Fast. Faith no, the faw the Gentleman as bright as at 
Noon day, fhe : fhe decipher’d him at firft. - 

Maci. Troth, Iam forry your Ladifhips fight fhould 
be fo fuddenly ftruck,. 

Savi. O, your goodly Beagles ! 

Faft. What, is fhe a0 a oo a 

Sog. Nay, ftay, 1weet Lady, que novelles? que no- 
welles ? ee oe 

Savi. Out, you Fool,you. = a 

Fone. She’s out of her humour faith. 

Faft. Nay, let’s follow it while ’tis hot, Genclement. 

Past. Come, on mine honour we fhall make her 
bloth in the prefence : my Spleen is great with labghter. 

Maci. Your laughter will be a Child of, a feeble life, 
I believe, Sir. Come Signior, your looks are .c00. de- 
jeGted, methinks: why mix you.not mirth with the 'reft ? 

Fung. By God's Will, this Sute frets me at, the Soul. 
Tl have it alter’d co morrow, fure. 2S 


A& V. Scene IL 
To bim. | “a Shift. 2 
Faftidius, Puntarvolo, Sogliardo, Fungo(e, Macilente. 


y Am come to the Court, to meet, with my Cousite- 
“nance Sogliardo: poor Men tuft be. glad of fuch 


countenance, when they can get no better.. Well,need } 


may infale upon a Man, bat ic fhall never make him de- 
{pair of conféquence. The World will. fay, “tis bafe: 
tufh, bafe ! ’tis bafe to live under the Earth, not bafe to 
live above it, by any means. es 

Faf. The poor Lady is moft miferably.out of her 
humour, 1’faich. — a ek te 

- Punt. There was never fo witty: a jeft broken, at the 

Tilt of all the Court-witschriften’d. = 

Maci. O, this applaufe taints ic foully./ - 

Sog. I think Idid my part in courting. O +} Refolution! 

Punt. Ay me, my Dog. : } 
_ Maci, Whereishe? | 

Faft. God’s precious, go feek for the Fellow, good Sig- 
ior. | | [ He fends away Fungoto. 
Pant. Here, here I left him. 

Maci. Why, none was here when we cam¢ in now, 
but Cavalier Shift, enquireof him. _ 

Faf, Did you fee Sir Puntarvolo’s Dog here, Cavalier, 
fince you came? | | . 

Shift. His Dog Sir? he may look hisDog, Sir. Ifaw 
none of his Dog, Sir. | 

Maci. Upon my life, he has fton your Dog, Sir, and 
been hird to it by fome chat have ventur’d with you: 
you may guefs by his peremptory anfwers. 


| and damn’d himfelf that he did em you ‘never heard?" 4. 


Every Man ont of bis Humour. ——=~iHYSC 


ewe te oes oe ew fener 
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Punt. Not unlike ; for he hach-been a notorious thief 
by his own confeflion. Sirrah, where is my Dog? — 
” Shift. Charge me with your Dog, Sir? I ha’ none of 
your Dog, Sir. | 
Punt. Villain,thoulyeft. . .. 
Shift. Lye, Sir? y’ are but a Man, Sir: 
Punt. Rogue, and Thief, reftore him. a 
Sog. Take heed, Sir Pantarvolo, what you do: he'll 
bear no Coals, I can tell you ( 0° my word. )A'-Fex, --~-4 Me fGat 
“Waci. This is tare. AZM, <0 Aten Loagy, Byy Feet anglbot. - f. 
— Sog. It’s mar’le he ftabs you not : by this Light, he 
hath ftab’d forty, for forty times lefs matcer, I can tell 
you, of my knowledge. ; 
Punt. I will make thee ftoop; thou abject. 
Sog. Make him ftoop, Sir ! Gentlernen; pacific him or 
he'll be kill’d.. a | 
Maci. Isheforcalla Man? 129 
Sog. Tall a Man? if you love hislife, ftand berwixe 
’em: make him ftoop! | . . 
Punt. My Dog, Villain, or I will hang thee: thou 
haft confeft Robberies, and other fellonious acts, to this 
Gentleman thy Cosntenance — a 
Sog. Til bear no witnels. 
Pe And, without my Dog, I will hang thee, for 
them.) ~ 
Sog. What? kneelto thine Enemies? —_[ Shift Anee/t. 
_ Shift. Pardon me, good Sir 5 ‘God is my witnefS; I ne- 
ver did Robbery inall my life. _ , | 
Fung. O, Sir Pantarvolo, your Dog lies giving up the 
Ghoftin the Wood-yard. (Fungo retarn’d. 
/ Maci. Heart! is he not dead yet? 
- Pant. O, my Dog, born to difaftrous fortune: pray 
you conduct me, Sir. * a 
Be . How ? did you ‘never do any Robbery in your 
wer ' a 
| Mack. O, this is good: fohe fwore, Sire 
Sog. 1, [heardhim. And did you {wear true, Sir ? 
Si I, (as I_ hope to be forgiven, Sir) I ne’er rob’d 


an an, I never ftood by che high way fide, Sir, but 


| only faid fo, becaufe I would get my felf a name, and 
‘be counted a tall Man..i‘cZyreenshor ia ten ga 50 Tiernan 


~ Sog. Now out, bafe viliaco: thou my Refoluticn? It y PAfrvgpdricd 


‘| Countenance? By this Light, Gentlemen, he hath con-c#aresccrys 
| feft to me the moft inexorable company of Robberies;~*“~” LAG 


"" 
the like: out Skoundrel, dut follow meno more, I com-,, Pe 
mand thee: out of my fight, go, hence, fpeak not: V2 2 25- 
will not hear thee: away Camouccio. « Alar. spe AY ow! gy Qh wg? 

Maci. O, how I do feed upon this now, and fat my of 
felf! here were a couple unexpectedly difhumour'd* well; 
by this time, I hope, Sir Puntarvolo and his Dog are 
both out of humour ‘to ttavel. Nay; Gentlemen, why — 
do you'not féek out the Knight, and comfort him? our ; 
Supper at the Mitre muft of necefliry hold to Night, if Aapaz fer 
you love your Reputations. fred eet; poke 3 Kempe y ob Z 
Fait. *Fore God, Iam fo melancholy for his i aaj £, 


| difafter, bue Pll go. LOB Prd Cr Fre &- 


Sog. Faith; and I may go too, butI krtow, I fhall be 
fo melancholy. . _ : | 

Maci. Tuth, melancholy? you muft forget that now, 
and ‘remember you lie at che mercy of a Fury: Carlo wilt 


rack your Sinews afunder, and rail you to duft, if you 


come not. 
GREY. 
Mir, O, then their fear of Carlo, Belike, taakes them 
hold their. meeting. ee ee ee 
“€or. T,here he comes: concéive Him but co be enter’d 
the Micro, and ’cis enough. 
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fy Vi net Ao « Carlo, Drawer, George. , 


 LJOlla: where be thefe Shot-tharks 2 
A. Draw. By and by : you’re welcome, 
Buff one. 

Car. Where’s George? call me George hicher, quickly. 
Draw. What Wine pleate you have, Sir: Pll draw 
you that’s neat, Mafter Buffone. 

Sw ' Car. Away Necpeites do as I bid thee, bring my dear | 

A George to me: Mafs, here he comes. 

Georg. Welcome, Mafter Carlo. 
Car. What ! is Supper ready, George ? 
— Geor. I, Sir, almott : will you have the Cloth laid, 

| Matter Carlo ? 4 | 7 

| Car. O, what clfe? are none of the Gallants come 

; yet? : | 

| L. a Geor. None yet, Sir. : | ” 

ph Y yuu: Car. Stay, take me with you, George : let me have a 

f ELD Dlathooor fat Loin of Pork laid to the Fire, prefently. . 
| - Geor, Ic fhall, Sir. = 


good Mafter 
| pend GP 
| 


aeke- Car, And withal, 


know my meaning, George, quick. 
Geor. Done, Sir. 


olf 


7” 
woe 
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Humours lise a dry Cruft, cill he has drunk ’em all up: 


could the Pummife bue hold up his Eyes at other Mens | 
Happinefs, in any reafonable proportion : ’Slid, che Slave | 


were tobe lov’d next Heaven, above Honour, Wealth, 


and the Groin, whatever, | 
Geor. Here, Mafter Carlo. =. 
Car. Is’t right, Boy? Nhe. a 
Geor. I, Sir, Taflure you ’tis right. Oo 
_ Car. Well faid, my dear George, depart : Come, my 
{mall Gimbler, you in the talfe Scabberd, away, fo. 
Now co you, Sit Burgomaffer, let’s tafke of your Bounty. 
[He puts forth the Drawexs, and {huts the Door. 


rich Fare, Apparel, Wenches, all che Delights of the Belly | 


H 


“GREY. 


~ ’ Mit. What, will he deal upon fach quantities of 
Wine, -alone? | | 
: | , uy Cor, You w 


‘ ’ 


ill perceive that, Sir. 


bite’ off his No t this, now: Swect Rogue he has 
five pis drawn Nectar, the very Soul of the Grape ! Til wath m 

hum "f Temples with fome on’t prefently, and drink fome half 
y bef Hh ba {core draughts ; “twill heat the Brain, kindle my Ima- 
ee ee “ination, I thalltalk nothing bue Crackers and Fire- 


he 429 works to night. So, Sir! pleafe you to be here, Sir, and 
! There: So. ae oe yf bar uh fod rol +f, 
ep oe rg Tae wes [ He fets the too Cups afunder, and fila drinks with 
| jotete eet oe A fute-d/a the one, and pledges with the other, == |, 
Abit why fal Qf de bofor Gi fl gear LST t/t, mg os 
eat Coben + 2G Gas Ota acess, GRE X | 

: y4 JC. fff rx ptm Go uit, A a. taby +7 a ? 7. fas» 


} be ] 
oa é 
‘ eee 2~<f Cor. This is worth the obfervation, Signior. 
 puiien em Yuyrs Car, 1, Cup. Now, Sit; here’s to you; and I prefent 
Ma US ¢# you with fo much of my love. * 


, 1. By Heaven, you put mein mind now of a very 
if ’ S neceffary Office, which I will propofe in your pledge, 
b 14% 43/0 Sic: the healch of that honourable Couatefs, and the 
4 ff fywect Lady that fate by her, Sir. 
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ito fly hear you? draw me the biggett | 
4 Pe, Gutta ‘you have, out of the Butt you wot of : ak you |. 


Car. I never hungred fo much for thing in my life, as | 
I do to know our Gailants fuccefs at Court : now is that } 
lean Bald-rib Macélente, that fale Villain, plotcing fome | 
‘mifchievous Device, and lyes a foaking in their frothy | 


"I this ? nay 


1 ML det : st . 
| fo, fy yon Car. E marry, Sir, here’s Puriry : O, George, I could | 


Every Man ont of bis ELumour. 


2. Ido vail to it with reverence. And now, Signior, 
wich thefe Ladies, ll be bold to mix the Health of your 
divine Miftrefs. Biogen; foc7y, Dh. e5$. 9 

1. Do you know her, Sir ? | 

2. O Lord, Sir, I; and in che refpe&ful Memory 
and mention of her, I could wifh this Wine were the 
moft precious Drug in the World. ) | 

1. Good faith, Sir, you do honour me in’t exceed- 
ingly. a | 


GRE X. 


- Mit. Whom fhould he perfonate in this, Signior ? 
Cor. Faith, I know not, Sir; obferve, obferve him. 
ae If - were haa bafeft a or mud ~ runs in Pie 

annel, I am bound to pledg it, refpectively, Sir. And, 
now, Sir, here is a replenifhe Bowl, which I ‘will reci- 
ear turn upon you, to the Health of the Count 
Fruzale. | | 
1. The Count Frugale’s Health, Sir ? I'l pledg it on 
my Knees, by this Lighr. - a : 
2. Will you, Sir? Pll drink ic on my‘Knee, then, by 
| the Lighr. a 
. GREX. 
Mit. Why this is ftrange! — 
Cor, Ha’ you heard a better drunken Dialogue > 
2. Nay, do me right, Sir. us 
1. So Ido, in good faith. _ | : 
2. Good faith youdo not; mine was fuller. ‘ 
1, Why, believe me, it was not. | 
2. Believe me it was 
4. Lye, Sir? : 
2. I, Sir. 
1, Swounds! | : 
2, O, come, ftab if you have a mind to it. 
¥. Stab? doft thou think I dare nor ? 
Car. Nay, I befeech you Gentlemen, what means 
look, for fhame refpe& your Reputations. 


Speaks in bis owp Perfon, and over-turns Wine, 
Pot, Cups anhal, — 


~A& V. Scene V. 
| -- Macilente, Carlo, George. 
\ | NK THy, how now Carlo! what humour’s this? . 7 
"Car. 'O, my good Afifchief! art thou come? 


where are the reft ? where are the reft? 
Maci. Faith, chree of our Ordinance are burft. 


: and you do lye, 


Car, Burft? ‘how comes that? 
Maci. Faith, over-charg’d, over-charg’d. 
Car. But did not the Train hold? ° | 
Maci. O, yes, ahd the poor Lady is irrecoverably 
blown up.., oe : tes 
k Car. Why, but which of the Munition is mifcarried ? 
a: + oe eo 
Macs. Faprimus, 
and Refolution. : | 
Car. How ? how for the love of wir? _ ar 
Maci. Troth, the Refolytios is prow’d recreant ; the 
Countenance hath chang’d his Copy : and the paffionate 
Knight is fhedding funeral Tears over his departed 
Dog. | | — 3 | 
- Car, What’s his Dog dead ? — fae 
Maci. Poyfon’d, tis thought : marry, how, or by 
‘whom, that’s lefe for fome cunning Woman here o’ the - 


Sit Puntarvolo :next, the Countenance, 


| Bank fide torefolve. For my part, I know nothing, more 


than that we are like to have an ceding melancholy 
Supper of it. Ju Slots at, ag heMumage Le. 9. 


> Car, ’Slife, and Ihad purpos’d tobe extraordinarily 
merry, I had drunk off a good preparative of old Sack 
here : but will they come,’ will they come? — —_ 

2 Mac. 


t 
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Maci. They will affuredly come: marry ,Carlo, (as thou 
‘Jov’ft me) run over ’em all freely co night, and efpecial- 
ly the Knight; fpare no fulphurous Jeft chac may come 
/££out of thac {weaty forge of thine : buc plyem with all 

manner of Shot, Minion, Saker, Culverine, or any 
thing what thou wilt. , uae - s 

Car. I warrant thee, my dear Cafe of Petrionels, fo 
I ftand not in dread of thee, bue that chou'le fecond me. 

Maci. Why, my. good German Tapfter, I will. 

Carl. What, George. Lomtero, Lomtero, Gc. (He dancetb. 

Geor. Did you call, Mafter Carlo? 

Carl. More Neétar, George: Lomtero, Oc. 

Geor. Your Meat’s ready, Sir, an’ your Company Were 

Carl. Is the Loin of Pork enough ? 

Geor. I, Sir, itisenough. . . — 

_ Maci. Pork? heart, what doft chou with fuch a greafie 
Dith ? [chink choy doft varnith, chy Face with the Fat 

on’t, it looks fo like a Glew-Pot. 

Carl. True, my Raw-bon’d-rogue, and if thou would’ft 
farce’'thy lean Ribs with it too, they would not (like 
ragged Laths) rub.out fo many Doublets as they do: 
buc thou know’lt not a good Dith,. thou. O,, it’s the on- 
ly nourifhing Meat in the World. No marvel though 
that faucy, itubborn Generation, the Fewes, were for- 
bidden ic: for what wopld they ha’ done, well pam- 
perd with fat Pork, chac durft murmur at their Maker 
out of Garlick and Onions. ’Slight, fed wich it, che 
Whortfon ftrummel, patcht, goggle ey’d Grumbledories, 
would ha’ Gigantomachiz'd. Well faid, my {weet George, 
hil, fill. : | mas pe th a 


GREX. 


Ms. This favours too much of prophanation. : 

Cor. O fervetur ad imum,qualis ab incepto procefferit,c> fibi 
conftet. The neceflicy of his vain compels a Toleration, 
for bar this, and dath him out of humour before his time. 

Carl, °Tis an Axiome in natural Philofophy, Wat comes 
searefi the nature of that it feeds, converts quicker to noxrifh- 
ment, and doth fooner effentiate. Now nothing in Flefh and 
Entrails, affimilates or refembles Man more, than a Hog 
or Swine————— : 

Maci. True; and he (to requite their Courtefie) of- 


tentimes d’offecth his own Nature, and puts on theirs ;-as_ 


when he becomes as churlith as a Hog, or as drunk as a 
Sow : but to your conclufion. . 

Carl. Marry, I fay, nothing refembling Man more 
than a Swine, it follows, nothing can be more nourith- 
ing : for indeed (but that it abhors from our nice Na- 
ture) if we fed one upon another, we fhould thoot up a 
great deal fafter, and thrive much better: I refer me to 
your ufurous Cannibals, or fuch like: but fince it is fo con- 
_ trary, Pork, Pork, is your only feed. . _ 

Maci. (take it, your Devil be of the fame Diet; he 
would ne’re ha’delir'd to been incorporated into Swine 
elfe. O, here comes the melancholy Mefs > upon ’em 
Carlo, charge, charge, ; | 

Carl. Fore God, Sir Puntarvolo,.1 am forry for your 
heavigefs: body a me, a fhrewd mifchance ! why, had 

ouno Unicorns Horn, nor Bezoars Stone about you? 


Pa gilt py oH tate Last, Reman A477 
Act V. Scene VI. 

Puntarvolo, Carlo, Macilente, Faft. Brisk, Sogliardo, Fangofo. 

S* I would requeft you be filent. 

Maci. Nay, to him again. 

Carl. Take comfort, good Knight, if your Cat ha’ 

recovered her Catach, fear nothing; yous Dogs mif- 
chance may be holpen., 4:4. “a7ena.7;' a. 9, 

Faft. a ({weet Carlo) for fo God mend me, 


the ie ights Moans draw me into fellowthip of his 
Misfortunes. But be not difcourag’d, good Sir Pantar- 


~ hy 


| Teme 


a. - 


‘vola, Tam content your adventure fhall be perform’d 
upon your Cat. a a : 
Macs. Ubelieve you, Mask-Cod, I believe you, for 
rather than thou would’ft make prefent repayment, thou 
would’ft cake ic upon his own bare return from Calice. 

_ Carl, Nay, ds lifé, he’ld be content (fo he were well 
rid out of his Company) to pay him five for one, at 
his next meeting him in Paws. But for your Dog, Sir 
Puntar. if he be not out-righe dead, ‘there is a Friend of 
mine, a Quack-/g/ver, thall put Life in him again, that’s 
certain. , | 

Fung. O, no, that comes too late. an 

Maci. Gods precious, Knight, will you fuffer this ? 

Punt. Drawer,get me a Candle and hard Wax,prefently. 

Sogl. 1, and bring up Supper; for I am fo melancholy. 

Carl, O, Signior, where’s your Refolution ? 

Sogl. Refolution | hang him Rafcal: O, Carlo, if you 
Jove me, do not mention him. 

Carl. Why, how, how fo? 

Sogl, O, the arrant’ft Crocodile that ever Chriftian 
Was acquainted with. By my Gentry, I thall chink che 
worfe of Tobacco while ‘4 live, for his fake : I did chink 
him to be as calf a Man 

Maci. Nay, Buffone, the Knight, the Knight. 

Carl, ‘Slud, he looks like an Image carv’d out of Box, 
full of knots : his Faceis (for all che World) like a Dutch 
Purfe, with the Mouth downward, his Beard che Taffels: 
and he walks (let me fee) as melancholy as one o° the 
Matters fide in the Cowster. Do you hear, Sir Puntar 2 / 

Punt. Sir, 1 do intreat you no more, but enjoyn you 
to filence, as you affe& your Peace. 

Carl. Nay, but dear ‘Knight, underftand (here are 
none but Friends, and fuch as wifh you well) I would 
ha’: you do this naw ;. flea me your Dog prefently) but 
in any cafe keep the Head) and ftuff his Skin well with 
Straw,as you fee thefe dead Montters at Bartholomew Fair. 

Punt, I fhall be fudden, Itcell you. 

Carl. Or if you likenotthat, Sir, get me fomewhat a 
lefs Dog, and clap into the Skin 3 here’s a Slave about the 
Town here, a Few, one Yoban; or a fellow that makes _ 
Perrukes, will glew it on artificially, it thall_nere be 
difcern‘d ; befides, ’cwill be fo much the warmer for the 
Hound to travel in,.-you know. 

Maci. Sir Puntarvolo, death, can you 


be fo patient? 


Car. Or thus, Sir: you may have (as you comejss ce es roy 
through Germany) a Familiar for little or nothing, fhall S*<j-~ +~- 
turn ic-felf into the fhape of yeus Dog, or any thing (what 4;3<. 


you will) for certain hours— ’ods m 
Knight what do you mean? you’llo 
violence, will you? hold, hold. 

Punt. *>death, you Slave, you Ban-dog, you. 
- Car. As you love wit,-ftay the enrage ight, Gen- 
tlemen. | | 

Past. By my Knighthood, he that ftirs in his refcue, 
dyes. Drawer,. be gone. | 

Car. Murder, murder, murder. 

Punt. I, are you howling, you Wolf? Gentlemen, as 
you tender your Lives, fuffer no Man to enter, cill my 
Revenge be perfe&. Sirrah, Buffone, lie down ;- make 
no Exclamations, but ‘down: down, you Cur, or f 
will make thy Blood flow on my Rapier Hilts. 

Car. Sweet Knight hold in thy fury, and ’fore Heaven 
I'll honour thee more than the Zurk does Mabomer. 

Pynt. Down (I fay.) Who’sthere? [ Within. 

Cpns. Here's the Canftable, open the Doors. 

Car. Good Macilente———_—- 

Punt. Open no Door, if the Adalantado of 


Life, The Knight 
Ce NO beats him. 


Gentlemen : you knockin vain, Sir Officer. e<*«/ <e 
Car. Es tu Brute! ei putt 


your Lips, or I will drop ic in 
thine Eyes by Heaven. . 


Car. O, O. [He feals up bis Lips. 
Cons. Open the Door, or ae break it open, . 


Pxst. Sirrah, clofe 


Spain wero o~ chy WC oe 
here he fhould not enter : One help me with the Light, AZ 
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my Sute too: good Sirs, let me go, “tis Friday night, and 
in good truth I have no ftomach in the world to eat 
any thing. 4/~« 


Mavi. Nay, good Caenftable, have patience a litde, 
you fhall come in prefently, we have almoft done- 


# again, 


Punt. So; now, are you out of your Humour, Sir? 


Shift, Gentlemen. (They all draw and difperfe. 


Act V. Scene VII. 
Conftable, Officers, Drawers [To them. 


L” hold upon.this Gallant, and pugfue the reft. 

Faft. Lay hold on me, Sir ! for what ? 
‘Conf. Marry, for your Riot here, Sir, with the reft 
of your Companions. 

Ff. My Rioc! Mafter Conftable, take heed what 
you do. Carh, did I offer any violence ? 

Conf. O, Sir, you fee he is not in cafe to anfwer you, 
and chat makes you fo peremptory. “e 

Fast. Peremptory ? s’life I appeal to the Drawers, if 
I did him any hard meafure. 

Geor.- They are all gone, there’s none of them will be 
laid any hold on. 

Conf. Well, Sir,. you are like to anfwer till che reft can 
be found out. 7 
Faft. Slid, I appeal to Geerge, here. 
Conf. Tut, George was not here ; away with him to 
the Cosnter, Sirs. Come, Sir, you were beft get your 
felf dreft fomewhere. - : 

.Geor. Good Lord, that Mafter Carlo could not take 
heed, and knowing what a Geneleman the Knight 1s, if 
he beangry. | |: : 

Draw. A Pox on ’em, they have left all tye Meat on 

our hands, would they were choake with it for me. 

, Maci. What, acechey gone, Sirs? = 
A 7 {Macilente comes back. 
. Geor. O, here’s Mafter Afacileste. a ae 
+ Maci. Sirrah, George, do you fee that concealment 
there? that Napkin under the Table ? | 
_ ,Geor. Gods fo, Signior Fangofo! 

Maci, He’s good Pawn for the Reckoning; be fure 
you keep him here, and let him not go away till I come 

chough he offer co difcharge all : Pilrerurn pre- 


\ 


fently. . on % 
Geor. Sirrah, we havea Pawan for che Reckoning. © 
Draw. What? of Macilente? . eS 
Geor, No, look under the Table. hs 
Fung. Thope all be quiet now : if I can get but forth 

of this Street, 1 care not ;- Mafters, I pray you ‘tell me, 

is the Conttable gone? —_—s[{ He Looks out under the Table. 

. Geor, What? Matter Fungofo ? | | 
Fung. Was’t not a good device this fame of me, Sirs. 
Geor. Yes faith ; ha’ you been here all this while? 


Fung. O Gad, I: good Siry look an’ the Coaft be 


clear, Pld fain be going. ; | 
Geor. All’s clear, Sir, bute the Reckoning; and that 
you muft clear, and pay before you go, Tatfure you. 
Fung. I pay? ‘Slight, I eat not a bit fince I came into 
the Houfe, yet.’ 


Draw. That’s no ina é you pay, Sir. 

Fung. Gods light, with what Confcience can you ask 
me to pay that I never drank for ? 

Geor, Yes, Sir, I did fee you drink once. 

Fung. By thisCup (which is Silver) bute you did nor, 
you do me infinite wrong, I look’t in the Pot once, in- 
deed, buc I did not drink. 

Draw. Well, Sir, if you can fatisfie our Mafter, it 
thall be allone to us. (By and by.) 


GREX. 


Cor. Lofe not you felf now Signior. 


Ac&t V. Scene VII. 


Macilente, Deliro, Fallace. 


Ut, Sir, you did bear too hard a conceit of me in 
that, but I will now make my lové to you mof 
tranf{parent, in {pight of any daft of fufpicion thac ma 
be raifed co cloud it: and henceforth, fince I fee it is fo 
againit your Humour, I will never labour co perfwade 


you. 

Deli. Why, I thank you, Signior, bute what’s that you 
tell me may concern my peace fo much ? 

Macs. Faith, Sir, ’tis thus. Your Wives Brorher, 
Signior Fungofo, being at Supper to night ata Tavern, 
with a fore of Gallants, there happened {ome divifion 
amongft ‘em, and he isleft in Pawn for the Reckoning: 
now, if ever you look that time fhall. prefent you wich 
an happy occafion to do your Wife fome gracious and 
acceptable Service, take hold of this opportunity, and 
prefently go, and redecm him; for, being her Brother, 
and his Credit fo amply engag’d as now it is, when fhe 
fhall hear (as he cannot himfelf, but he muft out of exe 
tremity report it) that you came, and offered your felf 
fo kindly, and with chat refpect of his Reputation, why, 
the benefic cannot but make her dote, and grow mad of 
your Affections. 

Deli. Now, by Heaven, Macilente, 1 acknowledg my 
felf exceedingly indebted to you, by this kind tender of 
your love ; and I am forry to remember that I was ever 
fo rnde, to neglect 4 Fricnd of your importance : bring 
me Shooes and a Cloke there, I was going to Bed, if 
you had not come; what Tavern isit? 

Macs. The Mitre, Sir. ° 

Deli. O, why Fide, my Shooes. Good faith it cannot 
but pleafe her exceedingly. 

Fal. Come, I marl what piece of night-work you 
have in hand now, that you call for a Cloke, and your 
Shooes ! what, is this your Pandar ? 

Deli. O, {weet Wite, {peak lower, I would nor he 
fhould hear thee for a World | 

Fak. Hang him Rafcall, I cannot abide him for his 


- Draw. Why, you may when you pleafe, ’tis all ready 
below that was.befpoken, | 


Treachery, with his wild quick-fer Beard there... Whi- (7! = 
| Fung. Befpoken? not by.me, I hope? Soe Lag 


ther go you now with him ? GGL Gut Peesenefl Comet : 
Deli, No whither with him, dear Wife, I go alone to’ /. - 


Geor. By you, Sir? I know noc thac : but ’ewas for 
you and your Company, [am fure. | a 
Fung. My.Casnpany.? ’Slid, I was an invited Gueft, 
fo.l was. ag . 
Draw..Faich we have nothing to do with ‘that, Sir, 
they’re all: gone but you, and we muft be anfwer’d; 
that’s the fhore and the long on’t. ae 
Fung. Nay, if you will grow to extremities, my Ma- 
fters, than would rhis Pot, Cup, and all were in my 
Belly, if I have a Crofs about me. e.3 
. Geor. What, and have fuch Apparel? do not fay fo, 
Signior, chat mightily difcredits your Cloths, = 
Fung. As Tam anhoneft Man, my Taylor had all my 
Money .this Morning, and yet. 1 muft be fain to alcer 


a place, from whence I will return inftantly. Good 

Macilente, acquaint not her with jt by any means, it may 

come fo much the more accepted, frame fome other an- 

fwer.. Ill come back immediately. _ 
Fall. Nay, and I be not worthy to know whither 

et go, ftay till I take knowledg of your coming 
ck. : | , 


| Maci. Hear you, Miftrefs Deliro. 
Fall. So Sir, and what fay you?. a = 
Maci. Faith Lady, my intents will not deferve this 
flight refpe@, when you fhall know’em. 
Fall. Your intents? why, what may. your.intents be, 
for Geds fake? - mee te | 2 


Macs. . 


Maci. Troth, the time allows ho circumftance, Lady, 
therefore know this was but a device to remove your 
Husband hence, and beftow hitn fecurely, whilft (wich 
more conveniency) I might report to you a misfortune 
that hath happened to Monfieur Brisk———— nay com- 
fort, fweet Lady. This night (being at Supper) a fort 
of young Gallants committed a Riot, for the which he 
(only) is apprehended and carried to che Counter, where 
if your Husband, and other Creditors fhould but have 
knowledg of him, the poor Gentleman were undone 
for ever. 

Fal. Ay me! that he were. yayZ+bra, 76 po. St 

Mazi. Now therefore, if you'can think upon any pre: 
{ent means for his delivery, do not foreflow ir. A bribe 
to the Officer that committed him, will do it. 

Fal, O God, Sir, he thall not want for a Bribe ; pra 


you, will you commend me to him, and fay PIl vifit }. 


him prefently. - a 

Maci. No, Lady, I fhall do you better Service, in 
protraéting your Husbands return, that you may go 
with more fafery. -_ 

Fai, Good truth, fo you may : farewel, good Sir. 
Lord, how a Woman may be miftaken in a Man? I 
would have {worn upon all che Teftaments in the World 
he had not lov’d Mafter Brisk. Bring me my Keys there 
Maid. Alas, good Gentleman, if all I have 7 chis 
Earthly World, will pleafure him, it thal be at his Ser- 
vice. | 


GREY. 


Mit. How Macilente {weats i? this bufinefi, if you 
mark him. Ds | _ 

Cor. 1, you fhall fee the true Pi€ture of {pight anon: 
here comes the Pawn, and his Redeemer. ? 


Act V Scene IX. ° 
Deliro, Fungofo, Drawers, Macilente. 


Ome, Brother, be not difcourag’d for this, man 3 
what ? | 
Fung. No truly, I am not difcourag’d, but I proreft 
to you Brother, I have done imitating any more Gallants 
either in Purfe or Apparel, but as fhall become a Gentle- 
man, for good carriage, or fo. , 
Deli. You fay well. This is all i’ the Bill here? ist 
not ? | 
Geor. J, Sir. | | 
Deli. There’s your Money, tell it: and Brother, I am 
_ glad I met with fo good occafion to thew my love to 


yo : 
‘ Fung. I will ftudy to deferve ie in good truth, an" I 
ve. 
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Maci. Think? why ’tis paft chought, you fhall never 
meet the like opportunity, I affure you. oe 
Deli. I willdo ic. Brother, pray you go home (afore . 
this Gentleman and I have fome private bufingfs) and 
tell my {weet Wife, I'll come prefenily. | 
Fung. I will, Brother: | | 
Maci. And, Signior, aequaint your Sifter, how libe- 
rally, and out of his bounty, your Brother has usd you, . 
(Do you fee ?) made you a Man of good reckoning ; re- 
deem’d that you never were of, Credit; gave 
you as Gentleman-like Terms as might be ; found no faule 
with your coming behind the Fafhion; nor nothing. 
Fung. Nay, I am out of thofe hamours now. 
Maci. Well, if you be out, keep your diftance, and 
be not made a Shot-clog any more: Come, Signior, “- 
lét’s make hafte, <avestecnce i he nerriurr'ay . 9, 


Act V. Scene X: 
Fallace, Faft. Brisk. 


Matter Faffidixs, what pitty is’e to fee {weet 2 
Man as you are, in fo fowre a Place ? 


O 
° GREX. 


Cor. As upori her Lips does fhe mean? _ | 

Mit. O, this is to be imagin’d the Cosnter belike ? 

Faft. Troth, fair Lady, ’tis firit the pleafure of the 
Fates, and next of the Conftable, to have ie fo: but I 
am patient, antl indeed, comforted the more in your 
kind vific. | 

Fal. Nay, you thall be comforted in me more than 
this, if you pleafe, Sir.” Efent you word by my Bro- 
ther, Sir, that my Husband laid to reft you this Morn 
ing, I know not whether you receiv’d it, or no: | 

Faft. No believeit, {weet Creature, your Brother gave _ 
me no fuch intelligence. _ | ow a 

Fal. O, the Lord! © fe. ; 

Feft. But has your Husband any fuch purpofe ? 

Fal. O fweet Matter Brisk, yes: and therefore be 
prefently difcharg’d, for if he come wich his AGions 
upon you (Lord deliver you) you are in for one half a 
{core year; he kept a poor man in Ladgate ohce Twelve 

ear for Sixteen Shillings. Where’s your Keeper? for 
ie {ake call him; lee him take a Bribe, and difpatch 
you. Lord; how 
are there ? | 

Faft. No, fweee Miftrefs; why are you in this Paffion? 

Fal. O Lord, Mafter Fefidins, if you knew how I 
took up my Husband 16 day, when he faid he would 
Arreft you; and how I rail’d at him that perfwaded him 
to’t, che Schollar there, (who on my Confcience loves 

ou now) and what care [ took to fend you intelligence. 


ty Heart trembles! here are no Spies ? 


y my Brother ; and how] gave him four_Soveraigns + bps arn 
for his pains: and now, how I came running out hither <2 see os - 
without Man or Boy with me, fo foon as [ heard one ; | 
you'ld fay I were in a paffion indeed: your Keeper, for 
Gods fake. O, Mafter Brisk (as ’tis in Eupbues) Hard 489 
ss the choife, when ome is compelled either by filence to dye ~ 
with grief, or by {peaking tolive with fhame.' 

Faft. Fair Lady, I conceive you, and may this kifs 
affure you, that where Adverfiry hath (asit were) con- 
tracted os ae fhall nor-——~Gods me! your Husband. 

‘Fal. Ome! 


Deli. What, is’t right ? 
Geor. I, Sir, and I thank you. 
Fung. Let me have a Capons 

Reckoning is paid. | 
Geor. You fhall, Sir. ° 
Maci Whete’s Signior Deliro? 

- Deli. Here, Macilente. - : 
Maci. Hark you, Sir, ha’ you difpatcht this fame ? 
Deli. I marry have I. 

Maci. Well then, I can tell you news, Brisk is i’ the 

Counter. 

Deli. DP che Counter ? | | 
Maci.’ Tis true,Sir, committed for the ftir here to night. 

Now would Ihave you fend your Brother home afore, 

with che repore of chis your kindnefs done him, - to his 

Sifter, which will fo pleafingly poffefs her, and our of 

his Mouth too, that 7? the mean time you may clap 
your Action on Brisk, and your Wife (being in fo hap- 
Py 2 mood) cannot enrertain it ill, by any means, 

Deli. ’Tisvery tue, the cannot indeed, I chink. 


Leg fav’d, now the 


Aé& VY. Scene XI. 
Deliro, Macilente, Pallace, Faftidiss Brisk. 


2 ist thus! 
I Macs. Why, how now, Signior Deliro? has the 
Wolf een you? ha? hath i Sok Head made Marble 
of you ?_ Jn 0 Od cen Se ney Eel ; 
Deli. Sothe Planet {trike = dea : a 7 
, . i 


7. 60. Every Man out of bis: Humour. 


oA <a 


| Mt | Maci. ‘Why, look you, Sir, 1 told you, you might have, Maci. How fo 2 a 4 
. - fufpe@ed this long-atore, had you pleas’d, and ha’ fav’d = Cor. Marry, becaufe we'll imitate your Actors, and 
this labour of Admitation now, and Paffion, and fuch be out of-our Humours. Befides, here are thofe (round 
Extremities as this frail Lump of Flefh is fubjeé&t unto., about you) of more ability in Cenfure than we, whofe 
Nay, why do you nor dote now, Signior? Methinks Judgments can give ic a more fatisfying Allowance ; 
you fhould fay it were fome Enchantment, deceptio vi/us, we'll refer you to them. = 
or ‘fo; ha? If you could pertuade your felf ic were a Maci. I? ist e’enfo? Well, Gentlemen, I fhould have 
; Dream now, ’twere excellent : Faith, try what you can gone in, and return’‘d to you as [ was A/per at the firit ; 
- do, Signior; it may be your Imagination will be brought but (by reafon the Shift would have becn {omewhar long, 
- to icin cime; there’s nothing impoflible. . and we are loth to draw your Patience farther) we'll 
, -Fal. Sweet Husband. | | intreat you to imagine it. And now (chat you may fee 
| Deli. Out lafeivious Strumpet. : _ | Twill be oue of Humour for company) I ftand wholly 
Maci. What? Did you fee how ill that ftale Vein be- to your kind Approbation, and (indeed) am nothing fo 
came him afore, of Sweet Wife, and Dear Heare? And peremptory as I was in the beginning : Marry, I will 
oo. are you faln juft inco the fame now, with Sweet Huf- , not do as Plautus in his mpbytrio, for all this (Summi FJo- 
band? Away, follow him, go, keep ftate; what? Re-. vs caufa, Plaudite :) beg a Plaudite for God’s fake ; but | 
member you are a Woman, turn impudenc; gi him nor if you (out of the Bounty of your Good-liking) will 
the Head, though you gi’ him the Horns. Away. And | beftow it, why, you may (in time) make lean Adacilente 
[ «43% yee methinks you thould take your leave of Enfans-per-|as fat as Sir ‘Fobs Falftaff. 
dus here, your Forlorn-hope. How now, Monficur _ = 


Brisk? what? Friday-night? and in affliction too ? and ' | 
yet. your Pulpamenta? your delicate Morfels ? I perceive, | 


the Affection of Ladies and .Gentlewomen puriues you THE 
wherefoever you go, Monfieur. 


Fa/?..Now in good faith (and as Yam gentile) there | | 3 
could not have come a. thing i’ this World co have di- E P I L O G U E 


{iraGed me more, than the wrinkled Fortunes of this 228 | ‘i 

poor Spinfter.:. | __.. |Atthe Presentation before Quzen 

1 ddact. O yes, Sir ; I can cell you a thing has pelee ELIZABETH 

you much berter,- believe ic. , Signior De/iro has entre Lyf. re Lie ye 

Three Actions againft you, Three Actions, Monfieur ; ae wad EILEEN, 

marry, one of, chem (Ill put. you in comfore) is but y MaACILENTES an 

Three. choufand, and the other two, fome Five thoufand rae | r 

apiece: Trifles; erifles,. a en ee er N 2 ti now did Object greet mine Eyes 
Faft. O, I am undone. . With any light Content : But in ber Graces 92; = 


_ Maci. Nay, not altogether fo, Sir; the Knight muft 
’ have his hundred Pound repaid,: thac’ll, help: tgo; and 
then Six-fcore Pounds for a Diamond, you know. where. 
Thefe be things will weigh, Montieur, they will weigh. 

_ Faf. Q Heaven!, - | - sg, , 
Maoi. What, do you figh?: This it isto kifSthe Hand 
of a Countefs, to have her Coach fent for you, to hang 
oinards in Ladies Garters, to.wear Bracelets, of cheir 
Hair, and for every one of thele: great Favours to give 


All my malicious Powers have loft their Stings. 

Envy ws fled my Soul at. fight of ber, 

And fhe bath chas'd all ak Thoughts from m Bofim, 

Like as the Sun doth Darkne{s from the World. | 

My Stream of Humour s run owt of me. ~ 
And as our Cities Torrent (bent #° infect — 

The ballow'd Bowels of the Silver Thames) 

Is checkt by Strength and Clearne/s of the River, 


| 7 Till st bath {pent st felf e’em at the Shore ; = 
De Couette poly fome flight Jewel:qf Five hundred Crowns, or fo, why | So i the ample and unmeafur'd Flood 
pect Fhe tisnothing.. Now, Monfieur,’ you fee the Plague chat | Of ber Perfections, are my Paffions drown’ d ; 
- the paste" ~ treads 0’ the Heels 0° Foppery: Well, go. 's| And I b Spsri d cl 
. a= your Foppery: Well, go your ways | 44 I dave now a@ Spirit as {weet ana clear 
- de. Jie fol, — in, remove your felf co the Two-penny Ward quickly, | 4s the moft rarefi'd and fubtil Air: 
LG /lirx., to fave Charges, and there fet up your reft to {pend Sir | With which, and with a Heart as pure as Fire, 
| type A co" of Pyntar’s hundred Pound for him. Away, good Poman- | (Yer bumble as the Earth) do I implore, 
fs Soma nas der, go... et ee O Heaven, that fhe (whofe Prefence bath effected 
Lae 7] ‘Why, here’s a Change ! Now is my Soul at peace: _ Ths Change in me) may fuffer moft late Change 
J am as empty. of. all Envy now, 2 Is ber admir’d and happy Government : 
As they of. Merit. to be envied at. ea May feill ths Wand be call’d Fortunate, 
My Humour (like a Flame) no longer lafts - ‘| And rugged Treafon tremble at the Sound, 
Than: it hath Scuff to feedits and.their Folly == =| When Fame fhall (peak it with an Emphafis. | 
Being now rak’rup inetheir repencant Afhes, Let Foreign Polity Is dull as Lead, ) 7 e 
.Affords no ampler Subje@ tomy Spleen. ° And pale Invafion come with half a Heart, | 
‘ant fo far from malicing their States, os. | When be but looks apon ber bleffed Soil. 


That I begin to pity’em. Ic grievesme __ | The Throat of War be Stopt within ber Land, : 

‘To chink they havea being. Icouldwifh |... And Turtle-footed Peace dance Fairie Rings Ar JC ppr. 
They mighr turn wife upon it, and be fav’'d now, —‘| About ber Court ; where never may there comets Ao Wor Gy 
So Heav'n weré pleas’d ; but.let them vanifh, Vapors. | Su/pec? or Danger, but all Truft and Safety. ao 


toa 


, ‘Gentlemen, lip y like yen it? Has’t nog been tedious? | Ler Flattery be dumb, and Envy blind | 
| hy cain i 4 oof nt op Anvrk var £' piffn inn. Bs | Ins ber dread Prefence 3 Death bim{elf admire ber: 
es --y GREX | _| And may ber Vertues make him to forget fa: ae 
oe eye ee .| The Use of bus sncvitable Hand. os 
Cor. .Nay, we ha’ done cenfuring now. | Fly from her, Age; fleep Time before her Throne; 
‘M6 Mit. Yes, faith - 7° j "|Our frongef! Wall falls down, when fhe i gone. my 
: ' : , ? 


; rae | 
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“The Court. - 


Hou art a Bountiful-and Brave Spring, and satereft: all the-Noble Plants of this Wand. 
In thee the whole Kingdom dreffeth it felf, and is ambitious to ufe thee as her Glafs. Be-— 
ware then thou renden'Mens.Figures truly, and teach then no, le/s to hate their Deformities; 
than to love their Forms: For, to Grace, there' fhould come Revérence ; and no’ Man can call that 
Lovely, which isnot, alfo VeneFable. [tis not Powd ring, Perfuming, and every day fmelling of the 
Taylor, that converteth to a Beautiful Objet : but a Mind fhining through any Sute, which needs no 
Falfe Light, either of Riches ok Elonour's, to help it. Such fhalt thax find fome here, even_in_the a 
Reign of Cynruta, (4 Caires andanArnere.) Now, under thy Puesus, it will pidge 
thy Province to make more: Except thou defireft. to. bave thy Source mix with the Spring of Self- 
love, and fo wilt draw upon thee as welcom a Difcovery of thy Days, as was then made of ber Nights. soe 


Thy Servant, but not Slave, 


: Ben. JouNson. 
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The Persons of the Pray. 
CYNTHIA. - 
MERCURY. .. |; ~ CUPID. 


HES PERUS. ECCHO. 
CRITES. | ARETE. 
AMORPHUS, PHANTASTE. 
| ASOTUS. | -ARGURION. | 
_ HEDON. PHILAUTIA --°—— : 
ANAIDES. MORIA 
MORPHIDES. cos. 
PROSAITES.  GELAIA 
MORUS,. 
PHRONESIS} ~ 
—THAUMA, }Mates 
TIME, J 


The Scene | 
GARGAPHIE 


The Principal Comoepr ans were, 


NAT. FIELD. Mervan | JOH. UNDERWOOD. pet 


—SALpavy. oH | ROB BAXTER 4" 
THO. DAY Rt: JOH. FROST. dn ase? | 


‘Speech - fot. faved by his Book) can_witnefs’, the Scene 


c.e. Cam 


Me atch VOTE, atv: r- 3 


apf fll wor, i 


CYNTHIAS 
REVELS, 
Afier the fecond founding. 


.- INDUCTION. - 
By ‘Thre of the Children. 


(as that’s a thing to be noted, take any of our Play- 
Books without a Cwpid, or a Mercury init, and burn ic 
for an Heretick in Poerryy—— Pray thee let me alone. 
Mercury, he (in the nature of a Conjurer): raifes up 
Eccbo, who weeps over her Love, or Daffodil, Narciffia, 
a lietle; fings; curfes the Spring wherein the pretty 
foolith Gentleman melted himfelf away : and there’s an 
end of her. Now I am to inform you, that Cx- 
pid and Mercery do both become Pages. Cupid attends 
on Pbslautia or Self-love, a Court Lady : Mercury follows 
Hedon, the Voluptuom, and a Courtier; one that ranks 
himfelf even with .Anaides, or the. Impudent, a Gallant; 
(and that’s my part :) one that keeps Jaughter, Gelaia the 
Daughter of Folh , (a Wench in Boys attire) to wait orf 
him——————. Thefe in the Court meét with Amorphas, 
or the deformed, a Traveller that ‘hath drunk of the 
Fountain, and there cells the wonders of the Water. 
They prefently difpatch away their Pages with Bottles to 
fetch of it, and chemfelves go to vifie the Ladies. Bue 
I fhould have told you (Look, thefe Emets put me 
out here) that with this Amorpbss, there comes along 4 
Citizens Heir, Actus, or the Prodigal, who (in imita- 


Ray you away; why Fellows? Gods fo? what 
do you mean? i 
2. Marry that you fhall not {peak che Pro 
logue, Sir. 
3. Why ? do you hope to fpeak it ? 
2. J, and I think I have moft right co ie: I am fure I 
ftndied ic firft. hen ag 3 
3. That’s allone, if che Author think I can fpeak ic 


1. I plead Poffeffion of the Cloke : Gentiles, your 
Pi pray you. oar pleeterer Vonem Hate. : ; 

@ Why Céidrew, are you not afham’d? come in 

: , _ | Within, 

3. *Slid, Pl play nothing ? che Play, unlefs I {peak ic. 

1. Why, will youftand to moft Voices of the Gentle- 
men ? lee that decide it. | 

3. O no, Sir-Gallant; you prefume to have che ftate 
of us there, and that’ makes you offer fo prodigally. 

_ 3,No, would! were whipt, if 1 had any fuch chought; 
ery it by Lots either. 

2. Faich, f dare tempt my fortune in a greater ven- 
ture than this. 

3.. Well faid, Refolute ‘feck, I am content too : fo 
we draw firft. Make the Cuts. 3 

x. But will you not fnatch my Cloke, while I am 
ftooping ? , | | 

3. No, we {corn Treachery. - , 

2. Which Cut fhall fpeak it? oe 

3. The fhortett. , 

a. Agreed. . Draw. The fhorteft is come to the 

fhorteft. Fortune was not altogether blind in this. Now, 
Sir, I hope I. fhall-go forward without your Envy. 
' 2. A fpite of all mifchievous luck ! 1 was once pluck- 
ing at the other, — Meee 8 
4. Stay, Fach :*Slid, PH do-fomewhat now afore I 
go,in, though it be nothing but to revenge my felf on 
the Amfhor : finc¢ I. fpeak not his Prologue, Ill go tell 
all che Argument of his od fa afore-hand, and he ftale, 
his Igvention to the Auditory before ic come forth. 

1. UO, donot eet ye bo kag My tag ac 

2. By no means. Salt. oe 

3. Firft, che Title of his Play is Cputbia’s 
At the breach-  Rease]s as any Man (that hath hope co be 


es in this 


him) entertains the Begger, to be his Attendant. —-—- 
Now, the Nympbs who are Miftrefles to thefe Gallants, 
are Philautia, Lelf-Love; Phantafte, a light Wittync{s ; 
Argurios Money; and their Guardian, Mother Adria or 
Miftrefs Folly. —— 

I. Pray thee no more. ue ee. 3 

3. There Cupid ftrikes Money in love with the Prodigal; 
makes her dote upon him, give him Jewels, Bracelets, 
Carkenets, &c. all which he moft ingenioufly departs 
withal to be made known to the other Ladies and Gal- ° 
lants ; and in the heat of this, increafes his Train with 
the Fool! to follow him, as well 4 che Begger By 
this time, your Begger Begins to wait clofe, who isreturn’d 
with the reft of his Fellow Bortle-men.— There 
they all drink, fave srgurion, who is faln into a fudden 
Apoplexy.— "4 

1. Stop his Mouth. a 

3. And then, there’s a retired Shollar there, you would 
not with a thing to be better contemn’d of a Society of 
Gallants, than it is: and he applies his Service (good 
Gentleman) to the Lady Arete, or Vertue, a poor Nymph 
of Cynthia’s Train, that’s fcarce able to buy her feli a 
Gown, you fhall fee her play in a black Robe anon: 
“A Creature that (I aflure you) is no lefs fcorn’d chan 
himlclf. Where am I now? at a ftand? , 

a. Come, leave at laft, yet. 

3. O, the Night is come, Crwas fomewhat dark, me 
thought) and Cynthia intends to come forth: (That helps 
ic alittle yet.) All che Courtiers muft provide for Re- 
vels ; they conclude upoh a Ma/que, the device of which; 
is—— (what, will you ravifh me?) chat each of thele Vi- 
ces, being to appear before Cynthia, would feem other 
than indeed they are: and therefo:e affume the mott 
neighbouring Vertues as their masking Habits. —— (Pd 
ery a Raps, bné ehac you are Children.) 


lowing, the 0. Gargapbie: which I do vehemently fufped 

ther two ine for fome fuftian Country , bue let that va- 

terrpt -bim nith. Here isthe Court of Cynthie, whither 

Sik. he brings Cupid (travelling on foot) refolv’d 

totum Page. By she way, Cupid meess with Adercary, 
Af «x pl cag t, G whaTe o 


fle play, — crore z Come? 


tion of che Traveller, who hath the Werfone following « «. for. db 
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f SP guccy 2 Come, we'll have no more of this anticipation: 
th hgt 7 oh to give them the Inventory of their Cates aforehand, 
O° fr L ere the difcipline of a Tavern, and not fitting this 
Gi fret “WB 

refence. 

1. Tut, this was butto fhew us the happinefs of his 
| Memory. I though at firft he would have plaid the ig- 
norant Critique with every thing, along as he had gone ; 
, I expected se ws device. oe 

: rou fhall fee me dg that, rarely ; lend m 
! Bie Lhe ences eI Catt b: 8 ee 
1. Soft, Sir, youll fpeak my Prologue in itz aA 

i : _ 3, No, would I mighe never ftir then. Prof & v2 
) 2. Lend ic him, fend it him. 

1. Wel], you have {worn. 

3. [have. Now, Sir, fuppofe Iam one of your gen- 
MW tile Audicors, that am come in (having paid my Mo- 
| ney atthe Door, wich much ado) and here I take my 
| Place and ficdown: I have my three forts of Tabacco 
| in my Pocket, my Light by me, and thus I begin. By 
vn - this lighe, I wonder that any Man is fo mad, 
| Ar tbe breaches tocome to fee thefe rafcally 7sts play here— 
: he takes bis They do act like fo many Wrens or Ps/- 

: ee mires not the fifth part of a good Face 
amongtft them all.—— And then their Msjfick is abomi- 
nable —— able to ftretch a Mans Ears worle than ten— 
4 Pillories, and cheir Ditties -— moft lamentable chings, 

like che picitul fellows thac make them-—— Poets. By 

this Vapour, an ’ewere not for Tabacco—— I think—— 
the very ftench of ’em would poifon me, I fhopld not 
\dare to come in at their Gates—— A Man were better 
) vific fifteen Jayls,——or a dozen or two of Hofpitals— 
than once adventure to come near them. How is’t? 

Well? 

1. Excellent : give me my Cloke: 

3. Stay you fhall fee me do another now: but a 
more’ fober, or better-gather’d Gallane ; that is (as it 
may be thought) fome Friend, or well-wifher to the 
Houfe:: And here I enter. 

1. What ? upon the Stage, too? . 

2. Yes: and I ftep forth like one of the Children, and 
ask you, Would you have a Stool, Sir? As4«-9/ “+ 7 

ay Ldect, Vln 3- A Stool, Boy ? Gpecnts; be Ub. tee fc fw | 
popben g 2. I, Sir, it you'll give me fix Pence [ll fetch you 


| IE se * eh, one. | 
ee Yat 3. For what Ipray thee? what hall Ido with ie? 
4. O Lord, Sir! will you betray your ignorance fo 


much? why throne your felf in {tate on the Stage, as 
other Gentlemen ule, Sir. | 

3- Away, Wag; what, would'ft thou make an Im- 

plement of me? ’Slid the Boy takes me for a piece of 

Per{pective (1 hold nty Life) or fome Silk Curtain, come 

/ to hang the Stage here ! Sir Crack, I am none of your 


with him, but what may very fafely be eurn’d upon th 
Truft. Ic isin the general behalt of this fair Society 
here chat I am to fpeak, at leaft the more jydicions pare 
of it, which feems much diftafted with the immodeft 
and obfcene writing of many in their Plays. Befides, 
they could with, your Pocrs would leave to be Promoters 
of other Mens Jefts, and to way-lay all the Itale apc- 
tbégms, or Old Books, they Can Paar of Cin print, or o- 
therwife) co farce their Scenes WithaL That ey would 
not fo penurion y glean Wit from every Laundrefs or 
Hackney-man, or derive They belt Grace Gach fervile 


ination) from common Stages, or obfervation of 


ap they converle with; as if their Inventio 
liv’d wholly upon another Mans Trencher. Again, tha 
feeding their Friends with nothing of their owg, 
what they haverwice ort es Cooked, they fho 


wantonly give out, how foon they had dreft it; nor ho 
many Coaches came to Carr the Broken-meéat 


belides Hobby-horfes, and Foot-cloth Nags 7 Z hy 
2. So, Sir, this is all che reformation Be ek : Friary 
3. It is : do not you think it neceffary to be pradtis’d ZY. 

my little Wag ? Ps 
2. Yes, where any fuch ill habiced Cuftom is receiv’dy. 
3- O (I had almoft forgot it too) chey fay, the 

= or Ghofts of lome tis or four Plays, depart. 
a.dozen years fince, have been icen walking on your 


Stage here: take heed, Boy, if your Houfe be haunted| 


Cd 


down all that fic about him 3 That the old Hieronimo, 23 it 
4 was firft acted) was the only beft, and judscioufly pend mull 


3. By my faith, Feck, you have puc me down: I 
would I knew how to get off with any indifferent 
grace. Here, take yourCloke, and promile fome fatis- 
faction in’ your Prologwe, or (Til be fworn) we have 
marr’d all. . 

2. Tut, fear not, Child, this will never. diftafte a true 
sence: Be not out, and good enough. I would chou .. 
hadft fome $ ugar-candied to{weeten thy Mouth. 
fur 4, Cal: 7 
Oye cK AL aay ~ ae 

EO” He Third founding ~ a 


PROLOGUE. 


oa. Te 
iu Cini frefh PiGures, that ufe to beautifie the decaied dead Ar- 
Ww. ras i) a publick Theatre. . _ 
- 2. T's a fign, Sir, you put ‘not that confidence in 
your good Cloaths, and your betrer Face, that a Gentle- 
‘man fhould do, Sir. But I pray you Sir, let me be a 
fiter cto you, that you will quic our Stage then, and 
| take a Place, the Play is inftantly to begin. 
| 3. Moft willingly, my good wag : but I would {peak 
| with your Author, where’she? . 
| , 2. Not this way, LT affure you, Sir: we are not fo of- 
ficioufly befriended by him, as to have his prefence in 
the Tyring-houfe, to prompt us aloud, ftamp atc the 
Book-holder, {wear for our Properties, curfe the poor 
Tire-man, rail che Mufick out of tune, and {weat for wick fight, and quicker apprebenfion, | 
every venial Trefpals we commit, as fome Author would, | (Tbe lights of Fudgments throne) fhine any where } 
; Le ee i if he had fuch fine Engles as we Well, ’cis but our | Our doubtful suthor hopes this is their Sphere. 


| 
| 
: 
| 


ig Gack filence, faweet attention, 


' hard fortune. : And therefore. opens be bimfelf to thofe ; 
3. Nay, crack, be not dif-heartned, Zo other weaker Beams bis labours clofe : 
2. NotI, Sir; but if you pleafe to confer with our | 4s loth to proftitute their Virgin Brain, 
| : Author, by Atturny, you may, Sir : our proper felf here, | Zo ev'ry vulgar and adult’rate Brain, 
| ftands for him. , In this alone, bis Mule her fweetne/s hath, 
- 3, Trocth, I have nio fuch ferious affair co negotiate ' She fhans “Yn of any beaten Path; 
| / tenr, we And 
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Cynthia's Revels, - 


And proves new ways to come to learned Ears : 


Pied ignorance fhe neither Joves nar, fears. 
Nor bunts fhe after popular Applaufe, f i 
Or fomy praife, that drops from common faws : 
The Garland that fhe wears, their bands muff twine, 
l'ho can both cenfure, underftand, define 

What merit is: Then caft thofe piercing Rays, 

Round as a Crown, inftead of bonour’a Bays, 

About bis Poelie s which (he knows) affords 


Words, above action : matter, above words. 


Ac I; Scene k 
_ Cupid, Mercury. 


Ho goes there ? 
Mer. "Tis, blind Archer. 
Cup. Who? Mercury? 

Mere I 

Cup. Farewel. | 

Mer. Stay, Cupid. 

Cup.‘Not in your company, Hermes, ex€ept your 
hands were tivetted at your Back. 

Mer. Why {0 my little Rover ? o 

Cup. Becaufg I know, you ha’ not a Finger, but is as 
long 4s my Quiver (Coufin Mercury) when yon pleafe 
to extend it. = 

Mer, Whence derive you thisSpeech, Boy? 

Cup. O ! tis your beft Polity to be ignorant. You did 
never fteal Mars his Sword out of the Sheath, you? nor 
Neptune’s Trident? nor <Apollo’s Bow? no, not you? 
Alas, your Palms (Fupiter knows) they are as tender as 
the Foot of a foundred Nag, or a Ladies Face new mer- 
caried, they'll couch nothing. 

Mer. Go too (Infant) you'll be daring ftill. 

Cup. Daring 2? O Sanus! what a word is there ?. why, . 
my light Feather-heel’d Couz, what are you? any more 
thin thy Uncle Foves Pandar, a Lackquey that runs on 


, Errands for him, and can whifper a light Meflage 


ad, 0 aloofe Wench with fome round volubility, wait man- 


. 
. 
- 


nerly ata Table with a Trencher, and warble upon a 


(96 Crowd a little, fill out Nectar, when Ganimed’s away, 
edns’ OnE that {weeps the Gods Drinking-room every Morn- 
oyu. ing, arid fets the Cufhions in order again, which they 


aL 


threw one at anothers Head over-night, can brufh the 
Carpets, call tHe Stools again to their places, play the 
Cryer of the Court with an audible Voice, and take 
ftate of a Prefident upon you at Wreftlings, Pleadings, 
Negotiations; &c. Here’s the Catalogue o your Im- 
ployments now, O no, [I err, you have the marthaling 
of all the Ghofts too that pafs the Stygian Ferry, and I 
fufpe& you fora a fhare with the old Sculter there, if 
the truch were known; but let that {cape. One other 


/96 peculiar vertue you poflefs, in lifting, or heger-du-maln, 


(which few of the Houfe of Heav’n have elie befides) I 
muft confefS. But (methinks) thae fhould noc make 
you put that extream diftance *twixt your felf and o- 
thers, that we fhould be faid to over-dare in {peaking to 
your nimble Deity? So Hercules, might challenge Prio- 
rity of us both, becaufe he can throw the Bar farther, 
or life more joyn’d Stooles at the Arms end, than we. 
If this might carry it, then we who have made the 
whole Body of Divinity tremble ac the twang of our 
Bow, and enfore’d Saturnius himfelf to lay by his curl’d 
Front, Thunder, arid Three-fork’d Fires, and put on a 
masking Sute, too light for a Reveller of Eighteen, to 
be feen in-————— : v 
Mer. How now! my dancing braggart in decimo (exto! 
charm your skipping Tongue, or Pl—————_- 
~ Cup. What? ufe the vertue of your {naky .Tip-ftaff 
there upon us ? oo , 
Mer. No, Boy, but the {mart vigour of my Palm a- 
bout your Ears. You have forgot fince I took your 
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Heels upinto Air (on the very hour I was Lorn) 7 

fight of all che Bench of Deities, when the Silver Roof 

of the Olympyan Palace rung again with applaufe of the 
act. 


Cup. O no, I remember ic frefhly, and by a particular 
Inftance ; for my Mother Venme (at the fame time) buc 
ftoope to imbrace you, and (to fpeak by metaphors) 
you borrowed a Girdle of hers, as you did Feves Scep, 
ter (while he was laughing) and would have done his 
Thunder too, but that twas too hor for your itching 
Fingers. 

Mer. Tis well, Sir. 

Cup. I heard, you but look’t in at Vulcans Forge the 
other day, and inereated a pair of his new Tongs a- 
long with you for company : Tis joy on you (ytaith) 
that you will keep your hook’d Tallons in pradtice 
with anything. Slight, now you are on Earth, we 


‘| thatl have you tilch Spoons and Candlefticks rather than 
‘| fail: Pray ‘fove the perfum’d Courtiers keep their Ca- 


fting-bottles, Pick-tooths, and Shittle-cocks from you ; 
or our more ordinary Gallants their Tabacco boxes, for 
Tam ftrangely jealous of your Nails. | 

Mer, Ne’re eruft me, Cupid, but you are turn'd a moft 
acute Gallant of late, the Edg of my wit is clean taken 
off with che fine and fubtile ftroke of your thin ground 
Tongue, you fight with too poinant a Phrafe, for me to 
deal with. | | | 

Cup, O Hermes, your Craft cannot make me confi- 
dent. Iknow my own Steel to be almoft fpent, and 
therefore intreat my Peace with you, in time : you are 
too cunning for me to Encounter at length, and I think 
it my fafeft Ward to clofe. 

Mer. Well, for once, Vl fuffer you to win upon me, 
wag, but ufe not che ftrains too often, they'll ftretchi 
my patience. Whither might you march, now ? 

Cwp.. Faith (to recover thy good Thoughts) Pil difco- 


63. 


ver my whole. Project. The Huntrefs and Queen of - 


thefe Groves, Diana (in regard of fome black and en- 
vious flanders hourly breath’d againft her, for her di- 
vine Juftice’ on 4cfeon, as fhe pretends) hath here in the 
Vale of Gargapby, proclaim’d a folemn Revels, which 
(her God-head put off) fhe will defcend to grace, with 
the full and royal expence.of one of her cleareft 
Moons: In which time, it fhall be lawful for all forts 
of ingenuons Perfons, to vific her Palace, to court her 
Nymphs, to exércife all variety of generous and noble 
Paftimies, as well to intimate how far fhe treads fuch 
malicious Imputations beneath her, as alfo to thew how 
clear her Beauties are from the leaft wrinckle of Aufteri- 
ey they may be charg’d with; SO 
Mer. Bur, what is all chis to Cupid 2 2 yt 
Cup. Here do I mean to put off the Title of a God, 
and take the Habit of a Page, in which difguife (du- 
ring the interim of -thefe Revels) I will gee to follow 
fome one of Diana’s Maids, where (if my Bow hold, 
and my. Shafts fly bue with half the willingnefs, and 
aim they are directed) I doubt not, but I thall really re- 
déemi the Minutes I have loft, by their fo long and over- 
nice Profcription of my Desty from their Court. 
Mer. Purfye it (divine Cxpid) ic willbe rare. 
Cxp. But will Hermes fecond me? — 7 
Mer. I am now to putin ac& an efpecial defignmene 
from my Father Fove, but that perform’d, I am tor any 
freth action chat offers it felf. 
Cup.. Well; then we parc. _ 
_ Mer. Farewel, good wagg. . 
Now, to niy charge, Eccho, tair Eccho, {peak, 
*Tis Mercury that calls thee, forrowful Nympb. 
Salute me with thy repercuflive Voice, 
That I may know what Cavern of the Earrh 
Contains thy airy Spirit, how, or where 
I may direé&t my Speech, that thou maift hears 
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Act I. Scene II. 
= oe 4 
; Eccho, Mercury. 


F Ear. 
Mer. So nigh ? 
Ecce. Is 
Mer. Know (gentle Soul) then, Iam fent from Fove, 
Who (pittying the fad burchen of thy woes, 
Still growing on thee, in chy want of words, 
To vent thy paflion for Narcif/*s death) 
Commands, that now (after Three choufand years, 
Which have been exercis‘d in ‘funo’s {pight) 
Thou take a Corporal Figure, and afcend, 
Enricht with vocal and articulate power. 
Make hafte, fad Nymob, thrice thall my winged Rod 
Strike th’ obfequious Earth, to give thee way. 
Arife, and {peak thy Sorrows, Eccho, rife, 
Here, by this Fountain, where thy Love did pine, 
Whofe memory lives frefh to vulgar fame, 
_ Shrin’d in this yellow Flower, that bears his Name. 
Ecc. His name revives, and lifts me up from Earth. 
O, which way fhall I firft converte my felf 2 4”~ ¥ 2 
Or in what mood fhall I effay to fpeak, 
That (in a Moment) I may be delivered 
Of the prodigious grief I go withal ? 
See, fee, the mourning Fount, whofe Springs weep yet 
Th’ untimely fate of that too beautious Boy, 
That Trophee of Self-love, and Spoyle of Nature, 
Who (now transform’d into this drooping flower) 
Hangs the Repentant Head, back from the Stream, 
Asif ic witht, would I had never look’d 
In fuch a flate’ring mirrour. O Narciffus, 
Thou that waft once (and yet art) my Nareiffs 5 
Had Eccbo but been private with thy thoughts, 
She would have dropt away her felf in Tears, 
Till the had all turn’d Water, that in her, 
(As ina truer Glafs) thou mightft have gaz’d, 
And feen thy Beauties by more kind refle@ion. 
But Self-love never yet could look on Truth, 
But with bleard Beams; flick Flatcery and fhe 
Are twin-born Sifters, and fo mix their Eyes, 
As if you fever one, the other dyes. 
Why did the Gods give thee a heav’nly form, 
And earthly thoughts, to make thee proud of it? 
Why, dol ask? ’Tis now the known Difeafe 
That Beauty hath, to bear too deep a fenfe 
Of her own Self-conceived Excellence. 
O, hadft chou known the worth of Heav’ns rich gift, 
Thou wouldft have turn’d it to a truer ufe, 
And not (with ftarv’d, and covetous ignorance) 
Pin’d in continual eyeing that bright Gem, 
The glance whereof to others had been more, 
Than to thy famitht Mind che wid@ Worlds ftore: - 
“ So wretched is it to be meerly rich. 
Witnefs thy youths dear Sweets, here fpent untafted, 
Like a fair Taper, with his own Flame wafted. 
Mer. Ecchs, be brief, Saturnia is abroad, . 
And if fhe hear, fhe’ll ftorm at ‘Foves high Will. 
' Ecc. I will (kind Mercury) be brief as Time. 
Vouchfafe me, I may do him thefe laft Rites, 
But kifS his flowr, and fing fome mourning ftrain 
Over his watry Hearfe. Mer. Thou doft obtain. 
I were no Sonto Jove, fhould I deny thee. 
Begin, and (more to grace thy cunning Voice) 
The humorous Air fhall mixher folemn Tunes, 
With ay fad wend: {trike Mufick from the Sphears, 


And with 


your Golden Raptures {well our Ears. | 
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Low, flow, frefh Fount, keep time with my falt Tears; 
Yet flower, yet, O faintly gentle fprings : 
Lift to the heavy part the mufick bears, 
“ Woe weeps out her divifion, when he fings. 
Droop berbs and flowres ; 
Fall grief in fhowres ; 
“* Our beauties are mot ours: 
O, I could fill 
(Like melting [now 98 fome craggy bill, 
drop, drop, drop, drop, 
Since natures pride is, now, a witherd daffodil. 


Mer. Now, ha’ you done? 

Ecc. Done prefently (good Hermes) bide a little, 
Suffer thy thirfty Eye to gaze a while, 

But e’en to tafte che place, and I am vanitht. 

Mer. Forgo thy ufe, and liberty of Tongue, 

And theu maift dwell on Earth, and fport chee there. 

Ecc. Here young Aéfeon fell, purfu’d,-and torn 
by Cynthia’s wrath (more eager than his Hounds) 
And here (ay me, the place is fatal) {ee 
The weeping Niobe, tranflated hither | 
From Phrygian Mountains: and by Phebe rear’d, 
As the proud Trophze of her fharp revenge. _ 

Mer. Nay, but hear. 

Ecce But here, O here, the Fountain of Self-love, 
In which Latona, and her carelefs Nymphs, 
(Regardlefs of my forrows) bathe themfelves 
In hourly Pleafures.. Ader. Stine thy babling Tongue; 
Fond Eccho, thou prophan’ft the grace is done theo: © 
So idle Worldlings (meerly made of voice) 

Cenfure the Powers above them. Come, away, 
Fove calls thee hence, and his will brooks no ftay. 


Ecc. O, ftay : Ihave but one poor Thought to clothe 


In airy Garments, and then ‘(faith ) I go. 


Henceforth, thou treacherous and murthering Spring, _ 


Be ever call’d the Fountain of Self-love : 
And with thy Water let this Curfe remain, 
(As an infeparate Plague) that who but caftes] _ 
A drop thereof, may, with the inftane couch, 
Grow dotingly enamour’d on themfelves. — 
Now, Hermes, I have finifht. Ader. Then thy Speech, 
Mutft here forfake thee, Eccho, and chy Voice 
(As it was wont) rebound but the laft words. 
Farewel. Ecc. Well. 
Mer. Now, Cupid, I am for you, and your mirth, 
To make me light before I leave the Earth. 


Act I; Scene IIE. 
Amorphis, Ecche, Mercury. 


Ear {park of Beauty, make not fo faft. away. 
Ecc. Away. 

Mer, Stay, let me obferve this Portent yet.“ 

Amo. Tam neither your Minotaure, nor your Centaure, 
nor your Satyre, nor your Hyena, nor your Babion, but 
your meer Traveler, believe me. “400m, w-irdur 

Ecc. Leave me tow Sf. Savaen, A # Laks / 


purfu'd Eccho fo. | 
Amo. Know you from whom you flye? or whence? 
Ecc. Hence. 


Amo. This is fomewhat above ftrange ! a Nympb of her - 


Feature and Lineament, to be fo prepofteroufly rude ! well, 
I will but cool my felfat yon’ Spring, and follow her. 
Mer. Nay, then I am familiar with the iffue : I'll leave 
you too. 
Amo. 1am a Rhinoceros, if I had thought a Creature 


of her /ymmetry, could have dar’d fo improportionable, . 
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you pleafe : chough I affect not popularity, yer I would 
be loth to ftand out to any, whom you thall vouchfate 
to call Friend. . ; 

Cri. Sir, I fear Imay do-wrong to your fufficiencies 
in the reporting them, by forgetting or mifplacing fome 
one; your felf can beft enform him of your {elf Sir : 
except you had fome catalogue, or lift of your Facul- 
ties ready drawn, which you would requeft me ro fhew 
him for you, and him to cake notice of. 

Amo. This Crites is fowre: I will chink, Sir. 

Cri. Do fo, Sir. O heaven! that any thing (in the 
likenefs of Man) fhould faffer thefe rackt extremities, for 
the uttering of his fophifticate good Parts. | 

Afo. Crites, I have a fute to you; but you muft nor 
deny me: pray you make this Gencleman and J friends. 

Cri. Friends! Why 2? is there any differencé betwecn - 
ou ? 
Afo. No, I mean acquaintance, foeknow one ano- 


phy, - * 3 ys (iS 
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faffer my prophane hand to take of thy Bounties. By 
the Purity of my tafte, here is moft ambrofiack Water 5 
I will fup of ic again. By thy favour, {weer fount. 
See, the Water (a more running, fubtile, and humo- 
rous Nymph than fhe) permits me to touch, and handle 
her. What fhould I infer? If my Behaviours had been 
of acheap or cuftomary garb; my Accent or Phrafe 
vulgar; my Garments trice; my Counrenance illite: 
rate, or unpractis’'d in the inconnter of a beautiful and 
‘brave attird Piece; then I might (with fome change 
of colour) have fufpe&ed my Faculties : but know- 
ing my felf an effence fo fublimated, and refind by 
travel ; of fo ftudied, ahd well exercis’d a Gefture ; fo 
(97 alone in Fafhion ; able to render the face of any Sratef- 
man living ; and to {peak the meer extraction of Lan- 
guage; one that hath now made the fixth return upon 
ventuer ; and was your firft that ever inricht his Coun- | y 
trey with the crue“Laws of the dxello; whole optiques 
have drunk the foirit of Beauty, in fome Eighe fcore 
and eighteen Princes Courts, where I have refided, and 
been there fortunate in the amcurs of Three hundred 
forty and five Ladies (all Nobly, if not Princely de- 
{cended) whofe names I have in Catalogue; to con- | 
clude, in all fo happy, as even-Admiration her felf doth} Crs. “Slight, they are mutually enamour’d by this 
feem to faften her kiffes upon me : Certes, I do neither | time: . 
fee, nor feel, nor tafte, nor favour the leaft fteam, or} fo. Will you, fweee Cries? 
fume of a reafon, that fhould invite this foolith faftidi-] Cri. Yes, yes. | a: 
ous Nympb, fo peevifhly to abandon me. Well, leethe}| 4/0. Nay, but when? you'll defer ic now, and for- 
Memory of her fleet into Air ; my thoughts and I am | ger it. : 


for this other oe Water. __ ee ee ie. Cri. Why, ist a thing of fuch prefent neceffity, that 
; 4 bumvap Ore av a aaa ; | 


ther. 
Cri. O, now I apprehend you; your phrafe was 
without me before. , 
Afo. In good faith, he’s a moft excellent rare Max, 
Iwarranthim! | ar 


ye it requires fo violent a difpatch? __ ; | 

Ps CL > ; | 278 Afo. No, bue (would I might never ftir) he’s a moft 

Liat 5 or Act } we peene ie, get, | ravithing man‘ good Cries, you thall endear meto you, 
pfs Vad: in good faith-law. © : 


rites, Afotus, Amorphis. I°/42“2 He 
ae ena (ftr«s J | Cri, Well, your longing thall be fatisfied, Sir. 
Wiis 'the well-dieted Amsorphus become a Water-| 4/o. And withal, you may tell him what my Father 
was, and how well he left me, and chat I am his Heir. - 
Cri, Leave it to me, Pll forget none of your dear 
graces, I warrant you. | 
Afo. Nay, I know you can better marfhal chefe Af- 
fairs chati I can—~ O Gods! I'd give all the world (if 
I had it) for abundance of fuch acquaintance. 
Cri. What ridiculous Circumftance mighe I devif@ 
now, to beftow this reciprocal brace of Butter-fliesone. | , 
upon another 274m! Gap Maene Bad i fl scotia for Phin 1. 
Amo. Since I trode on this fide the Alpes, I was not 
fo frozen in my Invention. Let me fee : to accoft him /+~. < 4 = 
with fome choice remnant of Spanifh, or Italian? charpy aw, 
would indifferently exprefs my languages now : mar-@<~-0 2’ 
my Travels; it is the fame that Demofthenes ufually | ry then, if he fhould fall out co be ignorance, ic were teat egl far, 
drunk, in the compofure of all his exquifite and melli- | both hard and harfh. How elfe ? ftep into fome_ra-77*: 
fluous Orations. 7 gioni del ftato, and fo make my indudtion? that wer8“+~7 9% <« . 
Gri, That’s to be argued (Amorphus) if we may cre- | above him too ; and out of his Element, I fears Feign Geet +>" 
($7 dit Lucian, who in his Encomio Demofthenss affirms, he | to have feen him in Venice or Padua? or fome face neer”: ¢- 


never drunk but Water in any of his compofitions. his in fimilitude ? ’tis coo pointed, and_open. No, ic 
Amo, Lucian is abfurd, he knew nothing: I will be- | muft bea more quaint, “and collateral device. As—— 


drinker? I fee he means not to write Verfes 
then. 
' Afo. No, Crites ? why ? | 

Cri. Becaufe Nec placere din, nec vivere carming 
poffient, que f{cribuntur aque potoribus. 

Amo. What fay you to your Helicon? 

Cri. O, the Adufes well ! chat’s ever excepted. 

Amo. Sir, your Mufes have no fuch Water, I affure 
you; your Neéer, or the juyce of your Nepenthe is no- 
thing to ic; *cis above your Metheglin, believe it. 

Afo. Metheglin | what’s that, Sir ? may I be fo audaci- 
ous to demand ? 

Amo A kind of Greek Wine I have met with, Sir, in 
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lieve mine own Travels, before all the Lucians of Ex- 


/3f rope. He doth feed you with fittons, figments, and 


leafins, eo »~te° ¥ 

Cri. Indeed (I think) next a Traveller, he do’s pret- 
tily well. 

Amo. J affure you it was Wine, Ihave tafted ic, and 
from the hand of an Italian Antiquary, who derives it 
auchentically from the Duke of Ferrara’s Bottles. How 
name you che Gentleman you are in rank with there, 
Sir: aa 

Cri. Tis Afotus, Son to the late deceas'd Philargyrus 
the Citizen. | | 

‘Amo, Was his Father of any eminent place, or 
means? — ; | 

Cri. He was to have beer Pretor next year. 

Ago. Ha! A pretty formal young gallant, in good 
footh : piety; he is mot more gentilely ai pong 


Hark you, Crites, you may fay to him, what 
VStar ove hat. fabled GP Dard pf Ge. 


am, if 
ator ; 


{tay : to frame fome encomiaffick Speech upon this our 
Metropolss, or the wife Magiftrates thereof, in which 
politrck number, ’tis odds, bue his Father fill’d up a 
Room? defcend into a particular admiration of their 


Juitice, for the due meafuring of Coals, burning of @ . 
Cans, and fuch like? as alfo their Religion, in pulling] v7 


down a fuperftitious Crofs, and advancing a Venus, ox! 
Priapus, in place of it? ha? ’twilldo well. Ortotalk 
of fome Hofpital, whofe Walls record his Father a 
Benefactor? or of fo many Buckets beftow'd on kis 
Parifh-church, in his life time, wich his name at length 
(for want of Arms) tricke upon them? Any of thefe? 
Or to praife the cleannefs of the Street; wherein he 


dwele ? or the provident painting of his Pofts againft he 734 


fhould have been Pretor ? Or (leaving his Parent) come 
to fome fpecial Ornamentwabout himfelf, as his Rapier, 
or fome other of his Accoutrements? I have it: Thanks, 
gracious Minerva. 7 | 
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Afo. Would 1 had but once fpoke to him, and 
then—— He comes tome 
Amo. *Tis a moft curious, and neatly-wrought Band, 
this fame, as I have feen Sir. 
Afo. O God, Sir. : 
Amo, You forgive the humour of mine Eye, in ob- 
~ ferving ic. 7 
Cri. His Eye waters after it, it feems. 
Afo. O Lord, Sir, there needs no fuch Apology, I af- 
fure you. 
Cri. Iam anticipated : they’ll make a folemn deed of 
gift of chemfelves, you fhall fee. ° 
Amo. Your Ribband too do’s moft gracefully, in troth. 
Afo. ’Tis the moft gentile, and receiv’d wear now, 
Sir. , | 
Amo. Believe me, Sir, (I {peak it not to humour you) 
I have not feen a young Gentleman (generally) put on 
his Cloaths with more judgmene. ; 
Afo. O, ‘tis your pleafure to fay fo, Sir. 
Amo. No, as I am vertuous (being altogether un- 
travel’d) ic a me into es Pe 
Afo, I do purpofe to travel, Sir, at {pring. 
ke I chink | thall affe& you, Sir. This laft {peech 
of yours hath begunto make youdeartome. 
Afo. O God, Sir, I would there were any thing in 
me, Sir, that might appear worthy che leaft worthinefs 
of your worth, Sir. I proteft, Sir, I fhould endeavour 
to fhew it, Sir, with more than common regard, Sir. 
at, Cri. O, here’s rare motley, Sir.cie. wv *7ely, 722 pov 
- Amo. Both your defert, and your endeavours are 


to travel (I affure you) hath made you another my-/e/f 
¢ jn mine Eye, and ftruck me inamour’d on your Beauties. 
Afo. T would I were the faireft Lady of France for 
your fake, Sir, and yet I would travel too. 

Amo. O, you fhould digrefs from your felf elfe : for 
(believe ic) your travel is your only ching that rectifies, 
or (as the Italian fays) vi rendi pronto al? attions, makes 
you fit for action. 7 

Ajo. I think it be great charge though, Sir. 

Amo. Charge? why *tis nothing for a Gentleman 
that goes private, as your felf, or fo; my intelligence 
thall quit my charge at all times. Good faith,this Hat chat 
hath poffeft mine Eye exceedingly; “tis fo pretty, and 
fantaftick : what? is’t a Beaver? 

Afo. I, Sir, Pil affure you ’tis a Beaver, it coft me 
eight Crowns bute this Morning. 

Ano. After your French account ? 

Afo, Yes Sir. 

Cri. And fo near his head ? befhrow me, dangerous. 

Amo. A very pretty fafhion (believe me) and a moft 
novel kind of trim: your Band is conceited too! 

Afo. Sir, itis all at your fervice. 

mo. O, pardon me. 

fo. I befeech you, Sir, if you pleafe to wear it, you 
fhall do me a moft infinite grace. 

Crs. “Slight, will he be prais’d out of his Cloaths? 
By Heaven, Sir, I do not offer it you after the 
ois Italian manner ; I would you fhould conceive fo of me. 


“Efis Po» Amo, Sir, I thall fear to appear rude in denying your 


J 


courtefies, efpecially, being invited by fo proper a di- 
{tin@ion : may I pray your Name Sir? 

cael, Afoo My name is Afotws, Sir. 

é~ Amo. I take your love (gentle Afotas) but let me 


Gk, ¥~e™ win you to receive this, in exchange—— 


free 


* Crit. They’ll change Doublets anon. 

Amo. And (from this time) efteem your felf, in the 
firft Rank, of thofe few, whom I profefs to love. What 
make you in company of this Schollar, here? I will 
bring you known to Gallants, as Anaides of the Or- 
dinary, Hedon che Courtier, and others, whofe Society 

' fhall render you gracd and refpeéed : this is a trivial 
Fellow, too mean, too cheap, too courfe for you to 
converfe wich. 
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Afo. *Slid, this is not worth a Crown, and mine 1 
coft me Eight but this Morning. 

Cri. IF lookt when he would repent him, he has be- e 
gun to be fad a good while. | 

Amo. Sir, thall [fay to you for that Hat? be not fo 
fad, be nor fo fad: it is a Relick E could nag {o eafils 
have departed wich, but as the Hieroglyphick of my a 
feétion ; you fhall alter ic to what form you pleafe, ic al 
will take any block; I have receiv’d it varied (on Re. 3 
cord) to the Three thoufandth time, and not fo few: 
It hach thefe vertues betide ; your Head thall not ake un. 
der it; nor your Brain leave you, without licence ; It 
will preferve your Complexion to Eternity ; for no in 
Beam of the Sun (fhould you wear it under Zona tor- i: 
rida) hath power to approach it by two Ells. It is : 
Proof againft Thunder, and Inchantment : and was gi- rm 
ven me by a great Man (in Rufia) asan efpecial-priz’d 7 
Prefent ; and conftantly affirm’d to be the Hat that ac- 
companied the Politick Uy/es in his tedious and ten 
years Travels, , : 

Afo. By ‘fove, I will not depart wichal, whofoever 
would give me a Million. . 


Act I. Scene V. 
Cos, Crites, Amorphus, Afotus, Profaites. 


pe you, {weet Bloods: do’s any of you want a 
Creature, or a dependant ? 

Cri. Befhrew me, a fine blunt Slave! - 

Amo. A page of good Timber! it will now be my 
grace to entertain him firft, though I cafheer him again 
in private : how art thou call’d 2 

Cos. Cos, Sir, Cos. 

Cri. Cos? How happily hath fortune furnifhe him 
with a whet one 2/- my 
, Amo. Ido entertain you, Cos, conceal your Qualiry 
ull we be private; if your Parts be worthy of me, i 
will countenance you ; if not, catechize you : Gentiles, 
fhall we go? “in 
Afo. Stay, Sir; Pil but entertain this other Fellow, = 
and then—— Ihave a great humour to tafte of this Wa- : 
ter too, but I'll conte again alone for that-——— mark the fe 
Place. What’s your Name, youth? 

Prof’ Profaites, Sir. 

Ajo. Profaites? A very fine name, Crites? ist not? | 

Cri. Yes, and a very ancient one, Sir, the begger. ‘ 

Afo. Follow me, good Pro/aites : Let’s talk. - 

Csi. He will rank even with you (er’t be long) 
If you hold on your courfe. O vanity, ie 
How are thy painted beauties doted on, s 
By light, and empty Idots! how purfu’d i 
With open and extended Appetite! _ | 
How they do fwear, and run chemfelves from breath, 
Rais'd on their Toes, to catch thy airy Forms, | 
Still curning giddy, till chey reel like runkards, i. 
That buy the merry madnefs of one hour, A 
With the long irkfomnefs of following time! : 
O how defpis’d and bafé a thing is a Man, 

If he not ftrive t’ere@ his groveling Thoughts 
Above the ftrain of Fleth! But how more cheap, . 
When, even his beft and underftanding Part, | - 
(The crown and ftrength of all his Faculties) | i 
Floats like a dead drownd Body, on the Stream : 
Of vulgar humour, mixe with common’ft dregs ? 
fuffer for their Guile a, = “ Soul : : 

Like one that looks on ill-affe@ted Eyes) 2 
Is hurt with mere intention on their Follies Ff anbaitar- fo 
Why will I view them then? my fenfe might ask me: : 
Or is’t a rarity, or fome new obje@, 7 
That ftrains my ftridt obfervance co this Point ? 
O would it were, therein I could afford : 

Spirit fhould craw a litsle neer to the'rs, AL font. nf, 
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To gaze on novelties: fo Vice were one. 

Tat, the is ftale, rank, foul, and were it not | 
Thar thofé (that woo her) greet her with locke Eyes, 
(In fpight of ali che impoftures, paintings, drugs, 
Which her Bawd cuftom dawbs her Cheeks withal) 


She would betray her loath’d. and leprous Face, 


And fright th’ enamour’d dotards from themfelves : 
But fuch is the perverfenefs of our nature, 

That if we once but fancy levity, 

(How antick and ridiculous fo ere 

Ic fute with us) yet will our muffled thought 
Choofe rather not to fee it, than avoid it: . 

And if we can but banith our own fenfe, 

We aG@ our mimick tricks with that free licenfe, 


That luft, that pleafure, that fecuricy, 


As if we pra@isd in a Pafte-boad Cafe, 

And no one faw the motion, but the motion. 
Well, check thy paflion, left ic grow too lowd : 
“ While fools are pittied, they wax fat and proud. 
ME nanny se god mas Pity /ojten A, ppt. 


Act Hi, 
Cupid, Mercury. 


W8 , this was moft unexpectedly followed (my 
di vine delicate Mercury) by the Beard of Fove, 
thou are a precious Deity. 

Mer. Nay, Cupid, leave to {peak improperly, fince 
we are turn'd rata let’s ftudy to be like Cracks ; 
practife their Language and Behaviours, and not with 
a dead imitation : a& freely, carelefly, and capricioufly, 
as if our Veins ran with Quick-filver, and not utter a 
Phrafe, but what fhall come forth fteept in the very 
Brine of Conceit, and f{parkle like Sale in Fire. 

Cwp. That’s not every ones happinefs (Hermes) though 
you can prefume upon the eafinefs and dexterity of 


Scene I. 


your wit, you fhall give me leave to be a little jealous 


of mine: and not defperately to hazard ic after your 
capring humour. | 
Mer. Nay, then, Cupid, I think we muft have you 
hood-winkt again, for you are grown too provident, 
fince your Eyes were at liberty. | 
oo Not fo (Mercury) I am ftill blind Cxpid to 
thee. | ? : : | 
Mer. And what to the Lady Nympb you ferve ; 
eae Troth, Page, Boy, and Sirrah: thefe are all my 
itles. 
Mer. Then thou haft not. altered thy Name, with thy 
difguife ? 
Cup. O, no, that had been fupererogation ; you fhall 
never hear your Courtier call but by one of thefe three, 
Mr. Faith, then both our Fortunes are the fame. 
Cup. Why? what parcel of man haft thou lighted 


on for a Mafter ? 
Mer, Such a one on before I begin to decypher him) 
I dare not affirm to be any thing lefs chan a Courtier. 


So much he is, during this open time of Revels, and 


would be longer, but that his means are to leave him 


fhortly after. His name is Hedon, a Gallant wholy con- 
fecrated to his Pleafures. 

a Hedom ? he ufes much to my Ladies Chamber, I 
thin v 
Mer. How is fhe call’d, and then I can thew thee ? 

Cup. Madam Philastia. 

Mer. O 1, he affe@s her very particularly indeed. 
Thefe are his Graces. He doth (befides me) keep a 
Barber anda Monky: He has a rich wrought Waftcoat 
to entertain his Vificants in, with a Cap almoft futable. 
His Curtains and Bedding are thought to be his own: 


‘4; his Baching-tub is not fufpec&ted: He loves to have a 
/##Fencer, a Pedant, and a Mufician feen in his Lodging 


a-mornings. . 
, Cup. And not a Post? 


Mer, Fie no : himfelf is a Rimer, and that’s thought 
better than a Poet. He is not lightly within to his 
Mercer, no, though he come when he takes Phyfick, 
which is commonly after his play. He beats a Taylor 
very well, but a Stocking-feller admirably ; and fo con- 
fequently any one he owes, Money to, that dares not 
refift him. He never makes general invitement, but a- 
gainft the publithing of a new Sute; marry then you 
thall have more drawn to his Lodging, than come td 
the lanching of fome three Ships; efpecially if he be 
furnith’d with Supplies for che retyring of his old Ward- 
robe from pawn : if not, he do’s hire a {tock of Appar- 
rel, and fome forty or fifty Pound in Gold, for that 
Forenoon to fhew. He’s thought a very neceffary per- 
fume for the Prefénce, and for that only caufe welcom 
thither : frx Milleners Shops afford you not the like 
fent. He courts Ladies with how many great Horfe he 
hath rid that Morning, or how oft ‘he hath done the 
whole, or the half pommsado in a Seven-night before : 
and fometime ventures fo far upon the vertue of his Po- 


mander, that he dares tell’em, how many Shirts he has aga 


{weat at Tenn that Week, but wifely conceals fo many 


is all chis. 


dozen of Balls he is on the Score. Here he comes, thatg ys. Z, 
Jat A. ~ a = 


Act II, Scene Il. 
Hedon, Mercury, Anaides, Gelaia, Gupid. : 


BY: s 
Mer. Sir. — oe Taseas 

Hed. Are any of the Ladyes in the prefence ? 

Mer. None yet, Sir. 

Hed, Give me fome Gold, more: 

Asa. Isthat thy Boy, Hedon? 

Hed. 1, what chink’{t thou of him? — 

Ana. Vid geld him ; I warrant he has the Philofo- 
phers Stone. | : ; 

Hed. Wellfaid, my good melancholy Devil: Sirrah, 
Ihave devis'd one or two of the prettieft Oaths (this 
morning in my Bed,) as ever thou heard’ft, to protelt 
withal in the Prefence. , | 

Ana. Prythee, let’s hear ’em. 

Hed. Sott, thou’le ufe em afore me. | 

dna. No (dam’ me then) Ihave more Oaths than k 
know how to utter, by this Air. 

Hed. Faith, one is, by the tip of your Ear, fweet Lady. 
Is’c not pretry, and gentile ? 

Ana. Yes, for the Perfon ’tis applyed to, a Lady. Ie 
fhoald be light, and -—— 

Hed. Nay, the other is better, exceeds it much: the 
invention is farther fet coo. By the white valley that lies 
between the Alpine bills of your bofom, I proteft——drc. 

Ana. Well, you travel’d for that, Hedon, 

Mer. I, ina Map, where his Eyes were but blind 
guides to his Underftanding, it feems. | 

Hed, And then I have a falutation will nick all, by 
this Caper : hay! | | 

Ana. How isthat? | 

Hed. You know I call Madain Philautia, my Honour ; 
and the calls me her Ambition. Now, (when I meet her 
in the Prefence anon) I will come to her, and fay, 
Saveet Honour,’ Ibave hitherto contented my Senfe with the 
Uilies of your band, but now I will tafe the rofes of your lip 3 
and (withal) kifs her : to which fhe cannot but blufh- 
ing anf{wer, may, now yo are too ambitious. And then 
do Lreply 3 I cannct be too ambitious of Honour, weet 
lady, il’e not be good ? ha? ha? | 

Ana, O, affure your Soul. 

Hed. By Heaven, I think ’ewill be excellent, and a 
very politick atcheivement of a kif, 

Ana. T have thought upon one for Moria, of a fudden 
too, if ittake. | 

Hed, What is’t my dear Invention ? 


Ans. 


i ~ 
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Ana. Marry, I will come td her, (and -fhe always 
wears a Muff, if you be remembred): and 1 will cell her, 
2 sn yyh Ad Madam, your whole felf cannot but be petettly wife : for 
7 peer your bands have wit enough to keep themfelves warm. 
1 a Hed. Now (before Fove) admirable! look, thy Page 


| could eat Water-gruel with thee a Month, for this jeft, 
make her higher. A fourth fhall fay, That will make ber 

a Prefence yet, Hedon? i 
eeks, and will blufh no more than a fackbur. He 


my dear Rogue. 
" Ana. O, (by Hercules) “tis your only Dith, above ‘all 
your Potato’s, or Oyfter-pyes in the World. 
pet UPd Hed. 1 have ruminated upon a moft rare with too, and 
Py tae Y ‘ the Prophefie to it, bue Pll have fome friend to be the 
VA- phanmy Prophet; as thus: I do wifh my [elf one of my Miftreffe's 
A Tbe cioppini. Another demands, Woy would be be one of bis 
Wy — ft Miftreffe's cioppini? A third aniwers, Becaufe be would 
_ 
proud. And a fifth fhall conclude : Then doI propbacie 
. pride will have a fall, and be fhall give it ber. “ 
s Ana. Y\\ be your Prophet. By Gods fo, it will be 
moft exquifice ; thou art a fine inventious Rogue, Sirrah. 
Hed. Nay, an’ I have poefies for Rings too, and riddles 
chat they dream not of. 
Ana, Tut, they’ll do that, when they come to fleep 
on’em, time enough : but were thy devices never in the 
Hed. O, no, I difdain chat. ; 
Ana. ’Twere good we went afore then, and brought 
them acquainted with the room where they fhall a&, 
left the ftrangenefs of ic put them out of countenance, 
_ when they fhould come forth. _ v : 
Sse -, Gup.-Is that a Courtier too ? 
“lew? Mer. Troth no; he has_ two effential pats of the 
WV Yi the Courtier, Pride, and sgnorance » agg the hay eae 
= omewhat after the ordinary Gallant. °Tis Jpudence it 
f- ye? Anaides; one that fheaks all chae jae ets 
Ca 


‘ lightly occupies the Jefters room at the Table, and keeps 
Laughter, Gelaia (a Wench in Pages attire) following 
him in place of a Squire, whom he now and then 
tickles with fome ftrange ridiculous ftuff, utter’d (as his 
Land came to him) by chance. He will cenfure or 
difcourfe of any thing, but as abfurdly as you would 
wifh. His fafhion is not to take knowledg of him that is 

4 apa a in Cloaths. : sub quinks ped the 
nn apreme.Lyaalt He do's naturally admire his Wit that wears 
nF a ATEN or Tiffue. a any Man that {peaks more 
contemptibly of the Schollar than he. He is a great 
proficient in all the illiberal Sciences, as cheating, drink- 


Ure 


ad | ing, {waggering, whoring, and fuch like : never kneels 
cs cope fe , but to pledg Healchs, nor prays but for a Pipe of Pud- 
| sod Ligh. ding-tabacco. He willblafpheme in his Shire. The 
OY digfe « Oaths which he vomits at one Supper, would maintain 
het mi .a Town of Garrifon in good {wearing a Twelve-month. 
A he has, which Crowns all 


bs 7,| One other genuine qualit 

aoe bi { chefe, and that ati toa Fiend in want, he will not 
| ' depart with the weight of a fodred Groat, left che World 
i might cenfure him Prodigal, or report him a Gull: 
W marry , to his Cockatrice, or Punguetto, half a dozen 


: affaca Gowns, or Sattin Kirtles) in a pair or two of 


ot Ase» Cup. I commend him, he is one of | my Clients, 
Die Vin [obatiet Sanat pate pee he hag ust te 
e fia, 7 ; 
| Mage Act If. | Scene _ Ul. 
Lp mie prmicdS find Kirtte Sere a 


! : or po Afotus, Cos, Profaites, Cupid. Mercury. 

. ine YP was ah} of ag. pes ms 
) = LL Cbs Sir. You are now’ within regard of the Pre- 
| Od ay 


fence, and fee, the privacy of this Room, how 
¢ 
a a 
pL 


ZL! fweetly it offers it felf co our retir’d intendments. Page, 
mm, vcaft a vigilant, and enquiring Eye about, that we be 
begs am 4,not rudely furpriz’d, by the approach of fome ruder 
bron Sopfs ftranger. 
444 Cos. I warrant you, Sir. 


Pil tell you when the Wolf 
encers, fear nothing. | 


takes ic coo ; by Phabm, my {weet facetious Rafcal, [| 


Cynthia's Revels 


ing the invifible Spectators of this ftrange Show now to 
be acted. 

Amo. Plant your felf there, Sir : arid obferve me. You 
fhall now, as well be the Ocular, as the Ear-witnefs, 
how clearly I can refel that paradox, or rather pfewdodox, 
of thofe, which hold the Face to be the Index of the - 
an, —_ (I Fst you) | 7 not fo, in any politick =. 

reature : for inftance ; I will now give you the parti- : 
cular, and diftind face of ier socr tion sear forcie 
of Perfons;—as_your Merchant, your Schollar, your 
Soldier, your Lawyer, Courtier, &c. and each of ‘thefe 3 
fo truly, as you would fwear, but that your Eye thall 
fee the variation of the Lineament, it were my mot 
proper and genuine afped. Firft, for your Merchant, 
or City-face, ’tis thus, a dull, plodding Face, ftill look- 
ing in a direct line, forward ; there is no great matter 
in chis Face. Then have you your Students, or aca- 
demique Face, which is here, an hone(t, fimple, and 
methodical Face : but fomewhat more fpred than the 
former. The third is your Soldiers Face, a menacing, 
and aftounding Face, that looks broad, and big : the 
grace of this Face confifteth much ina Beard. The anti.  ~: 
face, to this, is your Lawyers Face, a contracted, fub- : 
tile, and intricate Face, full of quirks, and curnings, ie 
a labyrintheas Face, now angularly, now circularly, e- = = 
very way afpected. Next is your ftatift’s Face, a feri-/” -; 
ous, folemn, and fupercilious Face, full of formal, and =, 
{quare Gravity, the Eye (for the moft part) deeply and a 
artificially fhadow’d: there is great’ judgment required “| 
in the making of this Face. But now, to come to your 
Face of Faces, or Courtiers Face, ’tis of three forts, 
according to our fubdivifion of a Courtier, Elementary, 
Practick, and Theorick. Your Courtier Theorick, is 
he, that hath arriv’d to his fartheft, and doth now 
know the Court, rather by fpeculation, than practice; 
and this is his Face: a faftidious and oblick Face, chat 
looks, as it went with a Vice , and were {crew’d thus. 
Your Courtier Pradtick, is he, that is yét in his Pach, 
his courfe, his way, and hath not touche the puntilio, 
or point of his hopes; his Face is here :.a moft promi- 
fing, Open, {mooth, - and over-flowifg Face, that feems 
asit wouldrun, and pour it felf into you. Somewhat 
a northerly Face. Your Courtier Elementary, is one 
but newly enter’d, or as it were in the alphabet, or ut-re- 
mi: fa-fol-la of Courtfhip. Note well this Face, for it is 
chis you muft practice. 

Afo. Pil practice ’em all, if you pleafe, Sir. 

_ Amo. 1, hereafter you may : and it will not ce altos 
gether an ungrateful ftudy. For, let your Soul be af- 

r 


Mer. O, whata mafs of benefit thall we pofiefs, in be- 


> 


urd of this (in any rank, or profeffion whatever) the 
more general, or mayor part of Opinion goes with the 
Face, and (fimply) refpects nothing elfe. Therefore, 
if chat can be made exactly, curioufly, exquifirely, 
thorowly, it is enough : But (for the predent) you fhall 
only apply your felf to this Face of the Elementary 
Courtier, a light, revelling, and protefting Face, now 
blufhing, now fmiling, which you may help much with 
a wanton wagging of your Head, thus, (a Feather will 
teach you) or with kiffing your Finger that hath the 
Ruby, or playing wich fome String of your Band, which 
is a moft quaint kind of melancholy befides: or ( if a- 
mong Ladies) laughing lowd, and crying up your own 
Wit, though perhaps borrow’d, it is not amifs. Where 
is your Page? call for your Cafting-bottle, and place 
your mirrour in your Hat} as I told you: fo. Come, 
look not pale, spierve me, fet your face, and enter. 

Mer. O, for fome excellent Painter, to have tane the 
Copy of all thefe Faces! 7 

Afo. Profaites. : 

Amo. Fie, I premonifh you of that : In the Court, 
Boy, Lacquey, or Sirrah, F< 


Cos. Matter, Lupasin-—————— O E tis Profaites. Jas 
Alo. | 
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Afo. Sircah prepare my Cafting-bottle, 
enforc’d to purchafe me ‘another Page, you 
at hand Cos waits here. 
Mer. So will he too, 1n one 
_ What’she, Mercary: i 
rea A notable Smelet” One, that hath newly enter- 
tain’d the Begger to follow him, but cannot get him cto 
wait near enough. "Tis Afotss, the Heir of Phslargyrus ; 
buc firft Pil give ye the others Charaéter,] which may 
make his the clearer. He that 1s with him is Amorpbus 


a Traveller, 
of forms, that himfelf 1s 
moft commonly with a Clove or 


Keg Cyntbia's 


I think I muft 
fee how 


truly deform’d. He walks 
Pick-tooth in his 


Plctirettin dene, A 


one fo made out of the mixture and fhreds |» 


Ae ae coke, 


Revels. | | at 


Mer. O, Cupid, .*tis beyond my Deity to give him his 
due Praifes : I could leave my place in Heaven to live 
among Mortals, fo I were fure to be no other chan he. 

Cup. Slight, I believe he is your Minion, you feem to 
be fo ravitht with him. 

Mer, He’s one I would not have a wry thought darted 
again{t, willingly. : 


Vu Aiy Heo be fl Touretiov fino Ube QV 
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Cup. No, but a ftraight thaft in his Bofom, Pil pro- 


mife him, if I am Citberea’s Son. 
Mer. Shall we go, Cupid ? , | 
Cup. Stay, and fee the Ladies now: they'll come pre- 
fently. Dll help co paine chem. ; 

Mer. What! lay Colour upon Coldur? that affords 


“f 


‘ . . et WZ. 
~ ? , he isthe very mint of Complement, all his Be- | bue an ill bezon. | E 4 wey / 
: bees ae came. his Face is another Volume of | er. Here comes Mettal to help it, the Lady Ar 4A G. Wf 
I Effayes; and his Beard an Ariftarchus. He {peaks all | gurion. —  —- {Argurion pafferh by. ul, 


Veda 


Cieam skim’d, and mote affected chan a dozen of wait- 
ing Women. He is his own Promoter in every place. 
The Wife of the Ordinary gives him his Diet to main- 
tain her Table in difcourfe, which (indeed) 1s a meer 
Tyranny over her other Guefts, for he will ufurp all 
the talk : Ten Conftables are not fo tedious. He is no 
great fhifter, Once a year his pparel is ready to revolt. 
THe doth ufe much to arbitrate Quarrels, and fights him- 
felf, exceeding well (out at a Window.) He will lye 
cheaper than any Begger, and lowder than moft Clocks ; 
for which he is right properly accommodated to the 
Whetfone, his Page. The other Gallant is: his Zani, and 
doth moit of thefe Tricks after him 3 fweats to imitate 
him in every thing (to a Hair) except a Beard, which is 
noc yetextant. He doth tearn to make ftrange Sauces, 
to eat Anchovies, Maccaroni, Bovoli, Fa i oa Ca- 
viare, becaufe he loves em ; {peaks as he I 8, looks, 
walks, goes fo in Cloaths and Fafhion : 1s in all as if he 
were inoulded of him. Marry (before they met) he 
had other very pretty fufficiencies, whicl yet he re- 
tains fome light impreffion of; as frequenting a dan- 
cing School, and grievoufly torturing ftrangers with In- 
quilition after his grace in his Galliard. He buys a 
a frefh acquaintance at any rate. His Eyes and his 
Raiment confer much together as he goes in the Street. 
H: treads nicely like the Fellow that walks upon Ropes ; 
eipecially. the firft Sunday of his Silk-ftockings ; and 
when he is moft neat and new, you fhall ftrip him 
with Commendations. : | , 
Cup. Here comes another. | | 
Mer. I, but one of another ftrain, C id: This Fel- 
low weighs {cmewhat. : ites paffeth by. 
Cup. His name, Hermes? a 
Mer. Crites. A Creature of a moft perfe& and divine 
Temper : One, in whom the Humours and Elements 
are peaceably met, without emulation of Prcedency ; 
he is neither too phantaftickly Melancholy, too flowly 
Phlegmatick, too lightly Sanguine, or too rafhly Cho- 
lerick, but in all, fo compos'd and order’d, as it 1s clear, 
Nature went about fome full work, fhe did more than 
make a Man whenfhe made him. His Difcourfe is like 
his Behaviour, uncotamon, but not unpleafing ; he is 
rodigal of neither. He ftrives rather to be hac which 
en call Judicious, than to be thought fo; and is fo 
truly Learned, chat he affects not to fhew it. He will 
think, and {peak his thought both freely; but as diftane 
from depraving anerher Mans Merit, as proclaiming his 
own. For his Valour, ’cis fuch, that he dares as lircle 
to offer an Injury as receive one. In fam, he hath a moft 
ingennous and {weet Spiric, a fharp _and feafon’d Wit, 
a ftraight Judgment, and a ftrong Mind. Fortune could 
never break him, nor make him lefs. He counts it his 
Pleafure to defpife Pleafures, and is more delighted with 
good Deeds than Goods. It is a competency to him that 
he can be Vertuous.. He doth neither covet not fear ; 
he hath too much reafon to do either; and that com- 


Mer, Money, Mohey. 
_ Cup. The fame. A Nymph of a moft wandring and 
giddy Difpofition, humorous as the Air, fhe’ll run from 
Gallant to Gallant (as they fit at primero in the Pre- 
fence) moft ftrangely, and feldom ftays with any. She’ 
{fpreads as the goes. To day you fhall have her look 


as Clear and frefh as the Morning, and to morrow as - 


~ 


melancholick as Mid-night. She takes {pecial pleafure — 


ina clofe obfcure Lodging, and, for thae caufe, vitits 
‘the City fo often, where the has many fecret true con- 
cealing Favourites. When fhe comes abroad; fhe’smore 
loofe and {cattering than Duft, and will fly from place 
to place, as fhe were rapt with a Whirl-wind. Your 
young Student (for the moft part) the affe@s not, only 
falutes him, and away: a Poet, nor a Philofopher, the is 
hardly brought co take any notice of, no, though he be 
fome' part of an Alchemift. 


i She loves a Player well, and s4<- 
a Lawyer infinitely : but your Fool above all. She can +~@= 


do muchin Court for the obtaining of any Sute what 


e 
as oh 


CT 
n pm 


foever, no Door but flies open to her, her Prefence is ef yt eal 


above a Charm. ‘The worft in her is want of keeping << 


y : fart TT. 
Offices, fhe’s for any courfe Employment you will pue 


State, and too much defcending into inferior and bafe 


upon her, as to Be your Procurer, or Pandar. 


Mer. Peace, Cupid, here comes more work for you;9- 4 7% OY 
e “a 


h Cha: ct LA hn Irina Dheti.' “ued 
another Character or two. 424 7 °F. Lt i Hf 


; Jec vac '® ’ ous of. 
Act Il. Scene {V. 


Phantafte, Moria, Philantia, Mercury, Cupid. 


Sh fweet Philautia, Pil but change my Fan, and go 
prefently. | 

Mor. Now (in very good ferious) Ladies, I will have 
this Order reverft, the prefence muft be better main- 
tain’d from you: a Quarter paft Eleven; and ne’re 2 
Nympb in pro{pective? befhrew my hand, there muft be 
a reform’d difcipline. Is that your new Ruff, fwese 
Lady-bird ? By my truth, ’tis moft intricately rare. 

Mer. Good ‘fove, what Reverend Gentlewoman int 
years mighe this be. 
~ Cups "Tis, Madam: Moria; Guardian of the Nymphs. 
One that is. not now to be perfwaded of her Wir, the 
will think her felf wife againft all the Judgments 
that cone. A Lady madeall of Voice and Air, talks 
any thing of anything. She is like one of your igno- 
rant Poetaffers o ime, who when the . 


acquainted wish a ftrange word. — re have 
wrong it in, though it loofen the whole Fabrick of the: 
Scie os | | ae, 
Mer. That was pretty and fharply noted, Cupid. ” 
Cup. She will tell you, Philofophy was a tine Reveller; 
when fhe was yoang, and a Gallant; and ¢hat then 
(though fhe fay it) fhe was thoughc to be the Dame- 
Dido, and Helens of the Court: As alfo, what a fwee 
Dog fhe had this time four years, and how it was call’ 


Fortune, and that (if the Fates had not cut his thred) he . 
had beerr a Dog to have given entertamment to any oe 
ant 


| mends ~ eo to ioogt - tiseh 
‘Cup. Not bectet than Adercery commends Him, | 
/ ko pe py Ake arm ° send LG oe 
Lifes yg Df. [7 (ry? frre OT 
< 5 « ) 


FEL 


' ly mine, every body will affirm it, that 


Cyntbia's 


72 


Revels. 


lant in this Kingdom : and unlefs fhe had. whelpt ie her | a. Million of Heavens : I will noe make him cheap. 


{elf, fhe could not have low’d a thing better i’ this 
World. a 

Mer, O, I prithee no more, I am full of her. 

Cup. Yes (I mutt needs tell you) fhe compofes a Sack- 
poflee well; and would coure a young Page fweetly, 
but that her breath is againft it. | 

Mer. Now, her Breath (or fomething more ftrong) 
. protect me from her: th’other, thorher, Cupid. | 

Cup. O, that’s my Lady and Miftrefs, Madam Phi- 
lantia, She admires not her felf for any one particula- 
rity, but for all: the is fair, and fhe knows tt : fhe has a 
pretty lighe wit too, and the knowsic: fhe can dance, 
and fhe knows that’ too : play at Shietle-cock, and 
that too: no quality fhe has, but fhe fhall take a very 
particular knowledlg of, and moft Lady-like commend 
itto you. You fhall have her at any time read you the 
Hiftory of her felf, and very fubtilly run over another 
Ladies fufficiencies, to come to her own. She has a 
good fuperficial Judgment in Painting ; and would feem 
co have fo in Poetry. A moft compleat Lady in the Opi- 
nion of fome three befide her felf. 

*. Péi. Faith, how lik’d you my quippe to Hedon, about 
che Garter? was’t Rot witty ? 

‘Mor. Exceeding witty and integrate : you did fo ag- 
gravate che Jeft withal. 

- Phi. And did I noe dance movingly the laft night? 

: Mor» Movingly ? out of meafure Cin troth) {weet 
Charge. 
Mer. A happy commendation, todance out of mea- 
Sure. . 

Mor. Save only you wanted the fwim i the turn:O: 
when I was at Fourreen—— 

Pi;. Nay, that’s mine own from any Nympb in the 
Court (I am fure on’t) therefore you miftake me in 
that, Guardian: both the /wim and the trip, are proper- 
as any judg- 
ment in dancing: I affure you. | 

Phe. Come now, Philautia, I am for you, fhall we go? 

Pé;. I, good Phantaffe : What! have You chang’d your 
Headtire? 

Pha. Yes faith, th’other was fo near the Common: 
it had no extraordinary grace ; befides, I had worn it 
almoft a day, in good troth. 

Phi. Tl be fworn, this is moft excellent for the device, 


and rare. °Tis after the Italian print, we look’d on 

- vother night. ady Wabsldganhihe echsdens M Cor. 

h celeb, Veret. Pha. "Tis fo: By this Fan, I cannot abide any thing 
/€98~ Y. that favours the poor over-worn cut, that has any kin- 


dred with it; 1 muft have variety, I : this mixing in 


Vautu’ baty fathion, I hate it worfe chan to burn Juniper_jn my 


ay yy pee Chamber, I proteft. . 
nhs Pdi) And yet we cannethave 4 new peculiar Couft- 


U A 
Vath (2 


t - 


L 


tire, but thefe Retainers will have it; thefe Subsrb-funday- 
waiters} thefe Courtiers for bigh days; 1 know not what 
I thould call °em—— 

Pha. QO, I, they do moft pitifully imitate, but I have 
.a Tire a coming (yy? faith) fhall—— 

_ Mor. In good certain, Madam, ic makes you look 
.moft Heavenly ; but (lay your hand on your Heart) 
you never skin’d a new Beauty more profperoufly in 
your life, nor more metaphyfically : look; - good Lady, 
{weet Lady, look. | 
_ Pbi. ’Tis very clear, and well, believe me. But if you 
had feen mine yefterday, when ’twas young, you would 
have who’s your Doctor, Phantafte ? | 

Pha. Nay, that’s counfel, Pdilautia, you thall pardon 


4,me: yet (I'll affure you) he’s the moft dainty, {weer, 


abfolute, rare Man of the whole Colledge. O! his very 
looks, his difcourfe, his behaviour, all he does is Phyfick, 
I proteft. | 
'  Pbi. For 
taffe—— | | 

Pha, No, no, no, no, no, no, (believe me) not for 


Heavens fake, his name; good, dear Phan- 


‘c= 


Cup. There isa Nymph too, of a moft curious and e- 
laborate ftrain, light, all motion, an ubiquitary, fhe is 
every where, Phanta/te———~ 

Mer. Her very name fpeaks her, let her pafs. Bue are 
thefe (Cupid) che Stars of Cynrbia’s Court? do thefe 
Nymphs attend upon Diana ? 

Cup. They are in her Court (Mercwry) bute not as 
Stars, thefe never come in the Prefence of Cynthia. 
The Nympbs that make her Train, are, the Divine Arete, 
Time, Phronefis, Thauma, and others of that high fore. 
Thefe are privately brought in by Atria in this licen- 
tious time, again{t her knowledg : and (like fo many 
Meteors) will vanith, when fhe appears. 


Act IL Scene V. 
Profaites, Gelaia, Cos, Mercury, Cupid. 
SONG. 


ee follow me, my wags, and [ay as I fay. 
There's no riches bus in rags; bey day, bey day. 
You that profe/s this Art, come away, come away, 


And belp to b t. Hey day; hey day, Gc. 
DRG aS EIIT 3 ht 9, 


Mer. 
fo foon preferr’d to be Yeomen of the Bottles? the 
Myltery, the Myftery, good wags? 

C#p. Some Diet-drink they have the guard of. 


Pro. No, Sir, we are going in queft of a ftrange Foun- 


tain, lately found out. 
Cup. By whom? 3 
Cos. My Matfter, or the great difcoverer, Amsorphus. 
Mer. Thodu haft well incitled him, Cos, for he will 
difcover all he knows. 
. Gel. I, and a little more too, when the Spirit is upon 
im. 
Pro. O, the good travelling Gentleman yonder has 
caus’'d {uch a drought i’ the Prefence, with reporting 
the wonders of this new Water; that all che Ladies, 


t-! chofe chat were our fellow Pages but now,’ 


weed 


and Gallants, lye languifhing upon the Rufhes,/like fo ss : 


many pounded Cattle i the the midft St Harveft, 
fighing one to another, and gafping, asif eachof them 
expected a Cock from the Fountain, to be brought into 
his Mouth: and (without we return quickly) they are 
all (asa youth would fay) no better than a few Trowts 
caft a-fhore, or a Difh of Eeles in a Sand-bag. 

Mer. Well then, you were beft difpatch, and have a 
care of them. Come Cupid, thou and Il go pe 
rufe this dry wonder. /a«wd Kucyts , (At | 


Act. Ill. Scene I. 
| Amorphus, Afotus. 


Ir, let not this dif-countenance, or dif-gallant you a 
whit : you muft not fink under the firft difafter. Ic 
is with your young Grammatical Courtier, as with your 
Neophyte Player, a thing ufual to be daunted at the firft 
Prefence, or Enter-view: you faw, there was Hedon, 
and Anaides, (far more pradis'd Gallants than your felf) 
who were both out, to comfort you. It is no difgrace, 
no more, than for your adventrous Reveller, to fall by 
fome inaufpicious chance in his Galliard, or for fome 
fubtil polstick, to undertake the Baftinado, that the State 
might think worthily of him, and refpeé& him asa Man 
well beaten to the World. What ! hath your Taylor 
provided the Property ( we fpake of ) at your Cham- 
ber, or no? | 


4Afo. I chink he has. 
Am. 


se aie 


. Oo ft 


~ Amo. Nay (I intreat you) be not fo flat and ‘melan- 


cholick. Ere& your mind: you thall redeem this. wich 
the Courtfhip I will teach you againft Afternoon. Where 
. eat you today? . 
4fo. Where you pleafe, Sir, any where, LD” 
fy imo. Come, let us go and cafte fome light Dinner, a 
c: gf Dith of flic’d caviare, or fo, and after, you fhall practife 


an hour at your Lodging fome few Forms that I have | Book worm, a Candle-wafter? Zi, Aca. Pas 


oe recall’d. If you had but fo far gathered your Spirits 
es tO you, asto have taken up a Rufh (when you were out) 
= and wage’d it thus, or clens’d your Teeth with it: or but 


Cynthias 


Aevels, . 


A&t I Scérie IL 


| Hedin. Anaides. 


Eart, was there ever fo profperous an invention thns 
unluckily perverced, and {poyl’d by a Whore-{on, “ad 
4 && ia 
fina. Nay, be not impatient, Hedon. Fi K' a Jor 7 
Hed. *Slight, I would fain know his name. 
Ana. Hang hi@, poor grogran-rafcal, prithee think 


turn’d afide, and fain’d fome bufinefs to whifper with | not of him: Pll fend for him co my Lodging, and have 


be your Page, till you had recover’d your felf, or but found | him blanketted when thou wilt, Man. — 


fome flight ftain in your Stocking, or any other pretty 


Hed. By Gods fo ; I would thou could’ft. Look, here 


Invention (fo it had been fudden,) you might have come | he comes. Laugh at him, laugh ac him, ha, ha, ha. 


off with a moft clear and courtly grace. , 
&, Afo. A poyfon.of, all, I think I was forefpoke, I. 


[ Crites paffeth by. 
Ana. Fough, he {mells all Lamp oy] with ftudying by 


dAimo. No, I muft cell you, you are not. audacious | Candle-lighe. 


enough, you muft frequent Ordinaries, a Month more, 


Hed, How confidently he went by us, and carelefly ! 


to iniciate your felf : In which time, it will not be amifs, | never mov’d+ nor ftirr’d at any thing ! did you obfcrve 
if Cin private) you keep good your acquaintance with | him ? 


Crites, or fome other of his poor Coat; vifit his Lodg- 


Ana. I, » pox on him, let him go, Dormoufe : he is 


ing fecretly and often ; become an earneft futer to hear | ina dream now. He has no other time to fleep, but 


fome of his Labours. | 
Afo. O Fove! Sir, I could never get him to read a 
Linetome. = - a 


thus when he walks abroad to take the Air. 
Hed. Gods precious, this affiicts me more than all the 
reft, that we fhould fo particularly dire@ our hate and 


Amo. You muft then wifely mix your felf in Rank | contempt againft him, and he to carry it thus without 
25 with fuch as you know can: and, as your Ears do meet | wound or paflion! ’tis infufferable. 


by with a new Phrafe, or an acute ‘Jeft, take ic in: a quick 


Asa. *Slid, (my deat Envy) if thou but faift the. . 


nimble Memory. will lift ic away, and, at your next | word now, I'll undo him eternally ior thee. 


publick Meal ic is your own. 
a Ajo. But I thall never utter ie perfe@ly, Sir. 


Hed. How, {weet Anaides ? 
Ana. Marry half a fcore of us get him in (one 


night ; 
Amo. No matter, let ic come lame. In ordinary talk | and make him pawn his Wit for a Supper. oe Hype Sal ay Ly ca 


you fhall play ic away, as you do your light Crowns at 
7 primero : Ic will pafs. | , 
7 “fo. I thall aetempr, Sir. 


Amo. Do. It is your thifting age for wit, and I affure | #2 to come into the Prefence: methinks they fhoul 


Hed. Away, thou haft fuch unfcafonable Jefts. By chisel? * 
Heaven, I wonder at nothing more than our Gentlo”¥ ay a4 


men-ufhers, that will fuffer a piece of Serge, or Pe ie ae 
: re) 


you, Men ‘muft be Prudenr. After this, you may to | (out of their experience) berter diftinguifh the filken Zero - 


court, and there fall in, firft with the Waiting-woman, | Difpofiction of Courtiers, than to let fuch ecrrible courfe 
" then with the Lady. Put cafe they do retain you | Rags mix with us, able to fret any {mooth or gentle So- 
there, asa fit Property, to hire Coaches fome pair of | ciety to the Threds with their rnbbing Devices. 


Months, or fo’; or to read them afleep in Afternoons up- 


yo 


Ana. Unlefs’twere Lent, Ember-wecks, or Fajfting-days, 


‘e on fome pretty Pamphlet to breath you ; why, it fhall | when the place is moft penurioufly empty of all other 
in time imbolden you to fome farther Archievment: In | good out-fides. 


Dam me, if I fhould adventure on his 
Company Once more, without a Sute of Buff ro defend 
my Wit; he does nothing but ftab the fave: how mif- 4 
chievoufly he crofs’d thy device of the prophefie there ? 
And Moria, fhe comes wichout her Muff too, and there 


‘Hed. Well, Iam refolv’d what Pll do. 
Ana. What, my good f{pirituous Spark? | 


Hed. Marry, {peak all the Venom I can of him; and 


4fo. Yes, and I'll give our my Acquaintance with all | poyfon his Reputation in every place where I come, 


Ana.’Fore God, moft courtly.’ | 
_ ‘Hed. And if I chance to be prefene where any que- 


I. Be wife, that you never fo. much as mention the | ftion is made of his fufficiencies, or of any thing he hath 


publick, Pil centure it flightly and ridi- 


Ana. At any hand beware of that, fo thou maift draw 


atall, and commend your felf: *cis your only fafe, and | thine own Judgment-in fufpect. No, Pil inttruct thee 
unfufpe@ed courfe.. Come, you fhall look back upon } what thou fhaledo, and by a fafer means: Approve any , 
the Court again to day, and be'reftor’d to your Colours: } thing thou heareft of his, to the receiv’d Opinicn of its 


but if it be extraordinary, give ic from him to fome o- 


a the interim, you may fafhion your felf to be carelefs 
te and impudent.— ) ~ 
— .Afo. How if they would have me to make Verfes? I 
i heard” Heden {poke to for fome. 7 
Amo. Why, you muf prove the aptitude of your Ge- | my invention was loft. 
re nius; if you find none, you muft harken out a Vein, 
- and buy ; provided you pay :for the filence as for the 
work ; thet: you may fecurely call it your own. 
- the beft Writers, to countenance me the more. 
Amo. Rather feem not to know ’em, it is your belt. 
name of one, nor remember it mention’d ; butif they | done private or 
be'offer’d to you in difcourfe, fhake your light Head, | euloufly. 
y make between a fad and a {miling Face, pitty fome, rail 
I, 
= I do now partly aim at the caufe of your repulfe 


}¥. 


a falfe alarm co the Heart, and that was ie call’d your 
Blood out of your Face, and fo rowted the whole rank 
of your Spirits :.I befeech you labour to forget it. And 
remember (as [ inculcated to you before, for your cém- 
fort) Hedon, and Anaides. | 


Oy DP tg Wh] 


(which was ominous indeed) for as you enter at the | ther whom thou more particularly affect it; rhat’s che 
Door, there is oppos'd to you the frame of a Woolf in | way to plague him, and he fhall never come to defend 
the Hangings, which (furprizing your eye fuddenly) gave ; himfelf. “Slud, I'll give out all be does is diétated from\ 


other Men, and fwear it too (if thou’le ha’ me) and 
that I know the time and place wheic he ftoleir, though 
my Soul be guilty of no fuch ching; and that I think, 
out of my Heart, he hates fuch barren thifts: yet tod 
thee a pleafure, and him a difgrace, I'll dam my- felf, 
or do any thing. / 

Hed. Gramercy, my deac Devil: we'll put ic frionfly 


‘| in ‘practice, y’ faith. 


Salle oe ha es al 


74 Cyntbia’s 


Kevels. 


Scene III. 
Crifes. 


O, good Detradion, do, and I the while . 
D Shall fhake thy fpight off with a carelefs finile. 
Poor pittious Gallants! What lean idle fleights 
Their thoughts fuggeft to flatter their ftarv’d hopes? 
As if 1 knew not how to entertain 
Thefe Straw-devices: but, of force, @uft yield 
To the weak ftroke of their calumnious Tongues. 

/48 What thould I care what every dor doth buz P-L 
In credulous Ears? it is a Crown to me, hei oe (Ber 
That the beft judgments can report me wrong d 30 
Them lyars; and cheir flanders impudent. ¢42<.7 44 
Perhaps (upon the rumour of their Speeches) 2% 
Some grieved Fricnd will whifper to me ; Crites, 
Men fpeak ill of thee. So they beill Men ; 
If they {pake worfe, *twere better: for of {uch wmf 
‘To be difprais'd, is che moft perfcé praife. af 
What can his cenfure hurt me, whom the World yy 
Hath cenfur’d vile before me? If good Chreftas, , 7 
Euthus, or Phrenimus, had {poke the words, nen 
They could have mov’d me, and I fhould have call’d +4 
My Thoughts, and Adtions, toa ftri&t accompt sf 
U pon the hearing : But when I remember, 
Tis Hedon and Anasdes: alas, then, 
Ithink but whae they are, and am not rae Seog 
[2s ‘one, a light voluptuous Routt f ati ome 


Act Ill. 


Val 


t 


The other a ftrange arrogating Puff, Yor ot ioe! $ 
Both impudent, and ignorant enough ; EDS. 
That talk (as they are wont) not as I merit *” fs gener 
Traduce by cuftom, asmoft Dogs do bark, , oat 
Do nothing out of judgment, but difeafe, 
Speak ill, becaufe they never could {peak well. 
And who’ld be angry with this Race of Creatures ? 
What wife Phytician have we ever feen 
/47Mov’d with a frantick Man? the fame affe@s @. 
That he doth bear to his fick Patient, ~~ Atac~Z. By. 
Should aright mind carry co fuch as thefe: > i 
And Ido count ic a moft rare revenge, — 
That I can.chus (with fuch a {weet negle&) 
Pluck from them all the pleafure of their malice. 
444For that’s the Mark cf all their inginous drifts ,4. ep ‘ 
i o wound my patience, howfoce’re the we: aD, 


J vgt, 


To aim _at other obje&s :. which if mifs’d 
Their envy’slike an Arrow, fhot upright, 


That, in the fall, ind heir own Heads 
PERG MOG rao 
Act If. Scene IV. - 


° Arete, Crites. 


=z 
pj 


Hat, Crites! where have you drawn forth the day ? 
You have not vifited your jealous Friends ? 
Cri. Where I have ag a eee ogee Arete,) 
The itrangeft pageant, fafhion’d like a Court, , 
«(Ae leaft P dreamt I faw ic) fo diffus'd, cere Oekog 
So painted, pyed, and full of Rainbow ftyai Ss Va) 
As never yet (either by time, or place) “7 
Was made the Food to my diftafted fenfe :~- 
Nor can my weak imperfe& Meniory 
* Now rendeg half che forms unto my Tongue, 
* ‘That were Convolv’d wichin this thrifty room. 
Tcre, {talks me by a proud and {pangled Sir, 
‘ * | Dhat looks three hand-fulls higher chan his Foretop ; 
Savours himfelf alone, isonly kind — - 
*, And loving co himfelf: one that will fpeak 
Mare dark, and doubtful than fix Oracles ; 
Salutes a Friend, as if he had a ftich, | 


0 


/4 813 his own Chronicle, and fcarce can eat 
For regiftring himielf: is waited on 
Ry Mimicks, Jefters, Pandars, Parafites, 


Jat 41 2 df coded rink Jonfoit efor fey. | 


ve 
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.| OF infolent, and bafe Ambition, 


And other fuch like Prodigies of Men. 

He paft, appears fome mincing Marmofer 

Made all of Clothes, and Face ; his Limbs fo fee 
As if they had fome voluntary ac&t , 

Without Mans motion, and muft move juft fo 

In {pite of their Creation : one that weighs : 
His Breath between his Teeth, and dares not {mile 
Beyond a point, for fear unftarch his look ; 

Hath travel’d to make Legs, ahd feen the Cringe 
OF feveral Courts, and Courtiers ; knows the time 
OF giving Ticles, and of taking Walls ; 

Hath read Court-common-places; made them his : 
Studied the Grammar of ftare, and all che Rules 
Each formal Uther in chat politick School 

Can teach a Man. A third comes giving nods 

To his repenting Creditors, protefts 

To weeping Sutors, takes the coming Gold 


That hourly rubs his dry and itchy Palms: 
Which grip’t, like burning Coals, he hurls away 
Into the Laps of Bawds, and Buffoons Mouths. 
Wich him chere meets fome fubtile Protess, one 
Can change, and vary with all forms he fees ; 
Be any thing but honeft ; ferves the time ; 
Hovers betwixt two Factions, and explores 
The drifts of boths which (wich crof§ Face) he bereas 
‘To the divided Heads, and is receiv’d 
With mutual grace of either : one that dares 
Do deeds worthy the Hurdle, or che Wheel, 
To bethought fome body ; and is (in footb) 
Such as the Satyrif# points truly forth, 4-“e~-<- etl Ks 
That only to his Crimes owes all his worth. 
Are. You tellus wonders, Crites, 
Crs. This is nothing. 
There ftands a Neophyte glazing of his Face, 
Pruning his Clothes, perfuming of his Hair, 
Againft his Idol enters ; and repeats + _ 
(Like an unperfeét Prologue, at third Miufick) . 
His part of Speeches, and confederate Jetts, 
In paffion to himfelf. Another {wears 
His Scene of Courtthip over; bids, believe him, 
Twenty times e’re they will; anon, doth feem 
As he would kifs away his Hand in kindnefS ; 
Then walks as melancholick, and ftands wreath’d, 
As he were pinn’d up to the Arras, hus. . 
A third is moft in action, fwims, and frisks, 
Plays with his Miftreffes Paps, falutes her Pumps, 
Adores her Hems, her Skirts, her Knots, her Curis, 
Will {pend his Patrimony fora Garter, ©. 
Or the leaft Feather in her bounteous Fan. 
A fourth, he only comes in for a mute: | 
Divides the 44 with a dumb fhew, and Exie. 
Then mult the Ladies laugh, ftrait comes their Scene, 
A fixth times worfe confufion than the reft. 
Where you fhall hear one talk of chis Mans Eye; 
Another, of his Lip; a third, his Nofe ; 
A fourth commend his Leg ; a fifth his Foot 
A fixt his hand; and every one a Limb» 
That you wouldehink the poor diftorted Gallant 
Mutt there expire. . Then fall they in difcourfe 
Of Tires and Fafhions, how they muft take place, 
Where they may kifs, and whom, when to fit down, 
And with what grace to rife; if chey falure, 
What curtebie they mult ufe : fuch Cob-web ftuff, 
As would enforce the common’ft fenfe abhor 
Th’ Arachnean workers. _ 
Are. Patience, gentle Crites. 


’ 


| This knot of Spiders will be foon diffolv’d, 


And all their Webs {wept out of Cynthia’s Court, 
When once her glorious Deity appears, | 

And but prefents it (eit in her full lighe : 

Till when, go, in, and {pend your hours with us 
Your honour’d Friends, Time and Phronefis, 

In Contemplation of our Goddefs Name 
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Think on fome {weet and choice invention, now, 

Worthy her ferious and illuftrious Eyes, 

That from the merit of ic we may take 

Defir’d occafion to prefer your worth, 

And make your fervice known to Cynthia. 

Ic isthe pride of Arete to grace 

Her ftudious lovers; and (in {corn of Time, - 

Envy, and Ignorance) to lift their ftate 

Above a vulgar height. ‘True happinefs 

Confifts not in the multitude of friends, 

But in the worth, and choice. Nor would I have 

Vertue a popular regard purfue : | 

Let them be good that love me, though but few. . 
Cri. I kifs chy hands, divineft Arete, 

And vow my felf to thee, and Cynthia. 


Act III. Scene V. 
Amor phus, Aform. | 


A Little more forward: So, Sir. Now go in, dif- 

cloke your felf, and come forth. Taylor, beftow 
thy abfence upon us; and be not prodigal of this fecret, 
but to a dear Cuftomer. "Tis well encer’d, Sir, Stay, 
you come on too faft ; your pace is too impetuous. Ima- 
gine this to be the palace of your pleafure, or place 
where your Lady is pleas'd to be feen. Firft, you pre- 
fent your felf, thus: and fpying her, you fall off, and 
walk fome two turns ; in which time, it is to be fuppos’d, 
your paffion hath fufficiently whited your Face: then 
.. Htifling a figh or two, and clofing your Lips) with a 


‘49 trembling boldnefs, and bold terrour, you advance your 


felf forward. Prove thus much, hoe you. — 

Afo. Yes, Sir, (pray Fove 1 can light onit.) Here, I 
come in, you fay, and prefent my felf? | 

Amo. Good. 7 

4fo. And then I {py her, and walk off? 

Amo. Ver : 

Afo. Now, Sir, I ftifle, and advance forward ? 

Amo. Trembling. | 

Afo. Yes, Sir, trembling : I fhall do it better when I 
cometoic. And what muftI {peak now ? | 

Amo. Marry, you fhall fay : Dear beauty, or, {weet 
honour (or by what other Tiele you pleafe to remember 
her) methinks you are melancholy. This is, if the be 
alone now, and difcompanied. | - 
we ee Til — again y ner Des fhall be, 

y dear Lindabrides. 97-7 rewt /* : PAA heyy 

mo. Lindabrides 2 4 ee te 

Afo. I, Sir, the Emperor Alicandrees Daughter, and 
the Prince Meridians Sifter (in che Knight of the Sun) 
fhe fhould have been married to him, bur chat the Prin- 
cels Claridiana | 

Amo. O, you betray your reading. : 

Afe. Nay, Sir, Ihave read Hiftory, I am a little 
bumanitian. Interrupt me not, good Sir. My dear Lin- 
dabrides, My dear Lindabrides, My dear Lindabrides, me- 
thinks you are melancholy. 

Amo. 1, and take her by the Rofie-finger’d hand. 

Afo. Maft I fo? O, my dear Lindabrides, methinks 
you are melancholy. © geo 

Amo. Or thus, Sir. All variety of divine Pleafures, 
choice Sports, {weet Mufick, rich Fare, brave Attire, 
foft Beds, and filken Thoughts, attend this dear Beauty. 

Afo. Believe me, that’s pretty. All variety of divine 


Pleafures , choice Sports, fweet Mufick, rich Fare, | 


brave Attires, foft Beds, and filken Thoughts, attend 
this dear Beauty. 

Amo. And then, offering to kifs her Hand, if the thall 
coyly recoil, and fignifie your Repulfe ; you are to re- 
¢nforce your felf, with, More than moft fair Lady, let 
not the rigour of your juft difdain thus courfly cenfure 
‘of your Servants zeal ; and withal, proteft her to be 
the only and abfolute unparalell’d Creature you do 


) 'yutbia's - Revels. 


| faluce you) engbroider, or 


79 
adore; and admire, and refpe&, and reverence; in this 
Court; corner of the World, or Kingdom. 
Afo. Thisis hard, by my faith Pll begin it all again: 
Amo. .Do fo, and I will a@& it for your Lady, 


_ Afo. Will you vouchfafe, Sir? All variety of divine 


Pleafures, choice Sports, fweee Mufick, rich Fare, brave 
Attire, foft Beds, and filken Thoughts attend this dear 
uty: —_ : 

Amo. So; Sir, pray Pe away. _— a 

Afo, More than moft fair, Lady, let not the Rigour of 
your juft difdain, thus courfly cenfure of your Servants 
zeal, I proteft; you are the only, and abfolute, unap- 
parelled ——~ - : . 

Amo. Unparalell’d. 7 ee 

Afo. Unparaleli’d Creature, I do adore, and admire, 
and refpe&, and reverence, in this Court, corner of the 
World, or Kingdom. | 

Amo. This is, if fhe abide you. But now, put the 
Cafe the thould be peffant when 
are to frame your Gate share ee and call upon her, 
Lady, Nympb, {weet refuge, Star of our Court. Then 
if the be guardant, hear: you are to come on, 4nd (la- 
terally difpofing your felf) fwear, by her bluthing and 
well coloured: Cheek, the bright dye of her Hair, het 


Ivory Teeth (though they be Ebony) or fome fuch. 


white and‘ innocent Oath, to induce you. If reguar- 


ou enter, as thus: you . 


dant, then maincain your Station, brisk, and irpe, fhew /balised 

the fupple motion of Se pliant Body, but (inchief) . 7° 

of your Knee, and. Hand, which cannot but arride her i 

proud Humour exceedingly. HTD OAdA PF 
Afo. I conceive you, Sir, I fhall perfornr all thefe 


things in good time, I doubt not, they do fo hit me. 

Amo, Well, Sir, I am your Lady; make ufe of any 
of thefe beginnings, or fome other out of your own in- 
_— : eg prove, how you can hold up, and follow 
it. Say; fay. a | 

Ajo. Yes, Sir, my dear Lindabrides———e 

Amo. No, you affe& that Lindabrides too much. And 
(lec me tell you) it is not fo courtly. Your Pedant 
fhould provide you fome Parcels of French, or fome 
pretty Commodity of Italian to commence with, if you 
would be exotick and exquifite, © 
_ Afo. Yes, Sir, he was at my Lodging other Morn- 
ing, Igavehima Double. > | 7 
_._ Amo. Double your Benevolence, and give him the 
Hofe too, clothe you his Bady, he will help to apparef 
your Mind. But now, feé what your proper Genias ean 


1. perform alone; without adjedtion of any other Miwerva. 


Afo. I.comprehend you, Sir. | 

Amo, I do ttand you, Sir: fall back to A boy firft place. 
Good, paffing well: Very properly purfu’d. 

Ajo. Beautiful, ambiguous, and fufficient Lady, what! 
are you all alone? | 

Am. We would be, Sir, if you would leave us. 


Afo. 1am at your Beauties appointmenc, bright An | 


gel ; bue-————_ 

Ame. What but? 

Afo. No harm, more than moft fair Feature. 

Amo, ‘That touch relifhed well. | 

4fo. But, I protet——-—— 

Amo, And why thould you proteft ? 

4Afo, For good will (dear efteem’d Madam) and I 
hope; your Lady thip will.fo conceive of ie : 
And will, in time, retiéra from your difdai 


A ye 5 Ga 7 
And rue the fuffrance of our friendl ry | B; aa for Soe 


out more of thefe Play-parkjcles, and (as occafion 
them, perfwade your Soul, ic would moft judicioufly 


aufpicious bout. Prove the fecond. 
Afo.. Lady, I cannot ruffie it ig red and yellow. 


all & p<4uer. 
mask your difcourfe with @<‘e-*"+ 
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commend you. Come, this was a well difcharg’d, and 


Amo. O, that Piece pare ent! if you could pick 2 


Amo, Why, if you can revel it in white, Sir, “cis fuf-) 


ficient. A 2p fer, aafKic., Goad: I. 
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Afo. Say you fo, fweet Lady ? Lan, tede, de, de, de, | 


dant, dant, dant, dante, Gc. No (in good faith) Ma- 
dam, whofoever told your Ladythip fo, abusd you 3 


but I would be glad to meet your Ladythipin a meafure? | 
Amo. Me, Sir? belike you meafure me by your felf, 


then ? ? 
| Afo. Would I might, fair Feature. 


Amo. And what were you the better, if you might? | 


Afo. The better it pleafé you to ask, fair Lady. 

. Amo. Why, this was ravifhing, and moft acutely con- 
tinu'd. Well, fpend not your humour too much, you 
have now competently exercifed your conceit : This 
(once or twice a day) will render you an accomplithe 
elaborate, and well levelled Gallant. Convey in your 
Courting-ftock, we will (in the heat of this) go vific 
the Nymphs Chamtber. 


Act IV. Scene L 
Phantafte, Philautia, Argurion, Moria, Cupid. 


Would this Water would arrive once, our travelling 
Friend fo commended ¢o us. 
- Arg. So would I, for he has left all us in travel with 
expectation of it. , ) 
_ Pha. Pray Fove, I never rife from this Couch, if ever 
Ithirfted more for a thing, in my whole time of being 
a Courtier. 

Phi. Nor I, Pll be {worn : The very mention of it 
{ets my Lips in a worfe heat, than if he had {prinkled 
them with Mercury. Reach me the Glafs, Sirrah. 

* Cup, Here, Lady. : a oe 
_ Mor. They do not peel, fweet Charge, do they ? 

Phi. Yes, a ltttle, Guardian. e; oS 

Mor. O, *tis an egninent good fign. Ever when my 
Lips do fo, I am furé'to have fome delicious good drink 

or other approaching. | 


A Toys vert: Arg, Marry, and this may be good for us Ladies ; for 
ar tet (fa- (it feems) ’tis far fet by their ftay. 
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fs Mor. My Palate for yours (dear Honor) it thall prove 
moft Elegant, I warrant you: O, Ido fancy this gear 
that’s long a coming, with an unmeafurable ftrain. 
_ Pha. Pray thee ti down, Philaysia, that Rebatu he 
comes thee fingularly.*%? J-s % wir | 
Phi. Is't not quaint? Gala 3 ee 
Pha. Yes faith. Methinks, thy Servarfe Hedon is no- 
thing fo obfequious to thee, as he was wont to. be: I 
know not how, he’s grown out of his Garb a late, he’s 
wrapt. © - 
Mor. In truenef, and fo methinks too; he’s much 
converted. | : - & 
Phi. Tut, let him be what he will, ’tis an animal I 
dream not of. This tire € methinks ) makes me ‘look 
very ingenionfly, quick, and fpirited, I thould be fome 
Laura, or fome Delia, methinks. a 
Mor. Aslam wife (fair Hoxors) that Title the gave 
him, to be her Ambition, {poil’d him: Before,.he was 
the moft propitions and obfervant young Novice-—~- 
Pha. No, no, you are the whole Heaven awry, Gwar- 
dian : "tis the {waggering Coach-horfe Ansaides, draws 
with him there, has been the diverter of him. - 
Phi. For Cupid's fake, {peak no more of him; would 
I might never dare to look in a Mirror again, if I refj 
ere 2 Marmafet of ’em all, otherwife than I would a 


Feather, or my Shittle-cock, to make {port with now 


and then. | | . 
Pha. Comé, fit down; troth (an’ you be good Beas- 


ties) let’s run over ’em all now: Which is the proper’ft | 


Man amongit them ! Ifay, the Traveller, Arsorpbaw. 
Phi, O, fie on. him, he looks like a Veneties Trumpe- 

ter, i’ the Battel of Lepanto, in the Gallery yonder ; 

and fpeaks to the Tune of a Country Lady, that comes 


ever 1 the rereward, or train of a Fafhion, 


Revels, 


Mor. I fhould have 
Beauties. 

Pha. A body would think fo, at thefe years, 

Mor. And I prefer another now, far before him, 
Million at leaft. = 

Pha. Who might that be, Guardian ? | 

Mor. Marry (fair Charge ) Anaides. 

Pha. Anaides! you talk't of a Tune Philawtia, there’s 
one {peaks in a Key ; like the opening of fame Jutfti 
Gate, or a Poft-boys Horn, as if his Voyce fear'd 
arreft for fome ill words it thould give, and were loth 
| come forth. | 

Phi. I, and he hasa very imperfe@ Face. A 

Pha, Like a Sea-monfter, that were to ravith Asdyc- 
meaa fromthe Rock, 

Pdi. His Hand’s too great too, by at leaft a ftraws 
breadth. | | 

Pha. Nay, he has a worfe fault than that, too. 

Pdi. A long Heel ? 


judgment in a, Feature, {weer 


Pha. That were a faule ina Lady, rather than him: | 


No, they fay, he puts off the Calves of his Legs, wich 
his Stockings every night. 

Pés. Out upon him: turn to another of che Pi@ures, 
for loves fake. What fays Argurion? whom do’s the 
commend, afore the reft ? | 

Cup. Thope, Ihave inftructed her fufficiently for an 
an{wer. 

Mor. Troth, I made the motion to her Ladifhip for 
one co day, i’ the Prefence, but it appear’d fhe was 
other ways furnifhe before : She would none. | 

Pha. Who was that, Argurion? 

: Mor. Marry, the poor plain Gentleman, i? the black, 
there. | 

Pha.. Who, Crites ? 

Arg. I, I, he. A fellow, that no body fo much as 
look’t upon, or regarded, and fhe would have had me 
done him particular grace, eG 

Pha. That was a true trick of your felf, Moris, to 
perfwade Argurion to affea the Schollar. 

Arg. Tut, but fhe fhall be nochufer forme. In 
faith, [like the Citizens Son there, Afotes ; methinks, 
none of them all come near him. 

Phe... Not Hedon ? 7 | 

Arg. Hedon? in troth no. Hedon’s a pretty flighe 
Courtier, and he wears his Clothes well, and fometimes 
in fafhion ; Marry, his Face is but indifferent, and he 
has no fuch excellent Body. No, th’other is a moft de- 
licate Youth, a fweet Face, a ftraight Body, a well pro- 
portion’d Leg and Foot, a white Hand, a tender Voyce. 

Phi. How now, Argurion ? 

_ Phe. O, you fhould have let her alone, the was be 
{towing a Copy of him uponus. Such a Nofe were e 
nough to make me love a Man, now. | 

Pdi. And then his feveral Colours, he wears; where- 
in he flourifheth changeably, every day. So 

Pha. O, buthis fhort Hair, and his narrow Eyes! 

Pbi, Why, fhe dotes more palpably upon him, than 
e’rehis Father diduponher. = — | | 

Pha. Believe me, the young Gentleman deferves ic. If 
fhe could dote more, *twere not: amifs. He is an ex. 
ceeding proper youth, and would have made a moft neat 
Barber-furgion, if he had been put co ic in time. 7 

= Say you fo? methinks he looks like a Taylor al- 
ready. 

Pba..I, that had fayed on one of his Cuftomers Sutes. | 
His Face is like a fqueez’d Orange, or 

Arg. Well, Ladies, jeft on : the beft of you both 
would be glad of fuch a Servant. | 
Mor. .1, Vil be {worn would they, though he be’a lic- 
tle thame-fac’d. | 

Pha. Shame-fac’d, AZoria' out uponhim. Your fhame- 
fac’d Servant is youronly Gull. \ 

Mor. Go to, Beauties, make much of Time, and Place, 
and Occafion, and Opportunity, and aa mi 

"things 
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Cynthia's 


‘things that belong to ’em, for I’ enfure you, they will: 
all relinquifh ; they cannot endute above another year ; 
I know it out of future experience: and cherefore take’ 
exhibition, and warning. I was once a Reveller my felf, 
= though I {peak Se (as mingown Trumpet) I was then 
elteem’d——-’ ats 

Phi. The wery March-bane of the Court, | warrant 
you? i ed ne 

Phe. And all the Gallants came about you ike flyes, 
did they not? : 

Mor. Go to, 
now. 

Pha. Nay, good Moris, be 


they did forsewhat » that’s no matter 


net angry. Put cafe thar 


we four now. had the grant from ‘fume, ¢9 with our 


the. Arras, whatupon the Stirs, what i’ 


felves into what happy Eftate we could? what would 
you with to be, Adorie ? fee at a 
Mor. Who 1? Let me fee now. I would with tobea 
Wife-woman, and know all ché fecrets of Court, City, 
and Country. I would know what were done be | 
the Gar den, 
what i’ the Nymphs Chaenber, what by Barge, .and by | 
what Coach. I would tell you which Courtier were {cab-. 
bed, and which net; which Lady had her own Face to 
lye with her a nights, and which pot; who put off their 
Teeth with their Clothes in Court; who their Hair, who 


their Complexion; and in which Box they put it. There | 


fhould not a Nympb, or a Widdew be got wid Child i 
the Verge, but I would guefs (within one or rwo,) who 
was the right Father : and in what Month it was gorten ; 
with what words; and which way. J would tell you, 
which Madam lov'd 2 Monfieur, which a Player, which 
a Page; who flept with her Husband, who with her 
Friend, who with her Gentleman-nther,. who with her 
Horfe-keeper, who with her Monkey,and who with all. 
Yes, and who jigg’dthe Cock.toe,” 
_ Pha. Fye,y aU, Adoria. If 1 fhould with now, 
it fhould be too have -your Tongue ont, But what. days 
Phi. Troth, the very famel am, Only J would with 
my felf a lictle more € 
all the Court were fubje@ to my abfolute beck,’ and all 
things in it depending on my look ; -as.if. there were no 
other Heaven, but in my fmile, nor ther Hell, buc in 
my frown; chat I might: fend for any Man J litt, and 
have his Head cut aff, when I have done-with him 5 9r 
mate an Ewch, if he denyed me: and if I faw a bet- 
ser Face than mine.own, I might have my Dector to 
poyfon it. What. would you wih, Phontafe?) © 
Pha. Faith, I cannot (readily) tell you what. : But 
(methinks ) I fhould with my ielf all manner of Crea- 


tures, Now, I would be an Empref$; and by and by a'| | 
Dutchefs, then a great Lady. of Srate; chen gne of 


your »i{celany Madams 5 then a Waiting-woman;. then 
your Chinen Wits, then a courfe Country Geatlewo- 
man; than a Deyry-maid ; then a Shepherds{Lafs; then 
an Emprefé again, or the Queen: of Fayries : And thus 
I would prove the vicifficudes and whirl of Pleafures, a- 


(Spout, and again. As1 were a. Shepherde6s, I would be 


he 
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pipd and fung to; as a Country Gentlewoman, keep | d 


a good Houfe, and come up to ‘Term, to fee motions ; 
As a Citizens Wife, be troubled with a jealous Husband, 
and put to my fhifts ; (orhers miferies fhould b¢ my Plea- 


fures) As a Waiting-woman, [ would tafte nyy Ladies | bod 


delights to her : As 2 mi/celany Madam invent new lyres, 
and go vifie Courtiers ¢ As a great Lady, lye a Bed, and 


have Courtiers vifit me: As a Dutchefs, I would keep |. 


my States and as.an Emprefs I'ld do any thing, “And, 
in all chefe fhapes, I would ever be follow’d with, th 
affe@ionsof all that fee me. Marry, 1 my-felf would 


_affe& none; or if J did, ic fhauld not be heartily, bne 


fo as I might fave my felf in’em ftill, and take pride in 
tormenting the poor wretches, Or, (now I think on’) 
I would, for one year, with my felf one Woman, but 
the richeft, faireft, and dilicare in.a Kingdom, the 
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very center of Wealch, and Beauty, wherein all lines 7 


of Love fhould meer ; and in that Perfon I would prove 
all manner of futers, of all Humours, and of all Com- 
plexions, and never have any two of a fort : 1 would, 
fee how Love (by the power of his Object) could work 
inwardly alike, in a Cholerick Man, anda Sanguine ; 
in a Melancholick, and a Phlegmatick 3 in a Fool, and 
a Wife Man ; in a Clown and a Conrtier ; ina Valiant 
Man and a Coward: and how he could vary outward, 
by letting this Gallant exprefs himfelf in dumb gaze ; 
another with fighing, and rubbing his Fingers; a chird, 
with play-ends, and pittiful Verfes ; a fourth, with 

bing himéel 


ftahb-oacu . : 
f, and drinking Healths, or writing languith~, EES - 
Pur Gert, 


ing Letters in his Blood ; a fifth, in colour’'d Ribbands 
and good Clothes; with this Lord to {mile, and that 
Lord to Court, and che ¢other Lord to dote, and one 
Lord to hang himfelf. And then, I to have a Book 
made of all this, which I would call the Book of Hu- 
mours, and every night read a little Piece, e’re I flepr; 
and laugh atic. Here 
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comes Hedon. , 


A&t IV. Scene II. 


Hedon, Anaides, Mercury, Phantafte, Philautia, Moria;. 
_ Argurion, Cupid: , 


Sine you, {weet and clear -Beauties : By the Spirit 
AJ that moves in me, you are all moft pleafingly be- 
ftow’d, Ladies. Only I can take it for no good omen, 
to find mine Honor fo dejected. _ 

Pbi. You need not fear, Sir, I did of purpofe humble 
_ felf againft your coming, to decline the pride of my 

793086209. 

_ Hed. Fair Honor, Ambition dares not ftoop; but if ie 
be your {weet pleafure, I hall lofe that Title I will (ps 
Iam Hedin) apply my felf co your Bounties. . 

Pbi. That were the next way co difticde my felf of 
Honor. O, no, rather be ftill Ambitious, I pray you. 

Hed. I will be any. thing thae yqu pleafe, whilf it 
pleafeth you to be your felf, Lady. Sweet Phastage, 
dear Moria, moft beautiful Argurtom 

Ana. Farewel, Hedon. 

\ Hed. Anaides, ftay, whither go you ? 

Ana. Slight, what thould Ido here? an’ you engrofs 
’em all fer your own ufe, ’tis time for me to feek 
out. a 

Hed. | engrofs *em? Away, mifchief this is one of 
your extravagant Jefts now, becaufe 1 began to {alure 
"em by ther Names—— | | ¥ 
Ana. Faith, you might have {par’d us Madam Prw- 
dence, the Guardian there, though you had more cave- 
coufly aimd ac the reft. | . : 

Hed. ’Sheart, take ’em all, Man; what 
come of aiming or Covetous ? we 8 

Ana. 1, fay you fo? nay, then, have at ’em : Lae 
diés, here's one hath diftinguifh'd you by your names 
already. Ic thall only become me, ‘to ask how yqu 


{peak you 


Os. 

Hed. Gods fo, was this the defign you travell’d 
with ? Se: 
Pha. Who anfwers the brazen Head ? it {poke co fome 


pe Lady Wifdim, do you interpree for thefe 
Puppets. | _ 
Mor. In eruth, and fadnefs ( Homers) you are in 
great offence for this : go too::the Gentleman 
(Vl undertake wich him) is a Man of fair Li- 


ving, and able to maintain a Lady in her two Carres sev 


ches .a day, befides Pages, Munkeys and: Parachitoes, 
‘with fuch Ateendangs. as fhe thall think meet for 
her turn, and therefore there is more refpect 
requirable , howfoere you feem to 


ive. Hark Ret Bek; 


ou, Sir, let me difcourie a fyllable with you. Jam taf :.¢:2/ 
any bs , verti tes ipl 7 mi BY, As 
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189 fay to you, thefe Ladiesare not of that clofe, and open Mer. O, no, there is a way to wean him from this, 'the | 
behaviour, as haply you may ‘ulpend ; their carriage is} Gentleman may be reclaim’d. 
well known, to be {uch as it fhould be, bosh gent and| Cup. I, if you had the airing of his Apparel, Couz, I 
extraordinary. Ape tip t hy oe Goore | think, . 
Mer, O, here comes thé other pair. 7! Ajo. Loving? *ewere pity I fhould be living elfe, be- 
| lieve me. Pa er Sir. a you fweee-Lady. Save 
ou Monfieur Amaides, Save you dear Madam. 

Act IV. Scene Ill ’ _ Cg ia re him that faluted thee, Hedon. 
ns . ; Hed. No, fome idle Fangofo, chat hath got above the 
Amorphus, Afotus, Hedon, Anaides, Mercury, Cupid, Morus, Cup board‘ince veft ? 

: 7 vast; a yefterday, 
canes hails a aie cata qa. "slud, I never faw him till chis Morning, and 
Hat was your Fathers Love, the Nymph -Argurion. | he falutes me as familiarly as if we had known together 
| T I would have you dire& all your Courtthip thicher ; | fince che Deluge, or the firft year of Troy-a@tion. 
: if you could but endear your félfto her affeGion, you | Ame. A moft right-handed and aufpicious Encouneer. 
rw were eternally en-gallanted. Confine your felf to your fortunes. 


fo. In truth, fir? pray Phebss I prove favourfome 
in her fair Eyes. 

Am. Alldivine mixture, and increafe of Beauty to 
this bright Bevy of Ladies; and to the Male-Courti- 
ers, Complement, and Courtefie. : 

Hed. In the behalf of the Males, I gratifie you, Amorphas. 

Pha. And I of the Females. 

Amo. Succinaly return’d. I do vail to both your 
thanks, and kifs them: but primarily to yours, moft in- 
a" genious, acute, and police Lady. . 
| Phi. Gods my life, how he doe’ all to bequalifie her! 

in, enious, acute, and polite ! as if there were not others 
in place as ingenious, acure, and polite, as fhe. 


Hed. Yes, but you muft know, Lady, he cannot {peak 


out of a Dittionary method. 
Pha. Sit down, fweet Assorphus: When will this Wa- 
ter come, think you ? Oo 
Amo. It cannot now be long, fair Lady. 
Cup. Now obferve, Mercury. 


Afo. How! moft ambiguous Beauty ? love you ? chat 


I will by chis Handkercher. | 
Mer. ’S\id he draws his Oaths out of his Pocket. 
rg. But, will you be conftant ? : 
Afo. Conftant Madam? I will not fay for Con- 
‘ftantnefs, bue by this Purfe (which I would be loth 
_to {wear by, unlefs ic were embroider’d) I proteft (more 
than moft fair Lady) you are the only, abfolute, and un- 
paralell’d Creature, I do adore, and admire, and refped, 


and reverence in this Court, corner of the World, or |: 


Kingdom : Methinks you are Melancholy. 

Arg. Do’s your Heart {peak all chis ? 

Afa. Say you?——— | 

Mer, O, he is groping for another Oath. - 

Afo. Now, by this Watch (I marle how forward the 
Day is) Ido unfeignedly vow my felf (s'light tis deep- 
er than I took it, paft five) yours entirely addicted 
Madam. eo. 

Arg. IT require no more, deareft A/ctas, henceforth let 
me call you mine, and in remembrance of me, vouch- 
fafe to wear this Chain, and this Diamond. 

Afo. O God, fweet Lady! © | , 

Cup. There are new Oaths for him: what ? doth 
Hermes tafte no alteration in all this ? 

_ Mer. Yes, thou haft ftrook Argerion inamour’d on A. 
fotus, methinks. : 

3 Alas, no; I am no body, I, Icando nothing in 
this difguife. 

Mer. But thou haft not wounded any of the reft, Cupid. 

Cup. Nor yet ; it is enough that I have begun fo 
profperoufly. | : 

J. 7’ Arg. Nay, thefe are nothing to the Gems I will hour- 
; . Wy beftow upon thee: be but faithful and kindto me, and 
“+ J will lade thee with my richeft Bounties: behold, here 
‘my Bracelets, from mine Arms. 
Afo. Not fo, good Lady, by this Diamond. 
. Arg. Take “em, wear ’em: my Jewels, chain of Pearl, 
Pendants, all I have. 
 Afo. Nay then, by this Pearl you makeme a wanton. 
Cup. Shall not fhe not anfwer ‘for this, to maintain 
him thus in {wearing ? 


Pbi. For {ports fake, let’s have fome Riddles, or Prope- 
fes; hough. 

_ No faith, your Prophecies are beft, the r’other are 

ale. : : 

Phi. Prophecies? we cannot all fit in at them ; we thal 
make a confufion. No ; what call’d you that we had 
in the Forenoon ? | . 

Pha. Subftantives, and Adjeéfives. Ist not Hedon. 

Pb. 1, that, who begins ? : 

Phas. Ihave thought; fpeak your Adjedives, firs. 

Pbi, But do not you change then. 

Pha. Not L Who fays? 

Mor. Odoriferous. 

Pdi. Popular. 

Arg. Humble. | / 

Ana. White-liver’d. 3 ae 

Hed. Barbarous. 

Amo. Pythagorical. 

Hed. Yours, Signior.: : . 
_ Afo, What muit I do, fir ? 7 

Amo, Give forth your AdjeGive, with the reft ; as, 
profperous, good, fair, fweet, well.——. 

_ Hed. Any thing, that hath not been fpoken. 
| Afo. Yes, fir, well-fpoken, fhall be mine. _ 
: ae ¢ ha’ you all done ? 

Al. I. 7 . 

Pha. Then the Subfastive is Breeches. Why odori- 
ferous Breeches, Guardian ? , - 

Mor. Odoriferous, becaufe odoriferous ; that which 
contains moft variety of favour, and fmell, we fay, is 
moft odoriferous : now Breeches, I prefume, are inci- 
dent to that variety, and therefore odoriferous Breeches. 

Pha. Well, we muft take it howfoever, who’s next ? 
Philautia? = : pe 

Péi. Popular. 7 

Pba. Why popular Breeches ? : 

Péi. Marry, that is, when they are not content to be 
generally noted in Court, but wil) prefs forth on com- 
mon Stages, and Brokers Stalls, to the publick view of 
the World. 7 a 

Pha. Good. Why humble Breeches, Argurion ? 

Arg. Humble, becaufe they ufe co be fate upon; be- 


down about your Heels. - 
Mer. She has worn the Breeches, it feems, which have 
done fo. : j cnr: 
Pha. But why white-liver’d ? 3 | 
Ana. Why ? are not their Linings white ? befides when 


they come in {waggering Company, and will pocket up 


el ening, may they not properly be faid cto be white- 
iverd : oo : 

Pha, O, yes, we muft not deny it. And why barba- 
rous, Hedon ? : 

Hed, Barbarous, becaufe commonly, when you have 
worn your Breeches fufficiently, you give chem to your 
Barber. 7 : ; 

Amo. That’s good , but how Pythagorical 3 

Phi. 1, Amorpbus. Wh Pysbagorical Breeches? , 

Amo.O moft kindly of all, ’cisa conceit of that fortune, 
I am bold to hug my Brain for. 7 Pha. How 


fides, if you tie ’em not up, their Property is to fall: 
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Pha. How is’t, exquifite Amorphus ? 

_ no. O, I am rape with it, ’tis fo fit, fo proper, 
fo happy. | 

Phi. Nay do not rack us thus ? 

Amo. 1 never truly relifht my felf before, Give me 
your Ears. Breeches Pythagorical, by reafon of their cranf- 
migration into feveral fhapes. 

Aor. Moft rare, in {weet troth. Marry, this young 
Gentleman, for his well-{poken 

Pha. 1, why well-{poken Breeches ? | 

Afo, Well-fpoken ? marry, well-fpoken, becaufe—— 
wharfoever they {peak is well taken ; and whatfoever is 
well taken, is well {poken. : 

Mor. Excellent ! believe me. . ° 

Afo. Not fo Ladies, neicher. 

Hed. But why-Breeches, now ? 

Phe. Breeches, quafi bear-riches; when a 
bears all his Riches in his Breeches. 

Amo. Moft foreunately etymsologiz.’d. 

l$9 Pha. Nay, we have anocer 7b afore this, of 4 
shing done, and Who did it, &=c. Giet PGI 

Pb;. 1, good Phanta/e \et’s have that : Diftribute etfe 


Gallant 


eS. 

Pha. Why, Limagine, A thing dome 5 Hedén thinks, 
Who did it : Moria, With what st was done; Ansides, Where 
st was done ; Argurion, When it was dene, Amorphus, For 
what caufe it was done ; you Philautia, What followed upon 
the doing of it; and this Gentleman, Wbo wowld bave 
done it better. What? is’e conceiv'’d about ? : 

All, Yes, yes. 

Pha. Then fpeak you, Sir, Who would 

Afo. How ! do's ic begin at me? 

Pha. Yes, Sir: This Play is called the Crab, it goes 
backward. | : 

Af, May Inot name my felf? : 

Pha. If you pleafe, Sir, and dare abide the venture 


of it. | | | 
Afe. Then, I would have done it better, what ever 


is. 
Pha. No doubt on’t, Sir: a good confidence. - What 
followed upon the AG, Philautia. : 
- Pbi, A few heat drops, and a months mirth. 
Pha. For what caufe, Amorphus ? 
Amo: For the delight of Ladies. 
Pha. When, Argurion? 
Arg, Laft Progrefs. : 
Pha. Where, Anaides ? ; Gj L 
Ana, Why, in a pair of pain’d Slops. “* 
Pha. With what, Moria ? 
Mor, With a Glyfter. 
Pha. Who, Hedon ? 
Hed. A Traveller, 
Pha. Then, The thing done was, An Oration was made. 
Rehearfe. An Oration was made. : 
Hed. By a Traveller. | 
Mor, With a Glyfter. | 
Ana. Ina pair of pain’d Slops. 
Arg. Laft Progrefs. 
Amo. For the delight of Ladies. 
Pbi. A few heat drops, and a Months mirth followed. 
Pha. And, this fdent Gentleman would have done it 
better. : 
Afo. This was not fo good, now. 
Phi, In good faich, thefe unhappy Pages would be 
whipe for ftaying thus. . 
Mor. Befhrew my hand, and my heart elfe.- 
Amo.1 do wonder at their Protraction! —y. 
Ana. Pray Venus my Whore have not difcover'd her 
“a tothe rafcally Boys, and that be the caufe of their 
ay. 
“Aft I maft fute my felf with another Page: this idle 
Profaites will never be brought co wait well. 


Mor. Sir, [have a Kinfman I could willingly wif to |- 


%. your Service, if you will deign to accept ‘of him. — 


& 


have dune it better? | 


7? 


_ fo. Aid I thall be glad (moft fweee Lady) to em-. 
brace him : where is he ? ‘ 

Mer. I can fetch him, Sir, but I would be loth to make 
you turn away your other Page. | | 

Af. You fhall not, moft fufficient Lady, I will keep 
both: pray you let’s go fee him: 

“ Pic goesmy Love ? : 

0. Pléreturn prefently, | vi 
this Lay iP ently, Igo but to fee a Page, with 

Ana. As fureas Fate, ’tis fo: fhe has opened all: A 
pox of all Ccckatrices. Dam’ me, it the have play’d loofe 
with me, Ple cut her Throat, withia a Hairs breadch, to 
it may be heal’d again. 

Mer. What, is he jealous of his Hermapbrodite? 

Cup. O, I, this will beexcellent fpore. 

Pbs. Phantafte! Argurion! what? you are fuddenly 
ftruck, methinks! fos Loves fake let’s have fome Mufick 
till they come. Ambition, reach the Lyra, I pray you. 

Hed. Any thing to which my Honosr fhall direct me. 

Phi. Come, Amorphus, chear up Pbantajte. 

Amo, It thall be my pride, fair Lady, co attempt alf 
that is in my Power. But here is an Inftrumenc that - 
(alone) is able to infufe Soul into the moft Melancholick; 
and dull difpos’d creature upon Earth. O! let me kifs chy 
fair Knees. Beauteous Ears attend it. | 

Hed. Will you have the Kifs, Honour ? 

Phi. 1, good Ambition. 


SONG 


%& 
O That Foy fo foon fhould waste! 
9 oF fo feet a Blifs 
. as @ Kifs, 
Might not for ever laf ! = 
So fugred, fo melting, {0 foft, fo delicious; 
_ Lhe Dew that lyes om Rofess _ 
When the Morn ber felf difelofes, 
$5 not {6 precions. 
O rather than I would it {mother 
Were I to taffe {uch another 3 
| «Et flould be my wifhing 
That I might die kiffing. 


Hed. I made this Ditty, and the Note to it, upori a Kifg 
that my Honour gave me ; how like youie, Sir. 

Amo. A pretty Air 5 in general, I like it well: but in 
particular, your long die-note did arride me moft, but it / 
was fomewhat too long. I can thew one almoft of the 
fame Nature, but much before it, and not fo long, in 
a Conipofition of mine own. I think I have both the 
Note and Ditty about me. 

Hed. Pray you, Sir, fee.. ? 

Amo. Yes, there is the Note ;-and all ¢he pares, if. I 
mif-think net. I will read the Ditty to your Beau- 
ties here ; but firft I am co make you familiar with the 


occafion, which prefents it felf thus. Upon a time going 


to take my leave of the Er&peror, and kifs his great 
Hands; there being then prefent, the Kings of France, 
and Arragon, the Dukes of Savoy, Florence, Orleance, 
Bourbon, Brunfwick, the Lantgrave, Count Palatine, all 
which had feverally feafted me ; befides, infinite more of 
inferiour Perfons, as Carne cid othets: it was my 
chance (the Emperor detain’d by fome exorbitane Af- 
fair) to wait him the fifth part of an Hour, or much 
near it. In which time (retiring my felf into a Bay- ~4 


2 


window) the beauteous Lady sAnmabel, Niece to thee-~ 24, 
mpreis, who having &<'3-~, 


and Sifter to the King of Arragon, 
never before eyed me, (but only heard che common re- 3 - 
port of my Vertue, Learning, and Travel) fell into thae 
oe of Paffion, for my love, that fhe there imme- 
diately {wooned ? Phyficians were fent for, fhe had to 
her Chamber, fo to her Bed ; where (languifhing fome 
w Days) after many times galling upon me, with my 
ame inher Lips, fhe expir’d. As chat (I muft mourn- 
: ingly 


80 


ingly fay) is the only Fault of my Fortune, that, as it |, 


hathever been my hap to be fued to, by all Ladies, and 
Beauties, where [have come; fo, I never yet fojourn’d, 
or refted in that place, or part of the World, where 
{ome high-born, admirable, fair Feature died not for 
my Love. 

Mer. O, the fweet power of travel! are you guiltly 
of this, Cupid ? | —_ 

Cup. No, Mercury, and that his Pagt (Cos) knows if 
he were here prefenc to be f{worn. 

Phi. But, how doth this draw on the Ditty, Sir ? 

Mer, O, the is too quick with him; he hath not de- 


" vis'd chat yet. 
+ _ + mo. Marry, fome hour before fhe departed, fhe be- 
queath’d co me this Glove : whith golden Legacy, the Em- 
: peror himfelf took care to fend after me, in fix Coaches, 
cover’d all wich black Velvet, attended by the State of 
his Empire 3 all which he freely prefented me wich: and 
I reciprocally (out of the fame Bourty) gave to the 
Lords that brought ic: only referving the Gift of the 
deceas'd Lady, upon which I compos'd this Ode, and fet 
it co my moft affected Inftrument, the Lyra. 
SONG. 
How more than moft feet Glove,’ 
Unto my more fweet Love, 
Suffer me to ftore with Kiffes 
This empty Lodging that now miffes. 
The pure rofie hand, that wear thee, 
Whiter then the Kid that bare thee. 
Thou art foft, but that was fofter; © 
Cupid’s felf bath kift it ofter, 
Than ere he did bis Mothers Doves, . 
Suppofing ber the Qucen of Loves, 
That was thy Miftrefs, 
Beft of Gloves. 
Mer. Blafphemy, Blafphemy, Cupid. 
Cup. I, Dll revenge it time enough, Hermes. .. 
Phi. Good Amorphus, \et’s hear it fung. . 
Amo. Lcare not to admit that, fince it pleafech Pés- 
Jautia to requeft ic. | 
Hed. Here, Sir. (After fhe bath fung. 
Amo. Nay, play it, I pray you, you do well, you do 
well How like you it, Sir? ss | 
Hed. Very well in troch. 3 a 2th, 
melas ji «1; Amo. But very well? O, you area meer Mansysotbreps 
flit “effin Judgment, then. Why, do you not obferve how excel- 


wt ne theff Oe . i? 
| aoa teas, tobe — sect 


1 lenely che Ditty is affected in every place ? that I doynoe 


marry a Word of fhort pens to a long nore? 
nor an afcending Syllable to a defcending Tone? Be- 
fides, upon the word (ef) there, you fee how Ido en- 
ter with an odd minnum, and drive it through the drief, 
which no intelligenc Mufician (I know) buc will affirm 
to be very rare, extraordinary, and pleafing. | 
Mer. And yet not fit c@ lament the deach of a Lady, 
for all chis. a 
Cup. Tut, here be they will {wallow any thing. 
Pba. Pray you, Icc me have a Copy of it Amorphus. 
Phi. And me too, in troth, I like ic exceedingly. 
“imo. have denied it to Princes, nevertheleds to you 
(the true female Twins of perfeétion) I am won to de- 
pare wich all. 7 extn 
Hed. Thope, I fhall have my Honors Copy. 
Pha. Youare Ambitious in that, Hedon. ten 
Amo. How now, <Anaides ! what is it hath conjur’d up 
this diftemperaturein the circle of yopr Face ? os 
[Who ws return’d from feeking bis Page. 


Ana. Why, what have you to do? A Pox upo” your | 
filthy travelling Face, hold your Tongue. 


Hed. Nay, dott hear, Mi/chief ? | 
aina. Away, Musk-cat. 


Amo. {fay to thee, thorf art rude, debauchte, impudeM® ! 


irfe, injpoli fi P d bafe. 
courfe, inypolithe, a fra eh Vs iG a 
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| ‘Lyres‘of any Fafhion, Rebacues, Jewels, or 
| any thing whacfoever, if you vouchfate to accepr. 


Fs 
Hed. Heart of my Father, what a ftrange alteration 
has half-a years haunting of Ordinaries wrought in chis 
Fellow ! thatcame with a tuff-taffata Jerkin to Town but. 
the other day; and a pair pennylefs Hofe, and now he is 
turn’d Hercules, he wants but a Club, , 

Ana. Sir, you with the Pencil on your Chin ; I will 
garter my Hofe with your Guts, and that thall be all. 

Mer, ’Slid, what rare Fire-works be here ? flath, flath. 

Pha. What’s the matter Hedon? can you tell ? 

Hed. Nothing, but thac he lacks Crowns, and thinks 
wee'll lend him fome to be Friends. 

Afo. Come {weet Lady, in good truth Pll have ie, you 
fhall not deny me. Adoras, periwade your Aunt I may 
have her Picture, by any means. 

[ Afotus returas with Moria and Morus 

Mo, Yea, Sir: good Aunt now, let him have ic, he 
will ufe me che better ; if yeu love me, do good Aunt. 

Mer, Well, cell him he fhall bave ic. , 

Afo. Matter, you hall have ic, the fays. - 

Afo, Shall 1? thank her, good Page. 

Cup. What, has he entertain’d the Fool? _ 

Mer. 1, hee'll wait clofe, you thall fee, though the 
Begger hang off a while, 

Mo. Aunt, my Mafter thanks you. 

Mor. Call him hither. 

Mo. Yes, Matter. 

Mor. Yes, in verity, and gave me this Purfe, and he 
has promis’d me a molt fine Dog; which he will have 
drawn with my Picture, he faies : and defires moft ve- 
hemently to be known to your Ladithips. | 


Pha. Call him hither, *tis good groping fuch a Gull. 


Mo, Mafter Afotus, Mafter fetus. 

Ajo. For loves fake, let me go: you fee, I am call’d 
to the Ladies. a 

Arg. Wilt thou forfake me then ? 

_ Afo.God fo, what would you have me do? 

Mor, Come hither, Mafter Afotus. Idoenfure your 
Ladythips, he isa Gentleman of a very worthy defert: 
and of a moft bountiful nature. You muft thew and in 
finuace your felf refponfible, and equivalent now to my 
Commendment. Good Honors grace him. 

_ Afo. I proteft (more than molt fair Ladies) Ido with 
all variety of divine Pleafures, choice Sport, {weer Mu- 
fick, rich Fare, brave ‘attire, fofe Beds, and filken 
Thoughts, attend thefe fair Beauties. Will ir pleafe your 
Ladythip to wear this Chain of Pearl, and chis Diamond, 
for my fake? - 

— Arg. O. os | 

4fo. And you, Madam, this Jewel, and Pendants. 

Arg. O. 

Pha, We know not how to deferve thefe Bounties, out 


}of fo flight merit, Afotws. — | 


Pdi. No, in faith, but there’s my Glove for a favour. 

Pha. And foon after the Revels, I will beftow a Garter 
on you. | | 

Afc. O Lord, Ladies! it is more grace’ than ever I 
could have hop’d, but that it pleafeth your Ladyfhips to 
extend. I proteft, it is enough, chat you but take know- 
ledge of my-- if your Lady thips want embroider’d Gowns, 
arkanets, 


Cup. And for it they will help you to Shooe-ties, and 


| Devices. 


Afo. I cannot utter my {elf (dear Beauties) but, you 
can conceive ee ne 
Arg. O. . Se ses 


Pha. Sir, we will acknowledge your Service, ‘doubt 


| not: henceforth, you fhall be no more A/otus to us, but 


our Gold-finch, and we your Cages-. . 
Afo. O Venus; Madams! how fhall I deferve this? if] 


| were bute inade acquainced with Hedex, now, Ill try : 
| pray you away. ° | 


. Mer. How he prays Adoney to go away from 
Im, . i ? 
y Fase Aang avast brn bard. Jo Al Amor- 
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would beftow upon you, pray you make me known to 
thac Gallant. : ; 

Amo. That I will, Sir. Monfieur Hedox, I muft en- 
treac you to exchange knowledge with this Gentle- 


man. 

Hed. *Tis a thing (next to the Water we expect) I 
thirft after, Sir. Good Monfieur A/otws. | 

Afe. Good Monfieur Hedon, I would be glad to be 
Yov’d of Men of your Rank and Spirit, I proteft. Pleafe 
you to accept this pair of Bracelets, fir: they are not 
worth the beftowing—— 

Mer. O, Hercules, how the Gentleman purchafes! this 
mutt needs bring Argurion to a Confumption. 

Hed. Sir, I fhall never ftand in the merit of fuch 
Bounty, I fear. 

Ajo. O Venns, Sir ; your acquaintance fhall be fuffici- 
ent. And if ac any time you need my Bill, or my 
Bond— 

Arg. O,O. 

Amo. Help the Lady there. — 

Mor. Gods dear, Argurion! Madam, howdo you? 

~ Ara. Sick. ; 

Pha. Have her forth, and give her Air. 

Afo. [come again ftrait Ladies. 

Mer. Well, Idoybr, all the Phyfick he has-will {carce 


recover her : fhe’s too far {pent. 


Act IV. Scene IV. 


Philausia, Gelaia, Anaides, Cos, Profaites, Phantafte, Mo- 
ria, Amorpbus, Hedom. , 


( Argurion faoons. 


Here’s the Water come: fetch Glaffés, Page. 

Gel. Heait of my Body, here’s a coilindeed, with 
your jealous Humours: Nothing but Whore and Bitch, 
and all the villainous {waggering Names you cart think 
on? *Slid, take your Bottle, and put it in your Guts for 
me, I'll fee you poxt ere I follow you any longer. 

Ana. Nay, good Punk, {weet Kafcal? dam’ me if I 
am jealous now. | 

Gel, That’s true indeed ; pray let’s go. 

Mor. What’s the matter, there ? 

Gel. Slight he has me upon Interrogatories, (nay, my 
Mother fhall know how youufe me) where I have been ? 
and, why I fhould ftay fo long ?. and, how is’t poffible? 
and withal calls me at his pleafure, I know not how ma- 
ny Cockatrices, and things. 

Mor. In truth and fadnefs, thefe are no good pciee 
Anaides, to beftow upon any Centlewoman ; and ['ll (en- 
fure you) if I-had known you would have dealt thus 
with my Daughter, fhe fhould-never have fancied you 
fo deeply as fhe hasdone. Gotoo. | 

Ana. Why, do you hear, Mother Moris. Heart! 

Mor. Nay, I pray you, Sir, do not {wear. 

Ana. Swear? why ? I have fworn afore now, I 
hope. Both you and your Daughter miftake me. I have 
not honour’d Arete, that is held the worthieft Lady in 
Court (next.to Cynthia) with half that obfervance and 
refpect, as Ihave done her in ee howfoever ont: 
wardly I have carried my felf carelefs, and negligent. 
Come, you are a foolith Punk, and know not when you 
are well employ’d. Kifsme, come on; doit I fay. 

Mor. Nay, indeed, I muft confefs, the is apt to mif- 
prifion. But I muft have you leave it Minion. _ . 

Amo. How now, Afotus ? how do’s the — 

; Afes Faith, ill. I have lefe my Page with her, at her 
odging, . | | 

Hed. 6 here’s the rareft Water that ever was tafted : 
fill him fome. : ) 

Pro. What ! has my Mafter anew Page? 


Mer. Yes, a Kinfman, of the Lady Moria’s: you mutt. 


wait better now, or you are cafhier’d Profastes. 
Ana. Come Gallants you muft pardon my foolifh hu- 


Revels, : 


, Si 


Afo. Amorphus, a word with you: here’s a Watch I) mour: when Iam angry, that. any thing crofiés me, I 


grow impatient ftraic. Here,I drinktoyou. | 
__ Phi, O, that we had five or fix Bottles more of this 
Liquor. ae. ee 
Pha: Now I commend your Judgment, Amorphus ; 
who’s that knocks? Look,Page.. it~” | 
Mor. O, moft delicious, a lictle of this would make 
Argurion well. — 
. Pha. O, no, give her.no cold drink, by any.means. 
. Ana. This Water isthe {pirit of Wine, I'll be hang’delfe. 
Cos. Here’s the Lady Arete, Madam. 


A& IV: Scene V. 


Arete, Moria, Phantafte, Philautia., Anaides, Gelaia, Co:, 
Profastes, Amorphas, Afotus, Hedon, Mercury, Cupid. 


W Hae at your Bever, Gallants ? 

Mor. Will’t pleafe your Ladyfhip to drink ?’cis 
of the new Fountain Water. | 

Are. Not I, Moria, I chank yop. Gallants, you are 
for this night freé co your peculiar Delights ; Cynthia 
will have no Sports: when fhe is pleas’d to come torth, 
you fhall have knowledge. In the the mean time, I 
could with you did provide for folemn Revels, and fome 
unlookt for device of wit, to entertain her, againft the 
fhould vouchfafe to grace your Paftimes with her pre- 

fence. 

Amo, What fay you toa Mask? 

Hed. Nothing better if the Proje& were new, and rare. 

Are. Why, Pil fend for Crites, and have his advice 5 
be you ready in your endeavours : He fball difcharge you 
of the Inventive pare. . 

Phe. But, will not your Ladythip ftay ? - 

Are. Not now, Phantafte. a 

Phi. Let her go, I pray you, good Lady Sobriety, I 
am glad weare rid of her. 

Pha. What a fet Face the Gentlewoman has, as the 
were ftill going to a facrifice? - & 
Ph;. O, the is the extraction of a dozen of Puritans, 

foralook, | 
Mor. OF all Nymphs in i’ the court, I cannot away wich 
her ; ’cis the courfeft thing : 

_ Pdi. I wonder how Cynthia can affe& her fo above the 
reft! Here bethey ate every way as fair as fhe, and a 
thought fairer, I trow, | 

Phe. 1, and as ingenious and conceited as fhe. ~ 

_ Mor. I, and as politick as fhe, for all the fets fircha 
fore-head on’e. 

Phi. Would I were dead, if I would change to be 
Cynt bia. 

Pha. Or I. ; 

— Mor, Or I. | 7 

Amo. And there’s her Minion Crites why his advice 
more than Amorpbus? have not I invention afore him ? 
Learning, to better that invention above him ? and in- 
fanted with pleafant Travel 

Ana. Death, what talk you of his Learning ? he un- 
derftands no more than a School-boy ; I have put him 
down my felf a thoufand times (by this Air) and yetj - 
I never talke with. him burt twice, in my life: you ne- 
ver faw his like. I could never get him to argue with 
me, but once, and then, becaufe I could not conftrue 
an Author I quoted at firft fight, he went away, and 
laught atme. By Herewles, I {corn him, as I do the fod- 
den Nympb, that was here e’en now, his Miftrefs Arete; 
AndI love my felf for nothing elfe. 

_ Hed. I wonder the fellow does not hang himfelf, be- 
ing thus fcorn’d, and contemn’d of tis thae are held the f 
moft accomplifhe Society of Gallants ! 

Mer. By your felves, none elfe. 

Hed. I protett, if I had no Mufickin me, no Courthhip, 
that I were not a Reveller and could dance, or had not 
thofe excellent” Qualities ee give a Man Life and Per- 

. | f:ction, 
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§2 : Cynthia's Revels. 
rr a 
fection, but a meer poor Scholar as he is, I think I'| Cup. Well, Profaites, *were good you did wait clofer. 
fhould make fome defperate way with my felf, whereas| Pro. I, Dll look to it; “tis time | 
now (would I might never breath more) if I do know | Cof- The Revels would have been moft fumpruous to 
that Creature in this Kingdom, with whom I would night, if chey had gone forward. 
change. ° Mer. They muft needs, when all the choifeft fingula- 
($4 Cup. Thisis excellent well, I muft alcer all this foon. rities of the Court were up in Pantofles; ne’re a one of 0 
Mer. Look you do, Cupid. The Bottles have wrought, | them, buc was able to make a whole thew ‘of ice felF. ‘Vc 
ic feems. Afo. Sirrah, a torch, a torch. ( azsthin, ‘5 
*, Afo. QO, 1 am forry the Revels are croft. Ifhould ha} — Pro. O, what a call is there! I will have a Canzonet 1 Ams. 
tickled icfoon. I did never appear till then. ’Slid, 1 am made, with nothing in it but Swreb; and the burchen “Al 
the neatlieft-made Gallant i’ che Company, and have | fhall be, I come. ; | de 
the belt prefence 3 and my dancing— well, [know what | Mer. How now, Cwpid, how do you like this change 2 a | 
our Uther faid to me, laft time I was at the School: ]| Cwp. Faith, the chred of my device is crackr,, J may (a0 
would I might have led Philautia in the meafures, an’ it | go fleep till che revelling Mufick awake me. ae 
had been the Gods will. 1am moft worthy, I am fure. Mer. And then too, Cupid, without you had prevent- ar 
Morus. Mafter, I can tell you news, the Lady kift me ed the Fountain. Alas, poor God, that remembers not is 
yonder, and plaid wich me, and fays the lov’d you once, | Se/f-Love, to be proof againft the violence of his Quiver ! re 
as well as fhe do's me, but that you caft her off. Well, I have a Plot upon thefe Prizers, for which I muft i 
Afo. Peace, my moft e{teemed Page. prefently find out Crites, and with his affiftance, purfue 
Morus. Yes. it co a high ftrain of Laughter, or Mercury hath loft of see 
— Afo. What luck is this, that our Revels are dafht ¢ his Mettal. ; pe 
Now was I beginning to glifter, ? che very high-way of ee 


Preferment. And Cynthia had but feen me dance a {train, | ————7.4 Ar Gah ae ote, lo KaPnet 
or do but one trick, I had been kept in Court, I thould | Zétet 20a 3, bab Cuter » Lele ovtre fy XZ. , We yt 


never have needed to look towards my Friends agen. Prof rh’ +603 Act y V. Scene F 
Amo. Contain your felf, You were a fortunate young rom: t was de de Tf 


Man, if you knew your own good ;: which I have now Mercury, Crites. a 
projected, and will prefencly multiply upon you. Beas f~ , | cs i 
ties, and Valours, your vouchfaf’d applaufe to a motion. T is refolv'don, Crites, you mult do it - eo 
The humorous Cynthia hath, for this night, with-drawn | Cri. The Grace divineft Mercury h ah Bei id 
the light of your de-light _ | Inthis vouchfafed difcovery of himéelf, ° all 
_ Pha. "Tis true Amerphus, what may we do to redeem | Binds my obfervance in the utmoft terme | : ( 
se : | OF fatisfa@ion, to his godly Will : rey 
Amo, Redtem that we cannot, but to create 2 new | Though I profefs (without the affe&ation ye 
Flame, isin our Power. Here is a Gentleman, my Scho- | Of an enfore’d, and form’d aufterity) mo ea 
lar, whom (for fome private Reafons me fpecially mo- | I could be willing to enjoy no place 4M, 
ving) I am covetous to gratifie with title of Mafter, in | With fo unequal Natures. Ader. We believe ic mo. | 
the noble, and fubtile Science of Ccurtfhip: For which | But for our fake, and to infli@ juft pains. e ee 


Grace, he fhall this night in Court, and in the long | On their prodigious Folli . a 
Gallery, hold his publick 4, by open challenge, to all | No man e pica ; made Ae with il. pe veel, Wes a ~ sigh 

| Mafters of the Myftery whatfoever, to play at the four | And good men, Tike the Séa, hould fill maiftaing BO ns 
choice and principal Weapons thereof, vix. the bare dc- | Their noble tafte, in midft of all freth humours, 24 : es ares 


coft, the better Regard, the folemn Addrefs, and the per- | That flow about them, to corrupt their Streams nl oe : 
fect Clofe. What fay you? | Bearing no feafon, much lefs fake of goodnefs. py VIAL. : A 
All. Excellent, excellent, Amorphus, It is our purpofe, Crites, to correa, aAwnae Ff, eae 
Amo. Well, let us then take our time by che fore-head : | And punifh, with our laughter, chis nights fport. ae 
I will inftanely have Bills drawn,and advanc’d in every | Which our Court-Dor, fo heartily intend : fai. | 
Angle of the Court. Sir, betray not your too much joy. | And by that worthy fcorn, to make them know Zing 
Anaides, we muft mix this Gentleman with you in ac- | How tar beneath the dignity of Man dt] 
quaintance, Monfieur /otus. , Their ferious, and moft-pra@tis'd AGions are. mk 
Ana. Lameafily entreated to grace any of your Friends,| Cri. I, but though Adercury can warrant out iirkno 
Amor phus. fee a His Undertakings, and make all things good, au 
Ajo. Sir, and his Friends fhall likewile grace you, Sir. | Out of the Powers of his Divinity, bm 
Nay, I beginto know my {elf, now.» | i Th offence will be return’d with weight on me, aN 
Amo. O, you mutt continue your Bounties. That am a Creature fo defpis’d, and poor; | cu | 
_Afo. Muft 1? why, Pil give him this Ruby on my | When the whole Court fhall take it felfabus'd ti 
Finger. Do you hear, Sir ? Ido heartily wifh your ac-| By our Ironieal Confederacy. * tig 
quaintance,and I pa rly know my felf worthy of it; pleafe | | Mer. You are deceiv’d. ‘The better Race in Court WA 
you, Sir, to accept this poor Ruby, ina Ring, Sir. The} That have the true Nobility call’d Vertue, al, [ole wii 
Poefie is ofmy own device, Let thes blujh for me, Sir. Will apprehend ir, as a grateful right “fetylle at we Meh 
Ana, So it muft be for me, too. For Ian: not afhanvd | Done to their feparate merit: and approve anton wht, Sh 
to take it. The fie rebuke of fo ridiculous Heads, : mad 
Morus. Sweet man! by my troth, Mafter, I love you, | Who with their apith Cuttoms, and forc’d Garbs, | a. 
will you love me too? for my Aunts fake? Pll wait | Would bring the name of Courtier in contempt, “they, 
well, you fhall fee. Vil ftill be here. Would I mighe | Did it not live unblemifht in fome few, | “Cop 


never ftir, bue you area fine Man in thefe Clothes, | Whom equal “ove hath lov'd, and Phabss form’d saa ae pp mM 
Matter, thall [have ‘em, when you havedone with them. | Ofbetrer Metal, and in better mould. ~ Zing hep 


Ajo. As for that, Morms, thou fhalt fee more hereafter :| Cri. Well, fince my leader on is Mercury, | ii 
in the mean time, by this Air, or by this Feather, Til | I fhall.not fearto follow. IfI tall, “tor 
do as much for thee, gs any Gallane fhall do for his | My proper Vertue thall be my relief, | tha 
Page, whatfoever, in this Court, corner of the World, That follow’d fuch a caufe, and {uch a chief. am 


or Kingdom. , 
Mer. I wonder this Gentleman fhouki affe& to keep 
a Fool! methinks, he makes fpore enough with himfelf. 
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 A& V.° Scene IL 
Aft, Ariorphas. | 


N O more, Zz a hl se dc yg thar yy ig = i 
compatible to live withal : e for . 
dies. mth of rot, 6ffts<"; oo elect Qr : 
- Amo, Nay, but intend me. -— | 

~ Afo. Fear me not, I warrant you, Sir. | , 

. Amo. Render not your felf a refra@ary, on the fud- 
den. Ican allow well, you fhould repute highly, hear- 
tily (and to the moft) of your -own Endowments ; it 
gives you forth to the World the more affar’d : but with 
refervation of an Bye, to be always turn’d dutifully 
back upon your Teacher. | fog. 

Afo. Nay, good Sir, leave itto me. Truft me with 

all epee of ron ania I pray. . ’Slid, : 
hope we fhall it co perform the Science, as we 
as patel pe wet weg of ha, , ote pe 
Amo. I confefs you to be of art aped ahd docible Hu- 
mour.. Yet there are certain pwntiliees, Or (4s I may 
more nakedly infinuate them) certain intrinfecate ftrokes, 
_and wards, to which your adtivity is not yet amounted. 
As your gentile dor in Colours, For fyppofition, your 
MittrefS appears here in prize, Ribbanded with grees and 
yellow ; now it is the part of. every obfequious Servant, 
to be fire to have daily about him Copy, and variety of 
Colours” to be prefently. anfwerable co any hourly or 
half hourly changein his Miftreffes Revolution. —. 
Afo. (Tknow it, Sir. | of 
__ 4m. Give leave, I pray you) which if yout Awage 
aiff, or Playér-againft-you, thall ignorantly be wishout, 
andl. your felf cat produce; yougivehim the dor, 
— Mfo. I, I, Sir. | x * 

Amo. Or, if can poflefs your oppofite, that the 
green your Miftieis wears is her sejoyern or exultation 
in his Service; the yeHow, fufpicion of his truth, (from 
her height of affection :-}: and that he (greenly ‘credu- 
lous) thall Withdraw thii’, in private, and from the a- 
bundance of ,his Pocket (to difplace her jealous Con- 
ceit) fteal into hig Hat the Colour, whofe biuene/s doth 
exprefS. truenefS, (fhe being nor fo, nor fo affea&ed) you 
give him the dor. oe = 

Afe. Do not I know it; Sir ? 


~~ here is yet a third dor irt Colours. 
Afo. I know it too, I kndw it.. ae 

Amo. Do you know it too? what is it? Make good 
your knowledg. re a es | 

Afo. Why itis no matter for that. © 

Amo. Do it, on poene of the dor. 

Afo. Why; whatis’, fay you? . |. 

Amo. Lo, you have given-your felf the dor. But I 
will remonftrate to you the third dof ; whichis not, as 
the two former dors, indicative, but deliberative: As 
how? Asthus. Your Rivalis, with a dutiful and ferious 
care, lying in his Bed, meditating how to obferve his 
Miftrefs, difpatcheth his Lacquey to the Chamber, 
early, to know what her Colours are for the day with 
pores to apply his wear that day accordingly: You 

y wait before, Preoccupy the Chamber-maid; Cor- 
rupt her, to return falfe Colours; He follows the falla- 
cy 3 Comes out accoucred to his believ’d Inftructions ; 
your Miftrefs {miles ; and you give him the dor./~ 

Afo. Why, fo I cold you, Sir, 1 knew ic. 


Sf Amo. Told me? Itis a {trange outrecuidance ! your 


humour too much redoundeth. . 

_ Afo. Why, Sir, what, do you think you know more? 
Amo. I know that a Cook may as foon and properl 
be faid co {mell well, as you to be wife. 1 know thefe 
are moft clear and clean ftrokes. Bue then, you have 
your Paffages and imbroccata’s in Court(hip; as the bitter 
Bob in, Wit ; the Reverfe in Face or Wry-mouth; and 


A oy geek oth pe fret bls 
Hate’ avy tl Fol at Mearr sd, boat, Prat? 


Cynthia's Revels. - 


| thefe more fubiil and fecure Offenders. ,I will example 


officious Tyranny. 


Am. Nay, good-—— {well not above ‘your under: | 


7 
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unto -you;. your Opponent makes entry, as you are 
ingag’d with your MiftrefS. You fecing him, clofe in 
her Ear with this whifper (here comes your Babion, dif- 
grace him) and withal, f{tepping off, fall on his Bofom, 
and turning to her, politickly, aloud fay, Lady, regard 
this Noble GentJeman, a Man rarely parted, fecond to 
none in this Court; and then, ftooping: over, his Shoul- 


der, your Hand on his Breft, your Mouth on his Back-. 


fide, you give him‘ the Rever/e ftroke,. with this Sanna, 
= Storks-bill, which makes up your Wits Bcé moft 
ter, = we Ss | 
_ Afo. Nay; for Heavens fake, teach me no more. | I 
know all as well——Slid; if Idid not, why wasI no- 


minated ? why did. you chufe me?: why did the Ladies 
seg out. me? Iam fure there were other Gallants.. 
u 


t me of all the reft? by that light, and as Iam a 
Courtier, would I might never ftir, bue ’tis ftrange. 
Would to the Lord the Ladies would. come once. 


Act VY. Scene II. 
Morphides, Amorphus; Afotws, Hedow, Anaides, the Throng, 
Ladies, Citizen, Wife, Pages, Taylor, Mircer, Perfumer, 
‘Feweller, 8c. ; 7 oo 


SIgnior, the Gallants arid: Ladies are at hand. Are 
you ready, Sir? | 


Amo. Inftantly. Go, accomplith your Actire 2 Contin: 


Morpbides, affift me, to make good the Door with your 
-Cit. By your leave my Mafteis there, pray you let’s 
come by. — Pit we ree 2 ae ee 
Pag. You by? why fhould you come by more than 
ef ae oe ee 

if. Why, Sir? Becaufe he is my Brother chat plays 
the Prizes. . 7 

Mor. Your Brother? Cie. fe ae 

Cit. I, her Brother, Sir, and we muft comein. — 

Tay. Why, what are you? -— - 

Cit. I am her Husband, Sir... 
. Tay. Then thruft forward your Head. 
. dime. What. 'Tumule is there ? | 

Mor, Who's there? bear back there. 
Door. 7 . 
Amo. Enter none but the Ladies, and their Hang- 
bies ; welcom Beasties and your kind Shedows. 

Hed, This Country Lady, my Friend, good Signor 
Amorphus. es, | 

Ana. And my Cockatrice here. 

Amo. She is welcom. . | or 

Mor. Knock thofé fame Pages tliere ;. arid Goodman 
Cockfcom the Citizen, who would you {peak withal? 
_ Amo. With whom? your Brother ? - 

Mor. Who is your Brother ? c.. o 

Amo..Mafter Afotas? Is he your Brother ? He is ta- 
— with great Perfons. He is not to know you to 
night: — | | << 
« Afo. O Jove; Mafter! ar’ there come ¢’re a Citizen 
Gentlewoman in my name) lee her have entrance, I 
pray you. Ie is my Sifter. | 
Wf. Brother. 
_ Cit. Brother, Mafter A/ctus. 

Afo, Who's there? 

= *Tis 1, Brother. 
: Afo. Gods me! There fhe is, good Mafter, intrude 
er. 


Mor. Make place. Bear back there. 

fimo. Knock that fimple Fellow there. 

Wf. Nay, good Sirs Ic is my Husband. 

Mor. The fimpler Fellow he. Away, back with your 
Head, Sir. | i 

_Afo. Brother, you muft pardon your Non-ertry : Hus- 
bands are not allow’d here in truth. Il come home 
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foon with my Sifter, pray you meet us with a Laneboto, |  <A/fo. I faith, Mafter, let’s go : no body comes. eal) 
Brother. Be merry; Sifter : I thall make-you laugh anon. Viltus, vile, vitum; Vitty vie, uiti—— Let's be Sor 
Pha. Your Prizer is not ready Amorphas. . . .... | retrograde. | a | “of 4; 
‘Am. Apprehend your places, he fhall be foon ; and} Amo. Stay. That were difpun& to the Ladies. Ra- x lave 
atall points. oe ae _. cu. \ther, our felf fhall be your Encounter. Take your yi Mil 
Ana. Is there: any body come to anfwer him ? Shall | ftateup co rhe Wall: And, Lady, ‘may we implore you,  Syinin 
we have any fport ? } ss | tOFand forth, as firft perm or boynd t9 one Conrethig, “apm an 
Amo. Sport of importance s howfoever, give me. che | - Hed. Fore Heaven, twill thew rarely, . gates | 
Gloves. . OO os 4 pas = acharge, -- : ‘lc is (4 Charge. “Lqutles. 
Hed. Gloves! why Gloves, Signior ?. : na. A pox ont. Your.vulgar will count this fabu- | Mer.‘ 
Phi. What’s the Ceremony ? (He diftributes Gloves. lous and impudent, now « by. that Candle they nere cg rh 


Amo. Befide their receiv’d fienef, at all Prizes, they | conceit ic. ' - 
are here properly accommodate to. the Nuptials of my} Phas. Excellent well! admirable! . .. sathe J 
Schollars haviour to the Lady Colrt{hip. Pleafe you ap-| Pb. Peace, - ee eet 
parel your hands. “Madam Phantajte, Madaw Philautie,| Hed. 'Moft fathionably, believe it, | They «8 thir = C 
Guardian, Signior Heden, Signior Ansedes, Gentlemen all,} Pdi. O, he isa well-fpoken Gentleman,.. a8 phair fu. C 

7 : ee | } ye 


ladies. | 2 Phe. Now the other. ars ee 
All. Thanks, good Amorphur, 9. = Phi. Very good. sc: dO 
Amo. Iwill now call forth my Provof,.and prefent| Hed. Fara Schollar, Hosor. oe os : ee 
him. | Ana. O, *tistoo dutch, He reels tog much. 7 et 
Ana, Heart! why fhould' not’ we be Mafters, as well| Hed. ‘Titis’ Weapon is done. - re LA flewrif rted + DP 
he? tm. No, we have qur two bouts, at every Weapon, oe 
Hed. wie ila and play our Matters prizes,' as well | Cxpect. | : “y Hed A 
asthet’other? _ aS -_ eo. Se ee | ae 
Mor, In fadnefs, for ufing your Court-weapons, me- —hor ARV. Scene (Vo os 
thinks you may. 7 : | 2 oe ines 
Pha. Nay, but why fhould net we Ladies play our]. - i Crites, Mercury, . [To thems. dna, T 


Prizes, I pray ? [fee no reafon, but we fhould take ‘om |... : oe ry 

down at their own Weapons.) ) W He be thefe Gallants, and their‘brave Priner if O: 
P4i. Troth, and fo we may, if we handle ’em well.” |. hese? ; | ate ‘ 
Wf. 1 indeed, forfooth, Madam, if *awere i’ the Ci- Mer, Who's there? bear back: Keep the Door, __ 210 

ty, we would think foul {corn, but we would, forfaoch. ftwto, What are you, Sir? wl et 
Pha. Pray you, what fhould we call your name ? Cri, By your Licenfe, Grand-mafter. Come forward, eto b 
Wif. My name is Dewnfal. erence | Cea 2 ee ae : 
Hed. Good MiftrefS Downfal! 1 am forry your Hus-| ne. Heart! who let in that Rag there,. amongft us? vit? Pe 


band could nor get in. a Aa put him out, an impecunious Creature, us He 
Wif. ?Tis no matter for him, Sir. ; | Hed. Que wich him. Se Sar swt 
Ana. No, no, fhe has the more liberty for her felf. . Mor. Come, Sir, | Deponuee Sli 
Pha. Peace, peace: They come. . A flowrifo.} Amp. You muft be retrograde. **p! 0 <-<prd yoke go” :Illlut 
Amo. So, Keep up your Ruff: che Tin@ure of your} | Gri. Soft, Sir, Lam. Zrughmen, . and do flourith before 156 % Tu 


Neckis not all fo pure, but ic will ask ft. Maintain your | this A4onfiewr, or Fresch-hebawd Gentleman, here; wha eis 


{prig upright; yout Cloke on your half-fhoulder falling ; | is drawn hither by report of your. Charte/s, advanced in sought 

So: I will read your Bill, advance ict, and prefent | Court, to prove his fortune with your Prizer, fo he may idllow 

ypu Hs Silence, a have fair pay ewe him, and the liberty to choofe his canet | 

feds YE OVS The CHALLENGE =— | “Sa iene, ‘ 7 righ 

flea You Pefetlag wd ut ANE ali _ | Ae. she a Matter ? OW Al 
Ata oO ° 


hfe fents (from the white fattin Reveller, to the Cloth of under the hands of the-moft skilful and cunning Com- ‘mo, Ly 
Ifo fgets and Bodkin,) that we, Ulyfies-P olitropus-Amorphus, plersent ax it s ative : pleafe you, read, Sir: A lp 36, Sy sae i Od 
‘. . y,Mafter ‘of the noble and fubtil Science of Conrt{hip, do give Amo, What fhall wedo ? ee a jd ffrrbn bn CO Ggug “Ait 

Fo leave and licenfe to our Provoft, AcalaftusPolypragmon- | 4x0. Death, difgtace this fellow i’ the black-ftuff,4 = bi 
Afotus, to play his Msfters Prize, egainft al Mafters what-| whatever you Uo. ae ad — Duatlicg . 2. * ‘holla 
foever in this fuptile Myfery, at theft our, the choice and} Amo. Why, but he comes with the ftranger, AM Ane 
moft cunning Weapons of Court-complement, viz. the bare | Hed. That's no matter, He is our own Countryman. = 
Accoft ; tbe better Reguard + the folemn AddrefS; and| dna. I, and he is a Schollar befides.. You may dif é bin w 

the perfe& Clofe. Thefe are therefore to give netice te all | grace him here with Authority, gs 
comers, that be, the {aid Acolaftus-Polypragmon, Afotus, Am. Well, fee thefe Grit. - 


is bere prefent (by the help of bis Mercer, Taylor, Milener,|  Afo. Now thall I be gbferv’d by yon’d Schollar; till I Sion 


E it known to all that sk | Courtfhip, wy thefe Pre-| Cri. That, Sir, he hasta fhew here; and, confirmed “rehim, 


Sempfter, and fo forth) at bis defigned hour, in this fair | {weat again; I would to Jove it were over... _- rabear 
Gallery, the prefent day of this prefent. wonth, to perform | Cri, Sir, this is the wight of worth, that dares you by, W. 
and do bis uttermoft for the atchieverent and bearing awey of | to the Encounter. A Gentleman of fo pleafing and ri- 7 and 
the Prizes, which are thefe : viz. For the hare Accoft, tao | diculous.a Carriage ; as, even ftanding, carries Meat tin ph 
Wall-eyes, is 2 face forced: For the hetrer Reguard, «| in the Mouth, you fee; and I affure you, although “ag 
. Face fovourably fimpring, with a Fan waving: Fer.the | no bred carting, yet a moft- particular Man,. of | tom: 
folemn Addrefs, to Lips wagging, asd sever a wife werd: | havings, well fafhion’d *haviour, and of as hard’ned ty i 
For the perfe& Clofe, 2 Wring by the hand, w#b.¢ Ban- | and excellenr a Bark, asthe moft naturally qualified a- A 
quet is acormr. And Phoebus fave Cynthia. . :° | mongft them, inform’d, reform’d, and ctransform’d, Sta 
: <_) e from his original Citycifm; by this Ehxir, or meet He 
Appeareth no Man yet, to anfwer the Prizer? No | A¢agexéneof Man. And, for your Spe@ators, you be- Yo, 
voyce? Mufick, give them their Summons. __. {hold chem what they are: The moft choice particulars ‘sort 
a Meofick fommds.\ in Court : This tells Tales well ; This provides Coaches; np 
Pha. The folemnity of this is excellent. This.repeats Jefts; This prefents Gifts; This holds up by th 
Amo. Silence. Well, I perceive your name is their Ter- | the Arras ; This cakes down from Horfé; This protefts by, \ 
ror; and keepeth chem back. by this Light; This fwears by that Candle; This De 2) 
fo . | lighteth 5 lo, 
UK, 


S 


’ whom and them there is this 


C yntbia s 


lighteth; This Adoreth. Yet all buechree Men. Then 
for your Ladies, the moft proud witty Creatures, all 
things appretiending, nothing underftanding, :perpetu- 
ally laughing,, curious maintainers of Fools, Mercers, 
and Minftrele” coftly to be kept, miferably keeping, all 
difdaining, but their Painter, and Apothecary,: cwixt 
i Commerce, ‘their 
Beauties maintain their Painters, and their Painters their 
Beauties. a ie | 
Mer, Sir, you have plaid the Painter your felf, and 
limb’d them to the Life. I defire todeferve before ’em. 
Amo. This is Authentich. We mutt refolve. to enter- 
tain the Afonfiexr, howfoever we negle@ him. G72, 
— | Having read the Certificate. 
Hed. Come, ket’s all go together, and falurehim. - 
Ana. Content, and not look o'the other, 5 
* Amo. Well devis’d: and a moft punifhing difgrace. 
Hid. On, Rian 3 7 
Amo. Monfieur. We muft not fo much betray our 
felves to difcourtfhip, as to fuffer you to be longer unfa- 
Juted : Pleafe you to ufe the State, ordain’d for the Op- 
ponent ; in which nature, without Envy we receive you. 
Fed, And embrace you. 
Axa, And commend us to you, Sir. 
Phi. Believeit, he isa Man of excellent filence. 
Pha. He keeps all his Wit for Action. - | 
4na. This hath difcountenancd our /cbolaris, moft 
richly. , : | 
Ted. Out of all empbafis. The Monfeur fees we regard 
him not. : 
Am. Hold on: make it known how bitter a thing it 
is, not to be lookt on in Court. 
Hed. *Slud, will he call him to 
Monfieur perceive our difgrace ? 
Axa. Heart! he is a Fool, I fee. 
felves wrong to grace him. = | 
Hed. "Slight, what an Afs was Icoembrace him? | 
Cri. Iluttrous and fearful Judges-———~ | 


him yet? do’s not 


We have done our 


Hed. Turn.away, tunaway. | : | 
- Eri. Ic is the fate of the ftrange Opponent (to whom 
you ought not to turn your Tails, and whofe Noks I 
muft follow), chat he may have the Juftice, before he 
encounter his refpeéted Adverfary, to fee fome light 
ftroke of his Play, commenc’d with fome other. 

Hed. Anfwer not him; but the ftranger, we will not 
believe him. 

Amo. 1 will demand him my felf. 

Cri. O dreadful difgrace, if a Man 
tofeelic! | 3 . 

Amo, Is it your fait, Monfieur, to fee fome prelude of 
my, Schollar? Now, fure the Adonfesr wants Language ' 

Hed. And take upon him to be one of the accom- 
plifh’c? “Slight, that’s a good Jeft: would we could 
také him with that sullity. Non fapette voi parler la 
giiano ? | ; | - 
na. ’Sfoot, the Carp has no Tongue. pf klchon 

Cri. Signior, in Courtfhip, you are to bid your abet- 
tors forbear, and fatisfie the Mdonfieuwrs requeft. 

Amo. Well, I will ftrike him more filent, wieh admi- 
ration, and terrifie his daring hicher. He fhall behold 
~ own play, with my Schollar. Lady, with the touch 
of your white Hand, let me re-enftate age ¥ Provoft, 
begin to me, at the bare Accof. Now, for the honour 
of my difcipline — —- (A Charge. 
, Hed, Signicr Amorphe, reflect, reflect: what means 
he by that mouthed wave ? a = 

Cri. He is in fome diftafte of your Fellow-difciple. 

Ader. Signior, your Scholiar might have plaid weil ftill, 
if he could have kept his feat longer: I have enough of 
him, now. He iga meer piece of Glafs, I fee through 
him, by this time. | 


were fo foolith 


Revels, 


4. How! | 
Cri. Meaning pe ‘Pupil, Sir. 
Ana. This is that black Devil there. 
Amo. You do offer a {trange affront, Adonficsir. 
Cri. Sir, he thall yidld you all the honour of a coit- 
petent Adverfary, if you pleafe ro undertake him-—— 
Mer, | am proft for che Encounter. a 
Amo. Me? challenge me? | 
fo, What ! my Mafter, Sir? "Slight, A/on/iexr, med- 
dle with me, do you hear ? but do not meddle with my 
Matte, - — 
Mer. Peace, good {quib, go out. 
Cri. Am\ ftink; he bids you. 
Afo. Mafter ? a re 
Amo. Silence, ' do aecepe him. Sie you down,. and 
obferve. Me? He never profeft q thing at more Char- 
ges. Prepare your felf, Sir. Challenge me? I will pro- 
fecure what. difgrace my hatred can diate to me. _ 
Cri. How tender a Travellers {pleen is ? comparifon, 


) 


| co Men, that deferve leaft, is ever moft offenfive. - 


Amo You are inftructed in our Charte/], and. know 
our WwW ns? ede * cw | - 
Mer. L appear not without their netice, Sir. 
Afo. Bue muft [lofe the Prizes, Mafter ? én 
Amo. I will .win:ehem for. you,., be patient. Lady, 
vouchfafe the Tenwe of this Enfign. Who fhall be 
your ftickler ? | _ | 
me. T would not with you a weaker. Sound Mu- 
ficks, I provoke you, atthe bare Accoft. (A Charvee 
Pha. Excellent comely ! os 
Cri. And worthily ftudied. ‘This is th’ exalted Fore- 


top. | cog 
Hed, O, his Leg was too much produc’d. 
Ana. And his Hat was carried skirvily. 
Phi. Peace; Let’sfee the Monjfiewr’s Acco? : Rare! 
Pha. Sprightly, ‘amd fhore. on 
Ana. True, it isthe French courtean: He lacks but to 
have his Nofe flit. 224, #“e-27 PS. Ps | 
Hed. He does hop. He does bound too'much. | 
fimo. The fecond bour, to conclude this Weapon. 


feen the Lyons. You maft pardon me. I thall be loc 


to hazard a Reputation with one that has not a Repeati-. 
‘on to lofe. | 2 oa | 


ISO 


) : . % A flosrifh. 
Pha. Good, Believe it! _4 Charge, 
Phi. An excellent offer ! : SCAMS feel, AL 


Cri, Thisis call’d the foletmn bend-fring: 06, far EL? 


‘Hed.: Foh, that Cringe was not put home., +4. 


GS Wen 


SOE “a 
Axa. He makes a Facelike a ftab’d Lares. (CA Moves ae Bt 5 


Afo. Well, he would needs take. it upo 
would E had done it for all this. 
here, like 2 Babious asl ‘am. 

Cri. Making villanous Faces. 7 

Pbs. See,, the French prepares it richly. _ 

Cri. I, this is ycleped the ferious trifle. ae 
dna. “Stud, ’tis the horfe-frart out o° the brows fludy. 

- Cri. Rasher che . Bird-ey'd ftroke, Sir. Your objer- 
vance is too blunt, Sir. 

fimo. Judges, award the Prize. Take breath, Sir. 
This bous hath been laborious. " [A flourifh. 

Afe. And yet your Critick, or your Beffo’gno, will 


He makes me fie till 


m, but 


Ortty, Cre 


think thefe things foppery, and eafie, now. Fa, Haart, Zi 6% 


Cri. Or rather meer Lunacy. For would any reafo- 
nable Creature make thele his ferious Studies and Per- 
feétions ? Much lefs, only live to thefe ends ? cto bethe 
falfe Pleafure of a few, the true Love of none, and the 
joft laughrer of all? , | 

Hed. We mult prefer the Adcnfieur, we Courtiers muft 
be partial 


Ana. Speak, Guardian. Name the Prize, ac the bare - 


Accoft. 
Mor. & pair of Wall-eyesin a face’ forced. : 
da. Give the Monfieur. Amorphas hath lott his Eyes. 
| | | Amp. 


Am. You come not to give us the {corn, “Adon> 
cur? 0 a aes 
f Mer.. Nor to be frighted with a Face. Signier ! Ihave 
Ayttiy fal Z~O,c2 cc. bh Sy Cont — 
Mi pom fons 07 E fae ag! 
J acagn ban 7 af 0 vm G « 


—_ 


tiles, I do appeal. es de a 
Ajo. Yes, Mafter, to me. The Judges be Fools. 

Ana. How now, Sir? Tye up your Tongue, Mun- 
gril. He cannot appeal. : 
~~ Afo. Say you, Sir ?. ) 

Ana. a a say — 11 , 

Afo. Why, foldo. Do notl, I pray you: a. 

= aia. Madam, and thefe honourable Cenfors. 

Amo. Well, to the fecond Weapon, The better Regnard : 
I will encounter you better. Attempt. : 
+ Hed. Sweet Honour. 

Pi. What fays my good Ambition? 

Hed. Which take you at this next Weapon? I lay a 
diferetion, with you, on Amorpbss’s Head. : 

Phi. Why, Itake the Frescb-behav’d Gentleman. 

Hed. ’Tis done, a difcretion. os. 

Cri. A difcretion ? A pretty Court-wager : would any 
diftreet perfon hazard his Wit, fo ? 

Pha. Vil lay a difcretion with you, Anaides. . 

Ana. Hang *em. I'll not venture a doit of difcretion 
on either of their Heads———— 

Cri: No, he fhould venture all then. 

Anza, Vike none of their Plays. 

Hed. See, fee, this is ftrange play ° (A Charge. 

Ana. Tis too full of uncertain motion. Hé hobbles 
too much. 

Cri. Tis calf'd your Court Bagger’ Sir. 

Hed. That fame fellow talks fo, now he has a Place. 

Ana. Hang him, negle& him. 

Mer. Your good Ladships affectioned. 

‘Wif, Gods fo ! they {peak at this Weapon, Brother! 

- Afa They muft do fo, Sifter, how thould ie be che 
better Reguara, elie? 

Phe. Methinks he did not this refpectively enough. 

_ Pbi. Why, the Monfiewr but dallies with him. 

‘Hed. Dallies? Slight fee, he'll put him too’t, in ear- 
neft. Well done Amorphus. ae 

Ana. That puff -was good indeed. 

Cri. Gods me! This is defperate play. He hits him- 
felf 0” the Shins. 

Hed.. An’ he make this good through, he Carries it, 
I warrant him. > 

Cri, Indeed he difplays his Feet, rarely. . 

Hed. See, fee: He does the re/pettive Leere damna- 
bly well. | 

Amo, The true idolater of your Beasties, fhall never pa/s 
their Deities unadored: I reft your poor Knight. | 

Hed. See, now the oblique Leere, or the ‘Fanus : He fa- 
‘tisfies all with that afpe& moft nobly. 

Cri. And moft terribly he comes off: like your Rodo- 
mintada. — : OR ws A flourifh. 

Pha. How like you this Play Anaides ? 

Ana. Good play ; but ’tis too rough and boifterous. 

Ams Iwill fecond it with a ftroke eafier, wherein I 
will prove his Language. | | 

Ana, Thisisfilthy, and grave, now. (A Charge. 

Hed. O, ’tiscool and wary Play. We mutt not dif- 
grace our own camerade, too much. 

Amo. Signora, bo tanto obligo per ye favore refcinto da 
lei; che veramente deffidero com tutto i] core, & vemunerar 
in parte: & ficurative fignora mea cara, che iofera {em- 
-pre pronto a fervirla, @ bonorarla. Bafcio le mane de wv’ 
fignoria. , 3 : 
of K CT. The Venetian Dop this. , 

Pha. Moft unexfpectedly excellent! The French goes 
down certain. ; 

Afo. As Buckets are put down into a Well: 

Or as a {chook boy | 
Cri. Trufsup your fimile, Yack-daw, and obferve. 
Hed. Now the Monfiewr is mov’d. . ? 
Jina. Boe peep. 

Hed. O, moft antick. 

Cri. The French Quirk, this Sir. 


86 a Cynthia's Revels. 


“Amo. (is the Palate of your Judgnient down ? Gen- 


| “eh yi Me “ag ae her ! 

: er. amoyfelle, Fev € monftrer mon 

affection, mais je fuis tant mal areas af vig layd, 

ci —— ‘Fe ne {cay qui di dire—excufe soy, ‘fe fuis tout vo 

(re, , . A ftourifh. 
' Pbi. O brave, and fpirited ! He’s a right otal 

Pba.- No, no: Amorphus’s Gravity outways it. 

Cri. And yet your Lady, or your Feather would 
outweigh both. 

Ana. What's che Prize, Lady, at this better Regssard? 

Mor. A Face favowrably fimpring, and a Fan waving. 

na. They have done doubrfully. Divide. Give che 
favourable Face tothe Signior; and the Light weve to the — 
Monfienr. 

Amo: You become the Simper well, Lady: 

Mer, And the Wag, better. ee oe : 

Amo, Now, to our folenm Addrefs. Pleafe the Well- 

rac’d Philautia to relieve the Lady Sentinel ; fhe hath 
ood long. ae 
7 hcg With all my Heart § come Guardias ; réfign your 
ce, | | 

Amo. Monfieur, farnifh your felf- wich what folemni-. 
ty of Ornament you think fit for this third Weapon ; at 
which you are to fhew all the cunning of ftroke your 
Devotion can poffibly devife. . : Pe 

Mer. Let me alone, Sir. I'll fafficiently decypher your 
amorous Solemnities. Crites, have patience. See, if 
hit nor all their pra@ick obfervance, with which they 
Lime-twigs, tg catch their phantaftick Lady-birds. 

Cri. I, bue you fhould do more charitably, co do it 
more openly: that they might difcover chemfelves 
mockt in thefe monftrous Affections. 

Mer. Lacquey, where's the Taylor ? [A Charge. 

Tay. Here, Sir. | | 

Hed. See, they have their Taylor, Barber, Perfumer, 
Millener, Jeweller, Feather-maker, allincommon! — . 

Ana.1, this is pretty. : : 3 

Amo. Here is a Hair too much, take it off Where 
are thy Mullets? (fh, €C-'m ft : 

: [They make themfelves ready on the Stage. 

Mer. Is this Pink of equal proportion to this cut, 
ftanding of this diftance from it? . | 

Tay. ‘That it is, Sir. | 

Mer. Isit fo, Sir, you impudent Posltrous? you Slave, 
you Lift, you Shreds, youu———~ | : 

Hed. Excellent. This was the beft, yet. a 

_ Ana, Why, we muft ufe our Taylors thus. “This is our 
true Magnanimity. | 

Mer, Come, go to: put on. We muft bear with you, 
for che times fake. = 

Amo. Is the Perfume rich, in chis Jerkin ? i 

Per, Taft, {mell ; I affure you. Sir, pure Besiagsin, the (6 | 
only fpirited fcent, that ever awak’t a Neapolitane Noftril. : 
You would with your felf all Nofe, for the love on’e. LAw, | 
frotted a Jerkin, for a new-revenu’d Gentleman, yield-Au, :; 
ed me Threefcore Crowns, but this Morning, and che : 
fame Titillation, AyD : 

Amo. I favour no famp[uchine, in it, “ uf arT, fase ovo 4 
Per. lama St ‘there be not three thirds of a ~ 
fcruple more of famp/uchinum, in this. Confection, than 


Je | ever I putin any. Pil cell you all the Ingredients, Sir. 


Amo. You hall be fimple to difcover your /imples. 

Per. Simple ? why Sir? what reck’ I to whom I dif- 
cover ? I have init Musk, Civit, Amber, Phanicobalanm, 
the Decoction of Turmerick,Sefana, Nard, Spikenard, Ca- 
lamws. odoratus, Statte, Opobalfamum, Amomum, Storax, Le: 
danum, Afpalathum, Opopanax, Ocenanthe. And what of 
all chefe now ? what are you the better? Tut, it is the 
forting, and the dividing, and the mixing, and the tem- 
pring, and the fearching, and the decotting, that makes 
the ig eT and the fuffumigation. 

Amo, Well, indue me with it. ¢ 

Per. Iwill, Sir, | 

Hed. An excellent Confection. 


sr seal (OPV 4s) J. Cri. 
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Cri. And moft worthy a true Voluptary. ove! 
what a Coy] thefe Musk-Worms take, to purchafe ano- 
thers delight ? for, themfelves, who bear the Odors, have 
ever the leaft fence of them. Yet, I do like better che 

rodigality of Jewels, and Clothes, whereof one paf- 
Foch toa pe Heirs; the other, at leaft wears out time. 
This prefenely expires, and without continyal riot in 
reparation is loft: which whofo ftrives to keep, itis one 
{pecial argument to me, that (affecting to {mell better 
an ether Men) he doth indeed {mell far worfe. 
Mer. 1 know, hg will fay it fics well, Sir. . 
Tay. Good faith, if it do not, Sir, let your Miftrefs be 


" Judge. 


Mer. By Heaven, if my Miftrefs do not like .it, Pil 
make no more Confcience to undo thee, chan to undo 
an Oyiter. ; | 

a Tay. Believe it, there’s ne’ere a Miftrefs ? the World 
can miflike it. 

Mer. No, not Goodwife Taylor, your Miftrefs ; 
that has only the Judgment to heat your Prefling- 
tool. But for a Cowrt-Miftrefs, that ftudies thefe Deco- 


_rums, and knows the proportion of every cut, to a hair, 


knows why fuch a Colour is cut upon fuch a Colour, 
and, when a Satren is cut upon fix Taffacaes, will look 
that we fhould diveinto the depth ofthe cur—— Give me 
my Scarfe. Shew fome Ribbands, firrah. Ha’ you the 
Feather. | | 

Fer. I, Sir. 

Mer. Ha’ you the Jewel? 

Jas. Yes, Sir, : 

der, What muft I give for the hire on’t? 

Few. You'll give me fix Crowns, Sir ? 

_ Afr. Six Crowns! By Heaven twere a good deed to 

borrow ic of thee to thew: and never let chee have it 


again. 
Fev. L hope your Worthip will not do fo Sir. 
Me. By ‘Fove, Sir, there be fuch cricks ftirring, I can 


tell you, and worthily too.. Excorting Knaves, that live 
by thefe Court-decorums, and yet—— What’s your Jewel 
worth I pray. a ‘ 

‘Few. Ahundred Crowns, Sir. 

Mer. A hundred Crowns? And fix for the loan on’t 
an hour ? What’sthat i’ the hundred for the year? Thefe 
Impoftors would not be hang’d? your Thief is not com- 
parable to ’em, by Hercules; well, put it in, and the Fea- 
ther; you will ha’t and you fhall; and the Pox give you 
good on’r. 

Amo. Give me my Confe&s, my Ad{cardini,sand place 
thofe Colours in my Hat. . 

. Mer. Thefe are Bolognian Ribbands, I warrant you. 

Mil. in eruch, Sir :it they be noc right Granado Silk— 

Mer. A Pox on you, you'll all fay fo. 


, Mil. You give me not a Penny, Sir. 


Mer. Come Sir, perfume my Devant’; May ic afcend, 
hike folemn Sacrificejinco the Noltrils of the Queen of Love. 

Hed. Your French‘ Ceremonies are the beft. . 

Ana. Monfieur, Signior, your folemn Addre/s is too long. 
The Ladies long to have you come on. 

Amo. Soft, Sir, our coming on isnot fo eafily prepared. 
Signior Fig. 

Per. I, dir. 

Amo. Can you help my Complexion, here? 

Per. O yes, Sir, I have an. excellent mineral Fucus 
for the purpofe. The Gloves are right, Sir, you thall 
bury ’em in 2 Muck-hill, a draught, feven years, and 
take ‘am out, and wafh ’em, they fhall {till retain 
their firft {cent , Erue, Spanifh There’s Ambre i the 
Umbre. Andry Ab x ge ae A eg wpern <0 OK 

Mer. Your Price, {weet Fig. Frinsu. 2 

Per. Give me what you will, Sir: The Signior pays 
Se two Crowns a pair ; you fhall give me your Love, 

ir. 

Mer. My Love? with a Pox to you, Goodman oe 

Per. I come, Sic. There’s an excellent Dispa/mlin a 
Chain too, if you like ic. 
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Amo. Stay, what are the Ingredients to your Fucus 2 

Per. Nought but Sublimate, and crude Mercury, Sir, 
well prepar’d and dulcified, with she Jaw-bones of a 
Sow, burnt, beaten, and fearced. net fw’. fo 

Amo. I approve it. Lay it on.. 

Mer. Til have your Chain of Pomander, firrah ; what’s 
your price? Seo ee 

Per. Wee’ll agree, Monfieur ; TM aflure you, it was both 
decogted and dryed, where no Sun came, and kept in 
am Onyx ever fince it was ball’d. 

Mer. Come, invert my Mufachio, and we have done. 

Amo. *Tis good. 

Bar. Hold ftill I pray you, Sir. 

Per. Nay the Fucus is exorbitant, Sir. 

Mer. Death! doft chou burn me, Harlot ? 

Bar. I befeech you, Sir. 

Mer. Begger, Varlet, Posltroun ? . 

Hed. Excellent, excellent ! [A flcurifh. 

Ana, Your French Beat is the moft natural Beat of the 
World. 

Afo. O that I had plaid at this Weapon. 

Pha. Peace,now they come on; the fecond part. 

| LA Charge. 

Amo. Madam, your Beauties being fo attradive, I 
mufe you are lete thus alone. 

Pdi. Better be alone, Sir, chan ill-accompanied. 

Amo. Nought can be ill, Lady, that can come near 
your Goodneis. 
_ Mer. Sweet Madam, on what pare of you foever a 
man cafts his Eye, he meets with perfe@ion 5 you are 
the lively Image of Venus, throughout; all the Graces 
{mile in your Cheeks; your Beauty nourifhes, as well 
ag delights ; you have a Tongue fteept in Honey ; anda 


Breath like a Panrhar: your Breafts and Forehead are*4,Z Kop 


whiter than Goats Milk, or A@zy-blofloms; a Cloud is - 


Hed. Well ftrook, Monfieur: he charges likea French- 1°7 


man indeed, thick, and horly. . 

Mer. Your Cheeks are Cupids Baths, wherein he ufes 
to fteep himfelf in Milk an@ Neéfar : He do’s light all 
his Torches at your Eyes, and inftructs you how to fhoor, 
and wound, wich their Beams. Yet I love nothing, in 
you, more than your innocence; you retain {fo native 
a fimplicity, fo unblam’d a behaviour. Methinks, wich 
{uch a Love, I fhould find no Head, nor Foot .of my 
pleafure : You are the very Spirit of a Lady. 

Ang. Fair play, Mon/ieur you are too hot on the Quar- 
ry. Give your Competitor Audience. 

Amo. Lady, how ftirring foever the Monjieurs Tongue | 
is, he will lie by your fide, more dull than your Eunuch. 

Ana. A gooditioke ; chat mouth was excellently put 
over. | 

Amo. You are fair, Lady 

Cri. You offer foul, Signior, to clofe; keep your di- 
ftance ; for all your Brave rampant here. 

Amp. J fay you are fair, Lady, let your choice be fir, 
as you are fair. | 
Mer. I fay, Ladies do never believe they are fair, till 
fome Fool begins.to dote upon ’em. 
Phi. You play coo rough, Gentlemen. (A Fleurifh 
Amo, Your Frenchified Foo! is your only Fool, Lady : 
Ido yield to this honourable Moxfieur, in all civil, and 

human Courtetie. 
Mer. Buz. | 
fina. Admirable. Givehim the Prize. Give him the 
Prize ; that mouch, again, was moft courtly hit, and rare. 
Amo. .knew | fhould pafs upon him with che bitter Bib. 
Hed. O, but the Rever’e was fingular. 
Poa. Ie was molt fubtile, imerphus. | 
Afo. If Thad don’s, it fhould have been better. 
Mer. How heartily they applaud chis, Crates ! 
Cri. You fuffer ‘em too long. 
Mer. Fil take off their edge inftantly. . 
Ana. Name the Prize, at the folemn dddre/s, 


Phi. Two 
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Phi.. Two Lips wagging. 

Cri. And never a nite Word ; I take it. 

Ana. Give to Amorphus. And, upon him again; let 
him not draw free breach. 

Amo. Thanks fair Deliverer, and my honourable 
Judges ; Madam Phantaffe, you are our worthy object 
at this next Weapon. _ : . 

Pha. Moft covetingly ready, Amsorphas. 

Hed. Your Monfieur is creft-faln. ; 

Ana, So are moft of ’em onceéa year. 

Amo. You will fee, I thall now give him the gentle dor, 
prefently, he forgetting to fhift the Colours, which are 
now chang’d with alteration of the Miftrefs. At your 
laft Weapon, Sir. The perfect Clofe. Set forward, intend 
your approach, Monfieur. [4 Charge 

Mr. Tis yours Signior. 

Amo. With your example, Sir. 

Mer. Not I, Sir. 

Amo. It is your right. 

Mer. By no poflible means. 

Amo. You have the way. 

Mer. As I am Noble 

imo. As 1 am Virtuous—— 

Mer. Pardon me, Sir. 

Amo, 1 will die firft. 

Mer. You are a Tyrant in Courtefie. 

Amo. He is remov'd—— Judges, bear witnefs: 

[Amorphus /fays the otber on bis moving. 

Mer. What of that, Sir ? 

Amo. You are remoy'd, Sir. 

Mer. Well. , . 

Amo. 1 challenge you ; you have receiv’d the Dor. Give 
me the Prize. 

Mer. Soft, Sir. How the Dor ? 

Amo. The common Miftrefs, you fee is changed. 

Mer. Righe, Sir. 

Amo. And you have ftill in your Hat the former Colours. 

Mer. You lye, Sir, I have none: I have pull’d ’em 
out. I meantto play difcolourd.  - 


Cri. The Dor, the Dor, ehe Dor, the Dor, the Dor! the]. 


palpable Dor. [A Flourith. 
Ana. Heart of my Blood, Amorphus, what ha’ you done ? 
{tuck a difgrace upon us all, and at your laft Weapon ? 
Ajo. Y could have done no more. 
Hed. By Heaven, it was moft unfortunate luck. 
Ana. Luck! by that Candle, it was meer rafhnefs, and 
overfight; would any Man have ventured to play fo open 


and forfake hisWard ? Dam’ me if he have not eternal- 


nally undone himfelf, in Court; and difcountenancd 
us, that were his main countenance, by it. 

Amo. Forgive itnow. Ie was the Solecifm of my Stars. 

Cri. The HWring by the Hand, and the Banquet, is ours. 

Mer.O, here’sa Lady feels like a Wench of the firft 
year; you would think her Hand did mele in your 
touch; and the Bones of her fingers ran out at length, 
when you preft em, they are fo gently delicate ! He that 
had the grace to print a kifs on thefe Lips, fhould tafte 
Wine, and Rofe-leaves, O; the kiffes as clofe asa Cockle. 
Let's take °em down, as deep as our Hearts, Wench, till 
our very Souls mix. Adieu, Signior : Good faith I fhall 
drink to you at Supper, Sir. | 

Ana. Stay, Monfieur. Who awards you the Prize. 

Cri. Why, his proper merit, Sir: you fee he has plaid 
down your grand Garb-matter, here. 

Ana. That’s not in your Logick to determine, Sir: you 
are no Courtier. This isnone of your feven, or nine 
begeerly Sciences, but a certain myftery above’em where- 
in we thae have Skill muft pronounce, and not fuch freth- 
nien as you are. 

Cri. Indeed, I muft declare my felf to you no profelt 
Courtling ; nor to have any excellent ftroke, at your 
{ubtil Weapons: yet if you pleafe, I dare venture a hit 
with you, or your fellow, Sir Dagonet, here. 

Ana. With me ? 

Cri. Yes, Sir. 


Revels. 


Ana. Heart, I fhall never have fuch a foreune to fave 
my felf in a fellow again, and your two Reputations, 
Gentlemen, asin this. Pll undertake him. 

Hed. Do, and fwinge him foundly, good Anaides. 

_ Ana. Let me alone, Vl play other manner of play, than 
has been feen yet. I would the Prize lay on’. 

Mer. It fhall if you will, I forgive my right. 

Ana. Are you fo confident? what's your Weapon ? 

Crs. At any, I, Sir. | : 

Mer. The perfec? clofe, that’s now the beft. 

Ans. Content Ill pay your fcholarity. Who offers ? 

Cri. Marry, that willl : I dare give you that ad- 
vantage coo. | 

Ana. You dare? Well, look to your Jiberal Skonce. 

Amo Make your play ftill, upon the anfwer, Sir. 

Ana. Hold your Peace, you are a Hobby-horfe. 

4 fo. Sit by me, Maticr. 

Mer. Now Crites ttuuike home. | 

Cri. You fhall ice.me undo the affur’d Swaggerer wich 
a trick, inftancly: I will play all his own Play before 
him 3 coure the Wench in his Garb, in his Phrafe, with 
his Face 3 leave him not fo much asa Look, an Eye, a 
Stalk, or an imperfect Oath, to exprefs himfelf by, af- 
ter me. , [ 4 Charge, 

Mer. Excellent, Crites. 

Ana. When begin you, Sir? Have you confulted ? 

Cri. To your colt, Sir ; which is che Péece ftands forth 
tobe courted ? O, are you fhe ? Well, Madam, or fweet 
Lady, it is fo, I do love you in foine fore, do you con- 
ceive? and though I am 10 Monfawr, nor no Signicr, 
and do want (as they fay) Logick a” -. biftry and geod 
Words, totell you why it isfo; ° °.5 enis Hard, and 
by that Candle ic isfo: And =. I be no Book- 
worm, nor one that deals by Ait, ts give you Réetorick 
and Caufes, why it fhould be fo, or make it good itis fo. 
yet dam me, but I know itis fo, and am affur'd it is fo, 
and I and my Sword fhall make it appear ic is fo; and 
give, you reafon fufficient how it can sage otherwife, 

tio-—— 

a ‘Slight Anaides, you are mockt 5 and fo we are 
alle 

Mer. How now, Signior! What fuffer your felf to be 
couzen’d of your Courtfhip, before your Face ? 

Hed, This is plain Confederacy, to difgrace us: L. 
be gone, and plot fome revenge. 

Amo. When men difgraces (hare, 

| The leffer és the care. | 

Cri. Nay, ftay, my dear Ambition, I can do you over too 

You that tell your Miftrefs, Her Beauty ‘is all compos’d. 
of thefe: her Hair ftole from Apollo’s Goldy-locks ; her 
White and Red, Lillies and Rofes ftoln out of Paradife ; 
her Eycs two Stars, plucke from the Sky ; her’ Nofe the 
Gnomon of Loves Dial, that tells you how the Clock of 
your Heart goes: And for her other parts, as you cannot 
reckon ‘em, they are fo many 3 fo you cannot recount 
them, they are fo manifeft. . Yours, if his own, unfortu- 
nate Hoyden, in ftead of Hedon. 

fo. Silter come away, I cannot endure ’em longer. 

| CA Flourifh. 

Mer.Go Dors, and you, my Madam Courting -ftocks, 
Follew your fcorned. and derided Mates; 

Tell to your guilty Breafts, what meer gilt Blocks 
You are, and how unworthy humane fates. 

- Cri. Now, Sacred God of Wit, if you can make 
Thofe, whom our {ports tax in thefe apifh Graces, 
Kifs (like the fighting Snakes) your Peaceful Rod ; 
Thefe times fhall canonize you for a God. 

Mer. Why Crites, think you any noble Spirit, 

Or any, worth the title of a Man, 

Will be incens’d to fee the inchanted Vails 

Of Self-conceir, and fervile Flactery, 

(Wrapt in fo many Folds, by time and cuftom) . 
Drawn from his wronged, and bewitched Eyes 2 
Who {ees not now their fhape, and nakedneds, 


PS oe 


C 'yatbia s Revels, 


Is blinder than the Son of Earth, the Mole; - 
Crown’d with no more Humanity, nor Soul. 


Cri. Though. they. may fee ic, yer the huge Eftace. 


Phanfie, and Form, and fenfual Pride have gotten, 
Will make them: blufh for anger, not for fhame, 


And turn fhewn Nakednefs to Impudence. » 


Humour.-is now the Teflt we cry things in: 


All Power is juft: Noughe chat delights is Sin. | 


And yet the Zealtof every knowing Man 
(Oppreft with Hills of Tyranny, caft on Vertue 
By the light Phant’fies of Fools, thus tranfported) 
Cannot but vent thé etne of his Fires, 
T’enflame beft Bofoms with much worthier Love 
Than of thefe ourward and effeminate Shades ; 


~Thac-chefe vairi Joys, in which their Wills cortfume = 


Such Powers of Wit and Soul as are of force 
To sraife their Beings co Eternity, 
= be converted on Works fictitig Men: 
ad, for the practice of ‘a forced Look, 
An antick Gefture, or a fuftian Phrafe, 
Study che native frame of a true Fleart, 
An inward Comlinels of Bounty, Knowledge, 
And Spirit, that may conform them ad@ually ... » 


To Gods high Figures, which they have in power ; 


Which ro negle& for a felf loving neatnefs, 
Is Sacrilege of an unpardon’d . greatnefs. 


Are, That, Crites, is not purpofed wichout 
Particular knowledge of the Goddefs Mind, - , 
(Who holding true Intelligence, what Follies 
Had crept into her Palace) the refolv’d 
OF Sports and Triumphs, under thae pretext 
To have them mutter in their Pomp and Fulnefs, 

| That fo the might more ftri@ly, and to roo, 
Effe& the Reformation the intends. 


Crs. I now conceive her Heavenly drift in all, | 


And will apply my Spirits to ferve her Will. 
O thou, the very Power by which]. am, 
And but for which, ic were in vain to be, 
Chief next Diane, Virgin, Heavenly fair; 
Adthired Arete, (of them admir'd 


~ | Who Souls are not enkindled by the Senfe) 
. | Difdain riot my chafte Fire, but feed che Flame 


Devoted truly to thy graciousNamie. = 
Are. Leave to fulpe& us: Crites well thall find 


‘As we are now molt dear, we'll prove moft kind. _ 


Heark, I am call’d. Cri. 1 follow inftantly. 
Phebus Apollo, if with ancient Rites, . 

And due Devotions, I have ever hung — 
Elaborate Peans on thy golden Shrine, _ 


- | Or fung thy Triumphs in a lofty Serain, 


Fit for a Theatre of Gods to hear ; 
-And thou, the other Son of mighty ‘fove, 


- Mer.Then let the Truth of chefe things ftrengthen thee, | Cylenian Mercury ({weet Maia’s Joy) 


In thy exempt, and only Man-like Courfe; 
Like it the more, the lefs it is refpected : 


If in the bufie Tumults of che Mind, 
My Path thou ever haft illumined, - 


: oes oS a 
. « ' 


Though Men fajl, Verrue is by Gods protected. b For which thine Altars I have oft perfum’d, 


“here comes Arete, Pll withdraw my felf. And deckt thy Statues with difcolour’d Flowers: _ AST | 
sa eee ee es Now thrive Invention in ns g ae sage ai Doe dentle: 
so fee -Y, n : That not of Bounty only, but of Right AIT, oo Lee! 
me — Act V | sce eV Cynthia may- grace, and give it Life by fight. niLeyt Mn Ubne. h~ G5 

| | Arete, Crites. Bg 


ee ; Act V. Scene VI. 
- (Rites, you muft provide ftrait for a Mask, 7 


Tis Cynthia's seem Cri. How, brighe Arete ! 


Why, ’twere a J.abour more for Hercules ; 
Better and fooner durft I undertake 

To make the different Seafons of the Year, - 
The Winds, or Elements, to fympathize, 

Than their unmeafurable Vanity 

Dance truly in a Meafure. They agree? 

What though all.Cencord’s born of Contraries ? 


& Somany Follies will Confufion prove, 


And like a forc:of jarring Inftruments, 

Allout of tune; becaufe (indeed) we fee 
There is not chat Analogy ’rwixt Difcords, 

As. between things but meerly oppofice. 
Are. There is your Error: For as Hermes Wand 
Charms the Diforders of cumulruous Ghofts ;_ - 
And as the Serife of Chaos then did ceafe, 
When better Light than Nature's did arrive : | 
So, what’ could never in it felf agree, - 

ppd eoarte the Eccentrick Property, 

And at her fight curns forrhwith Regular, 
Whole Scepter guides the flowing Ocean: . 
And though ic did not, yet che moft of chem 
(Being either Courtiers, or not wholly rude) 
Refpe& of Majefty, the Place, and Prefence, 
Will keep then within Ring, efpecially 
When they are not prefented as chemlelves, 
But mask’d like others: For (in troth) not fo 
T” incorporate chem, could be nothing elfe, 
‘Than Kke a State ungovern’d, without Laws, 
Or Body made of nothing but Difeafes : 


athe one, chrough ee ee and wretched 5 : 
urd. 


The other, for the Anarchy abfu 
_’ Cri, Bue, Lady, for che Revellers themfelves, 
Ie would be better (in my poor conceit) 
That others were emplo *d'; for {uch as are 
-Unfir to be-in Gyrtbie’s Court, can feem 

.Na lefs.unfic.ca be in Cynthia's. Sports. 
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Hefper ss, Cynthia, Arete, Time, Phronefis, Thauma. 


The H ¥ MN. 


Ueen, and Huntre{s, chafte and fair, 
, Now the Sun ss laid to fleep, 
Seated in thy Silver Chair, 
State in wonted manner keep: 
Hefperus entreats thy Light, | 
Goddefs excellently bright. ; 
. | 


Earth, let not thy envions Shade 
Dare it felf to snterpofe ; 

Cynthia’s fhining Orb was made 
Heaven to clear, when Day did clofe: 
Ble{s ws then with wifbed Sight, 

Goddefs excellently bright. 


Lay th Bow of Pearl apart, | 


And thy Croftal fining Quiver ; 
Give unto the -flying Hart 
Space to breath, bow fhort foever : 


Thon that mek’f a Day of Night 
Goddefs excellently bright. 


_ Cyn, When hath Diena, like an envious Wretch, 


That glicters only to hjs foothed felf, 
Denying to the World the precious Ufe 


Of hoarded Wealth, with held her friendly Aid 2 _ 


Monthly we {pend our ftill-repaired Shine, 
And not forbid our Virgin-waxen Torch 


To burn.and blaze, while Nutriment doth laft:.. _ 


That once confum'd, out of Fove’s Treafury 
A new we take, and ftick ic in our Sphere, 

To give the mutinous kind of wanting Men 
Their looke-for Light. 
“ Bounty is wrong’d, a as duc; 


Yet whac is their Defere 2 
. 6 Mortals 


s 


90. Cynthia's 
“ Mortals can challenge not a Ray, by right, 
** Yet do expect the whole of Cynthsa’s Light. 
But if that Deities withdrew their Gifts 
For humane Follies, what could Men deferve 
But Death and Darknefs? It behoves the High, . 
For their own fakes, to do-things. worthily; =. . 
Are. Mott true, moft facred Goddef$; for the Heavens 
Receive no good of all the good they do: 2 
Nor ‘/cve, nor you, nor other Heavenly Powers, 
Are fed with Fumes which do from Incenfe rife, 
Or Sacrifices reeking-in theirGorey; = = 
Yet, for the Caré which you of Mortals have, 
(Whofe proper good tr is that they be fo) 
You well are pleas’d with Odours redolent : 
But ignorant:s all the Race of Men, © — 
Which ftifl complains, not knowing why, or when. 
Cyn. Elfe, Noble Aréte, they woald not blame, 
And tax, or for unjuft; or for as proud;, © 
Thy Cynthia, in thethings which aréindeed 
The greateft Glories-in our Searry’Crewn ; _ 
Such is our Chafticy, Which fafely fcorns : 
(Not Love, for who more ferventely doth love ©. 
Immortal Honour, afd divine Renown ? 
But) giddy sag ape frantick' Son, 
Yet, Arete, if by this veiled Lighe | ' « 
We bur difcover'd (what we not difcérn) 
Any the leaft of Imputations ftand 
Ready to fprinkle our anfported Fame 
With note of Lightnefs; from thefe Revels near ; 
Not, for the Empire of the Univerfe, 
Should Night, or Court, this whatfoever fhine, 
Or Grace of ours unhappily enjoy. 
** Place and Occalion are two privy Thieves, 
“< And from poor innocent Ladies often fteal 
“(The beft of things) an honourable Name : 
“To ftay with Follies, or where Faults may be, 
** Infers a Crime, although the Party free. 
Ares How Cynthian-ly (that js, how worthily 
And like her felf) the matchlefs Cynthia {peaks ! 


- Infinite Jealoufies, infinite Regards, 


W. 


L 


Which Times and vicious Perfons caft on them. . 


Do watch about the true Virginicy : 
But Phebe lives from all, not only Faule, 
But as from Thought, fo from Sufpicion free. 
“ Thy Prefence Broad-feals our Delights for pure; 
“ What's done in Cyathie’s fight, is done fecure. — 
Cyn. That then fo astfwer'd (deareft Arete) 
What th’ Argument, or of what fore our Sports 
Are like to be this night, I not demand. 
Nothing which Duty, and defire to pleafe 
Bears written in the Forehead, comes amifs, 
But unto whofe Invention muft we owe | 
The Complement of this Nights Furniture ? | 
Are. Excellent Goddefs, to 2 Man’s, whofe Worth 
(Without Hyperbole) 1 thus may praife; 
One (at leatt) ftudious of deferving well, 
And (to {peak truth) indeed deferving well. 
“ Potential Merit ftands for = os 
“ Where only Opportunity doch want, 
“© Noe Will, a Dower: bah which in him abound. 
One whom the Afufes and Minerva love. | 
For whom fhould they, than Crites, more efteem, 
Whom Phebus (though not Fortune) holdeth dear? 
And (which convinceth Excellence in him) 
A principal Admirer of your felf. 
Even through ch’. angentle Injuries of Fate, 
And Difficulriés, which:do Vertue choak, 
Thus much of him appears. What.other things 
Of farther note dohe unbernin him, — | 
Them: Fdo leave for cherifhment to thew, 
And for a°‘Goddefs gracioufly to judge. 
Cyn. We have already judg’d him, Arete ; 
Nor are we ignorant; how noble Minds 
Suffer-too mach chroagh thof Indignities 


| their Sovereign,. not findin 
| Men, before her return to 


Revels. 
Our felf have ever vowed ‘to efteem 


- ‘| CAs Vertue for it felf, fo) Fortune bafe ; 


Who’s firft in Worth, the {ame be firft in Place. 


1 Nor farther notice (Arete) we crave 


Than thine Approvals, fovereign Warranty: | 

Let’t be thy Care to make us known sigalg 

“ Cynthia thall brighten what the World made dim. 
A& V. Scene VT. + 


The Firft Mafque. 


Capid, like Antero, ~*~ [76 them. 

‘Gye Pearl of Heaven, and, not to. be farther am 
bitious in Titles, Cynthia : The Fame of this: itlas: 
ftrious Night, among ochers, hath alfo drawn thefe four 
uecn Perfection, 
twixe. 


fair Mod from the Palace of their 

(a Word which makes no fufficient difference ° 

hers and thine) to vific thy Imperial Court? For-the, 
where to dwell among. 

eaven, advifed them whok 

ly to confecrate themfelves to thy Celeftial Service, as 


[in whofe clear Spirit (the roper Element and Sphere 
a beho not her aloné, (their 


of Vertue) they fhould 

ever-honour'd Te but themfelves ( more traly 
themfelves) to live inthroniz’d. Her felf would have 
commended them unto thy Favour more particularly, 
but that the knows no Commendation is more av 

with thee, than that of proper Vertue. Nevertheless, thé 


will’d them to prefent this Cryftal Afemwd, a Note of “ 


Monarchy , and Symbol of PerfeGion, to thy more 
worthy Deity; which,'as here by mé they moft humbl 
do, fo amongft the Rarities thereof, that is the chied, 
to fhew whatfoever the World hath excellent, howfo- 
ever remote and various. But your irradiate Jud t 
noe a a the Secrets of this little if 
orld. ‘Themfelves (to appear more plainly) becanfe 
they know nothing more ire chase fae Pretexes, 
have chofen to exprefs their feveral Qualities thus in fe- 
veral Colours. , aa 
The firft, in Citron Colour, is Nateral Affection, which 
given us to procure our Good, is fometime called Storge 5 
and as every one is neareft to himfelf, fo this Hand- 
maid of Reafon , allowable Self-love, as ic is withour 
harm, fo are none without it: Her Place in the Coure 
of Perfection was to quicken Minds in the :purfait of 
Honour. Her Device is a Perpendicular Level, ‘upon @ 
Cube or Square; the Word, Se fo Module; alluding 
to that true Meafure of ones felf, which 4s every one 
ought to make, fo is it moft confpicuous in thy divine 
Example. a _—_ 
The fecond, in Green, is Aglaia, delefable and: afaut 
Conver{ation, whofe Property is to move a kindly Delighe, 
and fometime not without Laughter: Her Office, to er 
certain Affemblies, and keep Societies together with fair 
Familiarity. Her Device, witha 2 Ring’ of Clouds, 2 
Heart with Shine’ about it ; the Word, Curarum Nubile Pello: 
An Allegory of Cynthia’s — which no lefs clears the 
Sky than her fair Mirth the Heart. a 
is Euphantajte, a well-concested Wittine{s, and employ’d in 
honouring the Court with the Riches of her pure Inven- 
tion. Her Device, upon a Peta/as or Adercarial Hat, a Cref- 
cent; the Word, Sic Lams Ingenié; inferring, that the praife 
and glory of Wit doth ever increafe,as doth thy growing 
Moon. | Oe ot i. 


The fourth, in White, is Apbeleia, a Nympbias pure and . 
fimple as the Soul, or as an Abrafe Table ahd is ¢ ereforea7 
without Pleights, wich-~!~ 
out Colour, without Counterfeit 5 and (eo fpeak pote ) 
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Called Sizeplicity ; without Fo 


Plainne/s it telf. HerDevice isno Device. The Word unc 
her Silver Shield, Orns abeft Fucus ; alluding-to thy fpo 


porn? ase 


| lels boy bey art as far from Impurity as from Morta My 
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¢ third, in the difColour’d Mande fpanigled all over,/ 
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Cynthias 


My felf (Celeftial Goddefs ) more fic for the Court 
of Cynthia than the Arbors of Cytheree, am calfd Ante- 
ves, or Loves Enemy; the more welcome therefore to thy 
Court, and the fitter to condud& this Quaternion; who as 
they are thy profeffed Voraries, and for that caufe ad- 
verfaries to Love, yet thee ( perpetual Virgin ) they boch 
love, and vow to loveeternally, ) 


A& V. Scene VIL 


Cynthia, Arete, Crites. 


' 


Ot without wonder, nor without delight, - 


_ LN Mine Eyes have view’d (in Contemplations depth), 


o 


This work of Wit, divine and excellent : ae 
What thape, what fubftance , or what unknown power 
In Virgins habit, crown’d with Lawrel Leaves, 
And Olive Branches woven in between, 

On Sea-girt Rocks, like to a Goddefs fhines ? 

O Front! O Face! O all Czlettial fure, 

And more than mortal! Arete, behold = 

Another Cynthia, and another Queen, . 

Whofe glory (like a lafting Plenilune ) 


Seems ignorant of what it is to wane. 


Nor under Heaven an obje& could be found 
More fit to pleafe. Let Crites make approach. 
Bounty forbids to pall cur thanks with ftay, 
Or to defer our favour, after view : | 
* The time of grace is, when the caufe isnew. 
Are. Lo, herethe Man ( Celeftial Delia ) 
Who (like a Circle bounded in ic felf) 
Contains as much as Man in fulnefs may. 
Lo, here the Man, who not of ufual Earch, 
But of that nobler and more precious mould 
Which Phabss felf doth temper, is compos’d 5 _ 
And, whio (though all were wanting to reward ) 
Yer, to himfelf he would not wanting be: 
Thy favours:gain is his ambitions moft, _ 
And labours beft ; who (humble in his height ) 
Stands fixed filent in thy glorious fight. 
Cyn. With no lefs pleafure, than we have beheld 
This precious Cryftal work of rareft wit,! 
Our Eye doth read thee (now enftil'd ) our Crites;  ~ 
Whom learning, vertue, and our favour lait, 
Exempteth from the gloomy multitude. | 
“© Wich common Eye the Supreme fhould not fee..: . 
Hence-forth be Ours, the more thy felf robe. 
Cri. Heav’ns pureft light, whofe Orb may be eclips'd, 
But not chy Praife ; (divineft Cyntbie ) re oe 
How much too narrow for fo high a grace, & 
Thine (fave therein ) the moft unworthy Crites - -. 
Doth find himfelf! For ever fhine thy fame; — 
Thine honours ever, as thy beautiesdo.; _ 
In me they muff, my dark Worlds chiefeft Lights, 
By whofe propitious Beams-my powers are rais‘d . 
To hope fome part of thofe moft lofty Points, | 
Which bleffed J4rete hath pleas’d to name, | 
As marks, to which my ’ndeavours fteps fhould bend: — 
Mine, as begun at thee, in thee muft end. — 3 7 


A& V. Scene IX. 


eo The Second Mafque. 


ae 


ae Mercury, as a Page. - 


Gis of Phebus, to whofe bright Orb we owe, that 
we not complain of his abfence; Thefe four Brethren 
(tor they are Brethren, and’ Sons of Estaxia, a Lady 
known, and highly. belov’d of your refplendent Deity ) 
not able to be abfent, when Cyathig: held.a Solemnicy, 
officioufly infinuace themfelves into:thy prefence :. For, 
as there are four Cardinal Vertnes, upon which the 
whole Frame of the Court doth move, fo are chefe 


kevels, i | GI | 


the four.Cardinal properties, without which, the body 
of Complement moveth not. With thefe four Siger 
Javelins (which chey bear in their Hands) they fup- 
port in Princes Courts the {tate of the Prefence, as by’ 
Office they are obliged ; which, though here they may 
feem fuperfluous, yet for Honours fake, they thus pre- 
ftime to Vifit chee, having alfo been, employ’d in the: 
Palace of Queen Perfection. And though to them char 
would make themfelves gracious to a Goddefs, Sacrifices’ 
were fitter than Préfents, or Impreffes, yet they both. 
hopethy Favour, and (in place of either) ufe feveralSym- . 
bols, containing the Titles of thy Imperial Dignity... , 
_, Firft, the hithermoft, in the changeable blue and. 
green Robe, is the corhmendably-fathion’d Gallanc,’ 
Exco/mos;. whofe Courtly Habit is the grace of the Pre-’ 
fence , and delight of the furveying Eye: whom La-. 
dies underftand by the names of Neat and Elegant. His‘ 
symbol | is Dige.Virgini, in which he would exprefs thy 
Deities principal Glory , which hath ever bsen Vit-. 
ginicy. : Pa a | : 
The Second, in the rich Accoutrement, and Robe of 
Purple, empaled with Gold, is Zupathes; who entertains’ 
his mind with an harmlefs, but.not incurious variety :, 
All the objeéts of his Senfes are Sumptuous, himfelf a_ 
Gallant, chat, without: excefs, can make yfe of fuper- 
fluity, go richly in Embroideries , Jewels, and what’ 
not ? without vanity, and. fare delicarcly, without glut-’ 
tony.: and therefore ( not without caufe.) is univerfally, 


=~ 


| thought to be of fine humour. His Symbol is, Dive 
| Optime ; an Arttibute to exprefs chy Goodnefs, in which. 


thou fo refembleft Fove thy Father... 9: : 
The Third, in the blufh-colpyr’d , Suit, is Ewtolmos, as. 
duly refpeing others, as never neglecting himfelf; com-. 
monly known by the Title of good Audacity : to Courts,’ 
and courtly Affemblies,.a Gueit moft-acceptable. His 
Symbol is, Dive Viragini;:tq exprefs thy. hardy: con-’ 
rage, in chafe of favage Beafts, which harbour ia Woods. 
and Wilderneffles. 2Y7o0 Yt on lB Lae Jo 
The Fourth, in watchet Tinfel, isthe kind and truly 
benifique Excolos; who imparteth not without refpec, 


but yet without difficulty ; and hath the happinels to 


make every kindnefs feem double, by the timely ahd 
freely beftowing thereof. He is the chief of them, who 
(by the vulgar) are faid to be of . good nature. His 
Symbol is, Dive Maxime; an Adjuné to fignifie- 
thy Greatnefs, which in Heaven, Earth; and Hell is for- 
midable. _ : @ * 
A&t V: Scene. X. - 
_- The Mafques joyn, arid they dance. 
oo . Cupid, Mercury: ++ | 
I not that Amsorphus, the traveller? | 
.. Mer. As though it were noc! do-you not fee how 

his Legs are in travel wich a meafure ?. | . 3 
Cup. Hedon, thy Mafter ismext,. | 
Mer. What, will Gupid turn Nomenclator, and cry 
Cup. No: faith, byt, I have a Comedy toward, that 

would not be loft fora Kingdom. | , 
Mer. In good time, for Cupid will prove the Comedy. 
Cup. Mercury, 1 am ftudying how to match them. | 
Mer.- How to mif-match them were harder. 

_ Cup. They are the Nymphs muft do ic; I fhall fport 
my felf wich their Paffions above meafure. | 

Mer. ‘Thole Nymphs would be tam’d a little, indeed ; a 
but I fear thou haft not Arrows for the purpofe. 

_ Cup. ‘O, yes, here be of all forts, Flights, Rovers, and Le. LS 
But-thafts. But Ican wound with a Brandith, and neve Lp 
draw Bow for the matter. Z4 4, -4-4~ eee raphe se {Pevene 

Mer. 1 cannot but believe it, my invifible Archer, and 24. <% 
et methinks you are tedious.2< ~ purr ; 
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92 Thigh eS eof SL. jCynrbid's 
up.4it behoves me to be fomewhat circumfpedt, Mer- 
ot for if Cynthia hear the twang of my Bow, he'll 
go neer to‘whip me with the ftring : cherefore, to pre- 
vent that, I thus difcharge a brandifh upon—— it makes 
no matter which of the couples. Pdbsnraste; and Anvor- 


( 


 phus, at you. 


Mer. Willthe fthaking of a Shaft firike ’ern into fach 
a Fever of Affe@tion ? yes 

Cap. As well as the winck of an Eye: but I pray thee, 
hinder me not with thy prattle. 

Mer. Fove forbid I hinder thee. Marry, all that I 


fear, is Cyntbia’s prefences which, with the cold of her | 


Chaftity, caftech fuch an Antiperiftafif about che. place, 
thae no heat of thine will cafry wich the Patient. = 
Cup. It will tarry che rather, for che Antiperistafis will 
Mer. I long to fee the experiment. 
Cup. Why, their Marrow boils already, or they are all 
turn’ Eunuchs. | 
Mer. Nay, and’t be fo, Pll give over fpeaking, and be 
a {pedtator only. [The firft [train done. 
Amo. Cynthia (by my bright Soul) is a right exqui- 


{een more Fafhions, I am fure miore Countries: but whe- 
ther Ihave, or not, whether need we gaze on Cynthia, 
that have our felf to admire? : 

_ Pha. O, excellent Cynthia! yet if Phanta/fe face where 
fhe does, and had fach Attire on her Head (for At- 
tire can do much ) EF fay no more —— but Goddetfes 
aré Goddeffes, and Phantaffe is as fhe is! I would the 
Revels were done once, I might goto my School of 
Glafs again, and learn to do my felf right after all this 
rufihg, ‘< | 

Mer. How now, Cupid? here’s & wonderful change 
with your brandiflz! do you hot hear how they dote? 
Cup. What Prodigie is this? no word of Leve? no 
mention? no motiotr? ! | 

Mer. Not a word, my little Ignss fatue, not a word. ; 

Cup. Ate my Dares inchanted:? Is their vigour gone? ; 
is theit Vertue —— ae 

Mer. What ? Cupid turn’d jealous of himfelf ? ha, ha, ha. | 

Cup. Pane peels 7 . 

. Mer. 1s Cupid angry ? 

Cup. Hath he = caufe, when his purpofe is fo de- 
luded ? ee i 
Mer. A rare’‘Comedie, it fhall be intituled, Gupids. 

Cup. Do not fcorn us, Hermes. Bo 

Mer. Choler, and Cwpid, are wo fiery things; I {corn 
em not. But I fee that coine to, pafs, which I prefag’d 
in the beginning. | 

Cup. You cansot tell: perhaps the Phyfick will not 
work fo foon upon fome, as upon others. It may be, 
the reft are not forefty. . - | 

Mer. Ex wngue ; you know the old adage, as thefe, fo 
are the remainder. BOe® Beng, fe 

Cup. Vil try: this is the fame Shaft with which I 
wounded rguricn. | oa ae 

Mer. I, but let me fave you 4 labour, Cupid: there 
were certain Bottles of Water. fétcht, and drunk: off 
(fince that time ) by thefe Gallants. +. ay he 
| Cup. ‘Fove, ftrike meineo Earths the Fowstuin of /eif- 
Love ! die ie ere 

Mer, Nay, faint not, Capid. eres 

Cup. I remembred it not. att 

Mer. Faith, it was ominous to take the trame. of 4n- 


‘teres upon you, you know not what Charm.or. Inghant-:; 
ment lies inthe word : you faw, I durft not venture up- 
- on any device, in our prefentment, bue was content 
.to be no other than a fimple Page. Your Arrows pro- 
perties (to keep decorum ) Cupid, are futed (‘ic fhould 


cem ) ro the nature of him you perfonate. 
Cup. Indignicy not to be born. a 
Mer. Nay rather, an attempt to have béen forborn. 
Cup. How might I revenge my felf on this infaltitig 


Revels. 


Mercavy? there’s Crites, his minion, he has mot tasted of 
this Water. It thallbe fo. Is Crites turn’d dotard on. 
himdelf coo? . The fecond Strain, 

Mer. That follows not, becaufe the Venome of your; 
Shafts cannot pierce him, Cupid. | 5 

Cup. As though there were one Antidote for chefe ; 
and another for him. | 

Mer. As though there were not ; or as if one effe@ 
‘might not arife of divers caufeg? What fay you to 
Cynthia, Arete, Phronefis, Time, and others there 2 

Cup. They are Divine. 

Mer. And Crites afpires to be fo. 

Cup. But that fhall not ferve him. © 

Mer. "Tis like to do it, at this time. But Cupid is 
—_— too covetous, that will not {pare one of a mub 
titude. | 

Cxp. One is more that a niultitude. [Tbe third frein. 

Mer. Aretes favour makes any one Shot-proof againt 
thee, Cupid. .I pray thee, ‘light Hony-bee, remember 
thou art not now in Adose Garden, but in Cysthta’s pre- 
fence, where Thorns lie in Garrifon about the Rofes 
Soft Cynthia fpeaks. 


~A@ V. Scene XI. 
Cynthia, Arete, Crites, Mafquers. 


_ fite, and fplendidious Lady; yet Amorpbass, I chink, hath | 


Adies, and Gallants of our Court, to end, — ; 
And give atimely period to our Sports, " 

Let us conclude them with declining Night ; 

Our Empire is but of the darker half. 

And if you judge it any recompence 

For your fair pains, ¢have earn’d Digna’s thanks ; 

Diana grants them: and beftows their Crown , 

To gratifie your acceptable Zeal. 

For you arethey, that not (as fome have done ) 

Do cenfure us, as too fevere and fowre 


, But as (more rightly ) gracious to the good; 


Although we not deny, unto che proud, 
Or the prophane, seas indeed auftere : 
For lo Adtaon, by prefuming far, 

Did (to our grief ) incur a fatak doom; 
And {6, fwoln Niobe ( comparing more 
Than he prefum’d ) was trophzed into Stone. 
But are we therefore jidged too extreme ? 
Seems it-0 crime, to enter facred Bowers, 
And hallowed Places, with impure afpedt, 
Moft lewdly to pollute ? Seems it no crime, 
To brave a Deity? Let Mortals learn 


To make Religion of offending Heaven ; 24 Y.0, ox & 
all'to 


And not at cenfure Powers Divine. 4+,* 
To Men, this argument fhould ftand for firm, 
* A Goddefs did it, therefore it was good : 
‘We are not cruel, nor delight in Blood. 

But whae have ferious repetitions ) 

To do with Revels, and the Sports of Court? 
We not intend to fowre your late delights 
With harth expoftulation. Ler’t fuffice, 

That we take notice, and can take revenge 
Of thefe calumnious, and lewd Blafphemies. 
For we are no lefs Cynthia, than we were, 

Nor is our Power (but as our felf) the fame: 
Though we have now put on no tife of thine, 4 
But mortal Eyes undaz’led may endure. 7%. fomes « J. 
‘ Years are beneath the Spheres: and time mdkes weak 

‘ Things under Heaven, not Powers which govern Hea- 
And though our felf be, in our felffecure, . (ven 
Yet let not Mortals challenge to themfelves ; 
Immunity from thence. Lo, this is all : 


P 


Honour hath ftore of Spleen, but wanteth Gall. 
‘Once more, we caft the damber of our thanks 


Pe Ses ta’n toil, which here let take an end. 

Abd ‘that we not miftake your feveral worths, 

Nor you our favour, from your felyes remove oe 
What 


y Gui 


a 


Condit 


What makes you not your felves, thofe Clouds of Mask : 


“ Particular Pains,particular Thanks do ask. (_7ey snmask. . ( os 
7! ; | Or mindfal of Conrempts, -which I contemn’d, 


How ! Jet me view you. Ha! are wecontemn’d ? 
Is thére fo Itl§ awe of of Difdain, — : 
That any (ander truft of their Difguife) = | 
Should mix themfelves with others of the Court, 
And (without Forehead) boldly prefs fo far, 

As farther none ? How aptis Lenity | - 

To be abus’d ? Severity tobeloahd? = )§ 
And yet, how much more doth the feeming Face _ 
Of Neighbour-Vertues, and their borrowed Names, 
Add of lewd Boldnefs to loofe Vanities 2 

Who would have thought thae Pdileatia durft 

Or have ufurped Noble Srorges Name, - : 

Or with chat Theft have ventur’d on our Eyes? 
Who would have thoughe, that-all of them fhould hope 


/£9S0 much of our 


5s as to Come 

To grace ae wich Titles not their owti ? 
In ftead of Med’cins, have we Maladies? 
And fuch Impofthumes as Phantafe is, a 
Grow in our Palace? We muft lance thefe Sores, 
Or all will putrifie.. Nor are thefe all, 
For we fufped& a farther Fraud chan this : 
Take off our Vail, that Shadows may depart, 
And Shapes appear : Beloved rete !- 
Another Face of Things prefentsie felf, 7 
Than did of- late. What! feacher’d Cupid mask'd, 
And mask’d like Anteras? And ftay! more ftrange? 
Dear Mercury, our Brother, like a Page, 
To countenance the Ambufh of the Boy ? 
Nor endeth our Difcovery as yet: 
Gelaia, like a Nympb, chat but e’re-while 
(In male Attire) did ferve Anaides 2 
Cupid came hither to find Sport and Game, 
Who heretofore hath been to converfant 
Among our Frain, but never fele Revenge s 
And Mercury bare = company. sé 
Cupid, we muft confefs, this time of Mirth 
(Proclaim’d by. us) gave opportunity 
To thy Attempts, alchough no Privilege ; 
Tempt us no farther ; we cannot endure 
Thy Prefence longer ; vanifh hence, away. 
You, Mercury, we muft entreat to ftay, 
And hear what we determine of the reft; . - 
For in this Plot we well perceive-your Hand. 
But (for we mean not a Cenforian Task, 
And yet to lance thefe Ulcers grown fo ripe) 
Dear Arete, and Crites, toyoutwo — 
We give the Charge; impofe what Pains you pleafe : 
Th’ incurable cut off, the reft reform, 
Remembring ever what we firft decreed, | 
Since Revels were proclaim’d, let now none bleed. 

Are. How well Diane can diftinguifh Times, 
And fort her Cenfures, keeping co her felf 
The Doom of Gods, leaving the reft to us? 
Come, cite them, Crites, firft, and then proceed. 


P| 


Revels, 


Than Crites far, but that you judge not fo: 
For I (not to appear vindicative, 
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As done of impotence gs be remifs ; 
Who, asI was the Author, in fome fort; _ 


| Lo work their Knowledge into Cynthia's fight, - 
| So fhould be much feverer to revenge | 


Th’ Indignity hence iffuing to her Name: - 

But there’s not one of theft who are unpain’d, 

Or by themfelves unpunithed ; for Vice 

Is like a Fury to che vicious Mind, 

And turns Delight it felf co Punifhment. __ 

But we muft forward; to defign their Doom. 

You are Offenders, that muft be conteft; 

Do you confefs it? Al. We do. — 
Crs. And that you merit fharp Correation? Al. Yes. 
Cri. Then we (referving unto Delia's Grace 

Her farther Pleafure, and to Arete 

What Delia granteth) thus do fentence you. 

That from this Place (for Penance known of all, - 

Since ‘you have drunk fo deeply of felf-love) 

You (ewo and two) finging a Palisade, : 

March to your féveral Homes by Niobe’s Stone, 

And offer up two Tears apiece thereon, __ 

That ic may change the Name, as you muft change, 

And of a Stone be called Weeping-Cro/;, 7 


| Becanfe ie ftandeth crofs of Cynrhia’s way, 
| One of whofe Names is Sacred Trivia. 


And, after Penance thus perform’d, you pafs 

In like fer Order, not as Aides did, 

To wath his Gold off into Tagus Stream ; 

But to the Well of Knowledge, Helicon ; 

Where purged of your prefene Maladies, __ 
(Which are not few, nor flender) you become 
Such as you fain would feem, and then return, 
Offering your Service to great Cynthia. 
This is your Sentence, if the Goddefs pleafe 

To ratifie ic with her high Confent. 

“ The {cope of wife Mirth unto Fruit is bent. | 
Cyn. We do approve.thy Cenfure, below’d Crites; 
Which Adercury, thy true propitious Friend, 

(A Deity nexe ‘ove belov’d of us) 

Will undertake to fee exaly done. 


-| And for this Service of Difcovery, 


Perform’d by thee, in honour of our Name, 

We vow to guerdon it with fuch due Grace 

As thall become our Bounty, and chy Place. 

“ Princes chat would their People fhould do well, 
“ Muft at themfelves begin, as at the Head ; 

“ For Men, by their Example, pattern out 

* Their Imitations, and regard of Laws: 

“ A vertuous Court a World co Vertue draws. 


PALINODE. 


Amo. From Spanith Shrugs, French Faces, Smirks, Irps, Ar—27n, 
and all affected Haw. Nope? tetpled ty ite : veh hey 
— __ Chorus. ey Mercury defend us.27 an «9 ay Cox, 
C7 090 1 CIO Nh) WOE a, alta . is Favpry A? 
Pha. From fecret Friends, [weet Servants, Loves Doves, 
and {uch fantafisk Humours, 
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Cri. Firft, Philentia, Cfor fhe was the firft) 
Then light Gelaia, in Aglaias Name; 

i vy» Phantaffe, and Moria next, 
Main Follies all, and of the Female Crew : 
Amorphus, or Eucof{mos. Counterfeit, 
Voluptuous Hedon, taigg for Eupathes, 
Brazen Anaides, and XHt«s.lait, | 
Wich his two Pages, Morus and Profattes ; 
And thou, the Traveller’s Evil, Cos, approach, 
Impoftors all, and Male Deformities 

Are. Nay, forward, for I delegate my Power, 
And will chat ac thy Mercy they do ftand, 
Whom they fo oft, fo plainly {corn’d before. 
“Tis Vertue which they want, and wanting it, 
“‘ Honour no Garment to their Backs can fit. 
Then, Crites, praGife thy Difcretion. 

Cri. Adored Cynthia, and bright Arete, . 
Another mighe feem fitter for this Task, 


Bolom 3. 


Amo. From ftabbing of Arms, Flap drags , Healshs, 
Whiffs, and all fuch fwaggering Humours, 
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Pha, Froms waving Fans, coy Glances, Glicks, Crixges ny, dad. 
and all fuch fimpring fee — . 224 
Chorus..Good Mercury defend us. 
Amo. From making Love by Attorney, courting of Pup 
pets, and paying for new Acquaintance, 
Chor#s. Good Mercury defend us. 
: Pha. From 


a body mbites tpft be hy Ly fue 
Ld feet, 
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Pha. From perfum’d Dogs, Monkeys, Sparrows, Dsldoes, 
and —— . 
Choras. Good Mercury defend us. 


THE 


Amo. Froms wearing Bracelets of Hair, Shoe-ties, Gloves, E, P | L O G U E. 


Garters, atd Rings with Poefies, 
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Enteels, bet known to you, fince I went in, 


ol ot Pha, From par petting painting , flicking , glaxing, and G I am turn’d Rimer, and do thus begiy: 


ip cers rte Gc. were ure ‘sg rivel a Faces, 


fiuct-J* Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Amo. From Squiring to Tilt-yards, Play: boufes, Pageants, 
and all fuch Publick Places, 
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Pha. From entertaining one Gallant to gull another, and 
_ making Fools of either, 
Chorus: Good Mercury defend us. 


Amo. From belying Ladys Favours, Noblemens Coante- 
wance, coyning counterfeit Employments, vain-gloriow taking 
to thems other Mens Services, and all felf-loving Humours, 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


SONG. 


N” each one dry bis weeping Eyes, 
And to the Well of Knowledge bajte 


Where purged of your Maladies, 
You may of fweeter Waters tafte, 
And, with refined Voice, report 
The Grace of Cynthia, and ber Coart. 
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The Author (jealous how your Senfe doth take | 
Hit Travels) bath enjoyned me to make ‘S4 
Some fhort and ceremoniows Epilogue ; 
But if I yet know what, I am a Rogue: 

He ties me to fuch Laws as quite diftrath 

My Thoughts, and would a Year of Time exad 3 

I neither muft be faint, remifs, nor forry, 


Sowr, ferions, confident, nor peremptory ; 
Bat betwixt thefe. Let’s fee, to lay the blame 
Upon the Childrens Action, that were lame. (by 
To crave bie favour, with a begging Knee, 
Were to diftruft the Writer's .. Faculty. 
To promife better at the wext we bring, | hf Icy 
Prorogues Difgrace, commends not any aac it 
Stiffly to ftand on this, and proudly approve ' rif 
The Play, mighs tax the Maker of Sel: love. f 
I'D only {peak what I bave' beard him fays| 
By —— ’tis good, and if you like’t, you may. 
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Ecce ribet quidam, pallet, ftupet, ofcitat, odit. 


Hoc volo : 
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A COMICAL SATYR, 


Firft A@ed in the Year — By the then eracen of Queex 
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POETASTER 


This travail is all loft with my dead hopes. 


Att y he fecond Soundine. If in fic’ Bofoms Spight have left co dwell 
Af _ fe iain 3 ) Envy is not on Eorth, nor fcarfe in Hell. 


The third Sounding. 
PROLOGUE. 


; Envy. ~~ — Arrifing in the midft 
of the Stage. 


Ight, I falute thee, but with wounded Nerves: 
: Withing thy Golden fplendor, pitchy darknefs. 
ie 


f What’s here? th’ Arraignment 21: This, chisisit.] — . | 
That our funk Eyéshave wak’t for all this while: | C¥Tay Montter, ere thou fink, thus on thy Head . 
Here will be fubje& for my Snakes, and Mes ns Set we our bolder Foot; with which we tread 
Cling to my Neck, and Wrifts, my loving Wor as? Thy Malice into Earth: So fpight thould dye, 

‘And caft you round in foft and amorous foulds, eat G. Defpis’d and fcorn’d by noble Induftry. : : 
Till I do bid, uncurl: Then break your Knots,’ If any mufe why I falute the Stage, wy “Yo. 
Shoot out your felves at length, as your fore’ Stings n armed Prologue ; know, tis a dangerous Age: ae ma ae 
Would hide themfelves within his malic’t fides, herein, who writes, had need prefent his Scenes ia ev. ff Cet 
To whom I fhall apply you. Stay! the thine orty-fold proof againft the conjuring means Vs fF, 5 
Of this Affembly here offends my fight, f bafe DetraGors, and illicgrate Apes, , Pres "a pe fie 
Tli darken chat firft, and Out-face their Grace. That fill up Rooms in fair and formal fhapes. © ““- -“"~ 
Wonder not, if I ftare: thefe Fifteen Weeks YU aan *Gainft thefe, have we put on this forc’t defence : 

(So long as fince the Plot was but an Exsbrion) ” - | Whereof the Allegory and hid fenfe : 
Have I, with burning Lights mixe vigilante Thoughts, Is, that a well ere&ed Confidence . 
In expectation of thishated Play; ss. Can frighttheir Pride, and laugh their Folly: hence. . 
To which (at laft) I am arriv’d as Prologue. Here now, put cafe our Author fhould, once more; /62 / . 
Nor would I, you fhould look for other Looks, Swear that his Play were good + he doth implore, Joy Jims 
Gefture, or Complement from me, than what You would not argue him of Arrogance: <5 Y= Pree eO 
Th’ infe@ed bulk of Envy can afford : ae | How e’re that common Spawn of Ignorance, 7 Gad. or ek YE" 
For I am rifg here with a covetous hope, - rift Our fry of Writers may beflime his Fame,7- 95-99, ¢4« ew 
To blaft your Pleafures and deftroy your Sports, And give his Action that aduleerate Name: 5, CAPES kar be 
Wich Wreftings, Comments, Applications, * 2... Soreuy Such full-blown vanity he more doth loath, eee Sacha 
Spy-like Suggeftions, privy Whifperings, aes eG *| Than bafe dejection: ‘There’s a mean *twixt both. 7/* thn. Kad 
And thoufand fuch promooting fleights as hele. ‘4 4.2.4 | Which with a conftant firmanefs he purfues, i 
Mark, how I will begin : The Scene is, ha! ee As one that knows the ftrength of his own Msfe. 
Rome? Rome ?”and Rome? Crack Eye-ftrings, and your | And this he hopes all free Souls will allow ; 
Drop into Earth ; let me be ever blind. - (Balls | Others, that take it with a rugged brow, . 
I am prevented ; alt my hopes are croft, ‘| Their Moods he rather pitties than envies : 
Check’, and abated; fie, a freezing {weat His Mind ic is above their Lujuries. 
Flows forth at all my Pores, my Entrails burn: 
oo fhould i 2 Rome? aie Pos ry vext Soul, | ae : 
ow might I force chisto the prefent ftate?, : , ene I, 
re ee no Players here? sf Poet-apes, «ff & Le 7 “ ts pe rat fhe 
That come with Bafilisks Eyes, whole forked Tongues |/* ‘/*7”" ” Ovid, Lufcus. 
Are fteept in venom, as their Hearts in Gall ? : 
Either of thefe would help me ; they could wreft, Hen, when this Body falls in Funeral Fire, 
Pervert, and poyfon all they hear, orfee, — | My name fhall live, and my beft part afpire. 
With fenfelefs Gloffes, and Allufions. It thallgo fo. , | 
Now if you be good Devils, fly me not. : _ Lufe. Young Mafter, Mafter Ovid, do you hear ? Gods 
You know what dear and ample Faculties | ame! away with your Songs, and Sonnets ; and on with 
I have endow’d you with: Pll lend you more. your Gown and Cap, quickly : here, here, yoar Father 
Here, take my Snakes among you, come, and eat, will be a Man of this room prefently. Come, nay, nay, 
And while the fqueez’d juice flows in your black Jaws, | nay, nay, ‘bé brief. Thefe Verfes too, a poyfon on ’em, . 
Help me to darn the Author. Spit ic forth I cannot abide ’em, they make me ready to caft by the /4/ 
Upon his Lines, and thew your rufty Teeth Banks of Helicon. Nay look, what a rafcally untoward 
Atevery Word, or Accent: or elfe choofe thing this Poetry is; I could rear em now. 
Out of my lorgeft Vipers, to ftick down ‘| Ovid. Give me, how neer’s my Father ? 
In your deep Throats; and let the Heads come forth Lufc. Heart a Man : get a Law-book in your hand, I 
At your ranck Mouths; that he may fee you arm’d will not anfwer you elfe. Why fo: now there's fome 
With triple Malice, to hifs, iting, andtear formality in you. By Jove, and three or four of the 
Ilis work and him ; to forge, and thendeclaim, ° | Gods more, I am right of mine old Mafters humour 
102 Traduce, corrupt, apply, enforce, fuggeft : for that; this villanous Poetry will undo you, by the 
O, chefe are gifts wherein — uls are bleft. welkin. oo 
What? do -you hide your felves ? will none appear? “Ovid. What, haft thou Buskins on, Lu/cas, that chou 
None anfwer? what, doth this calm Troop affright you? | fwear'ft fo eragically and high ? : | 


Nay, then I do defpair? down, fink again. ye taf 
¥ V+ ae ct nowfe 7 aor oft fatlirs nelly fpeett pee ney pes a pees ag . 
oe Lif iudyr~, 20% Of Ay ft, Je JodeSher be pie lo «: 
ob faye Ch! fie 1S Wefan [guts mac a anfed. Me lpr i ym, Fy of pli tg Ke. 5 te « 


a 


Poetafter. ae a aoe 


Lufc. No, but I have Boots on, Sir, and fo has your Fa- 
ther too by this time: for he call’d for em e’re I came. 
from the Lo@ing. Kobew 9 © pyee: 

Ovid. Why ? was he no readier ? pn sei 
__Lufc. Ono; and there was the mad skeldring Cap- 
tain, with the Velvet Arms, ready to lay hold onhim as 
he comes. down : he that preffes every Man he meets, 
with an Oath, to lend him Money, and cries, (Thou 
muft do’r, old Boy, as thou are a Man, a Man of 
Worthip.) 

Ovid. Who? Pantilims Tucca? 

Lufc. I, he; and I met lictle Mafter Lupus, the Zri- 
bune, going thither too. | ‘o. 

Quid. Nay, an’ he be under their Arreft, I may (with 


fafety enough) read over my Elegy before he come. 
Lyxfc. Gods ame! What’ll you do? why, young Ma- 
fter, you are not Cafalias Mad, Lunatick, Frantick, 
Defperate? ha? 
Ovid. What aileft thou, Lufcas ? 
Lufc. God be with you, Sir, Pll leave you to your Poe- 
tical Fancies, and Fwries. Pll not be guilty, I. 
Ovid. Be not, good ignorance: I’m glad th’art gone: 
For i: alone, our Ear ee better judge 
| he haity Errours of our Moning Maufe. a, 
$ r Ay ots 4 pot © Jar Arlo Krk ; A eign fe a > 
: Le ahaa cod de Ovid. Lib. 1. Amo. Ele. 15.7% AT away 
ly. footer, / AE Le f Ppti/ mtr h) ped kB it hig fo ont 
ee, EN, why tavit'ft thou me, my time's (pent ill? €-<*. 
fr Aare * And call ft my Verfe, fouits of anidle quill? 
a ry - Or that (unlike the Line from whence I {prung) os 
7. Joh Wars dufty Honours I purfue not young ? 7 
( ea Or that I fudy not the tedious Laws; - 


i 


| | puna Myrtle 


gegen fl And proftitute.my voyce in every Caufe ? ; 
| son hogs a Scope is mortal ; mine, eternal fame:  . ~ * . 
hf js tf » Which dhe the World fhall ever chaunt my Name. 
; Wi 5 te is Homer will live, whil ft Tenedos ftands, and Ide, 
fe hy 2 4 Or, to the Sea, fleet Simois doth: flide : | 
vitor. Vt, 74 And fo {hall Hefiod too, while Vines do.bear, 
fuk lafeoh, Or croccked Sickles crop the ripened Ear. - 
: [Naf Mix v3 Callimachus, though in invention low, 
FG beth burgShall fiill be fang, fince bein art doth flow. 
Ip io oy, fas No lofs fhall come to Sophocles proud veins — 
Ce With Sun and Moon Aratus fhall remain. . , 
4 Vert, 185 Weil ft Slaves be falfe, Fathers bard, and Bawds be whorifh, 
ag des ah Ly au Wil’ Harlots flatter, fhall Menander flourifh. > 
| trok otf Ennius, though rude, and Accius bigh-rear’d train, 
| jaws “4 fre(h applaufe in every Age {hall gain. 
‘ Of Varro’s name, what. Ear {hall not be told? - 


hua 
: Then fhall Lucretius lofty numbers dye, 
Us When me and Seas fio and Flames fall fry. 
Tytirus, Tillage, FEnee fholl be read, 
Woilft Rome of all the Conquer’d World is Head. 
Till Cupid’s Fires be out, and bis Bow broken, 
Thy Verfes (neat Tibullus ) hall be {poken. 
Our Gallus (hall be known from Eaft to Weft : 
| So fhall Lycoris, whom be now loves beft. | 
The {uffering Plough-{hare or the Flint may wear: 
But Heavenly Poetie no death can fear. 
Kings (hall give liar to it, and kingly fhows, 
‘The Banks ore which Gold-bearing Tagus flows: 
Kneell Hinds to tra{h : me-Jet bright Phoebus /aell 
With Cups full flowing from the Mules Well, 
thal! impale my Head, 
And of fad Lovers I'll be often read. 
| “ Envy, the Living, not the Dead, doth bite: 


ris; }t- Of Jafon’s Argo and the Fleece of Gold ? 
/ Wy 


t - “* For after death all Men receive their right. 
Then, when this Body falls in Funeral Fire, 


My Name fhalllive, and my beft part afpire. 


1 Act I. Scene Il, 


Ovid Senior, Ovid Junior, Lufcus, Tucca, Lupus, 
Pyrgus. 


7 Our Name fhall live indeed, Sir; you fay true: 
but how infamoufly, how f{corn’d and conremn’d 
in the Eyes and Ears of the beft and graveft Romans, 
that you think not on: you never fo much as dream of 
that. Are thefethe Fruits of all my cravel and expences? 
is this the Scope and Aim of thy Studies? are chefe the 
hopeful Courfes, wherewith I have fo long flattered my 
expectation from thee? Verfes? Poetry? Ovid, whom] 
thought to fee the Pleader, become Ovid the Play- 
maker ? 
Ovid. ju. No, Sir. 


Ovid. fe. Yes, Sir. I hear of a Tragedy of yours com- / 


ing forth for the conynon Hlaxers there, call’d Afedea” = 
By my Houfhold-gods, if. I cometo the A@ing of co : 


I'll add one Tragick Part more than is yet expected, to 
it; believe me when I promife ic. What? fhall I have 


my Son a Stager now? an Enghle for Players? a Gull?) 


a Rook ? a Shot-clog? to make Suppers, and be laught 
at? Publins, I will fec thee on the Funeral Pile firft. 

Ovid. ju. Sir, I befeech you to have patience. 

Lufc. Nay, this ’tis to have your Ears dam’d up to 
good Counfel. I did augure all chis to him before-hand, 
without poring into an Oxes Panch for the matter, and 
yet he would not be fcrupulous. : 

Tuc. How now, Goddman Slave? what rowly powly ? 
all Rivals, Rafcal? Why my Mafter of worth: 


with Commanders and Gentlemen? are we Parallels, 
Rafcal? are we Parallels? 

Ovid. fe. Sirrah, go get my Horfes ready. You'll ftill 

prating. | 

Tuc. Do, you perpetual Stinkard, do, go; talk to 
Tapfters and Offlers, you Slave, they are i’ your Ele- 
ment, go; here be che Emperors Captains, you Ragga 
muffin Rafcal, and not your Cam'rades. i 

Lup. Indeed, Marcus Ovid, thefe Players are an idle 
Generation, and do much harm in a State, corrupt 
young Gentry very much, I know ic: I have not been 
a Tribune thus long and obferv’d nothing: Befides, they 
will rob us, us, that are Magiftrates, of -our refpett, 
bring us upon their Stages, and make us ridiculous to 
the Plebeians ; they will play you, or me, che wifeft Men 
they can come by ftill; only to bring us in contempt 
with the vulgar, and make us cheap. ae 

Tuc. Th’art in the right, my venerable Cropfhin, 
they will indeed : the Tongue of the Oracle never 


-|-twang’d truer. Your Courtier cannot kifs his Miftreffes 


Slippers in quiet for °em : nor your white innocent Gal- 
lane pawn his Revelling Sute to make his Punk a Sup- 
pers An honeft decayed Commander cannot Skelder, 
Cheat, nor be {een in a Bawdy-houfe, but-he thall be 
ftraic in one of their Worm-wood Comedies. They are 
grown licentious, the Rogues; Libertines, flat Liber- 
tines, ‘They forget they are i’ the Statute,’ the Rafcals, 
they are blazon’d there, there they are trickt! they and 
their Pedigrees; they need no other Heralds, 1 wis. 
Ovid. fe. Methinks, if nothing elfe, yet this alone, 


the very reading of the Publick Edié#s, fhould frighe ches : 


from Commerce with them, and give thee diftafte ¢- 
noughof their Actions. But this betrays what a Student 
you are: this argues your Proficiency in the Law, 
Ovid. ju. They wrong me, Sir, and do abufe you 
more, | 
That blow your Ears with thefe untrue Reports. 
I am not known unto the open Stage, 
Nor do I-Traffick in cheir Theaters. 
Indeed, I do oe at requeft 
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hear? Are thefe thy beft Projects? is this thy Defigns.-4 
and thy Difcipline, to fuffer Knaves to be competitors _/ 
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164 OF fofne meer Friends, and honourable Romani, 
LT have begun a Poe of that nature: 
Ovid. fe. You have, Sir, a Poem? and whére is’ ? 
that’s the Lew you ftudy. vo a, 


Ovid. jus Cornelius Gallus borrowed it to read. . only forward to the Law: Intend that. .J will allow 
'* Qvide “fe. Cornelius Gallus? There’s another. Gallant, | thee what thall fate thee in che Rank of Gentlemen, 
. too, hath drunk of. the fame.Poyfon: and Tebulles, and | and maintain thy Society with the beft : and under thefe 
= Properties. - But thefe are Gentlemen of Means.‘and Re- | Conditions, I leave thee. My bleffings light upon thee, 
a veneues now, Thon art a younger Brother, ahd haft af thou refpect them: if not, mine Eyes may.drop far 
i nothing but chy bare exhibition’: which I proteft fhall | thee, but thine own Heare will ake for it felf ; and fo 
be bare indeed, if chow forlake not: thefe. unprofitable | farewel. What, are my Horfescome? __ 
ce By-courfes, and that timely too.. Name me a profeft} Lyx: Yes, Sir, chey are at the Gate without. — 
ene Poet, that his Poetry did ever affard him fo much asa |. Ovid. fe. That's well. Afmius Lupa, a word. Cap- 
— Competency.: I, your God of Poets there (whom all: tain, I fhalltake my leaveof you? sits 
= = of you admire and-reverence fo much) Homer, he whofe} Tuc. No, my little old Boy, difpatch with Cotbursus 6% 
me Worm-eaten Statue muft not. be {pew’d againft, bue with | there: Pll attend thee; I os 3 a : 
hallowed Lips, and groveling Adoration, what washe?|' Lu/: To borrow fome ten Drachmes,I know his Project. 
“ what was he? | ‘| Ovid. fe. Sir, you fhall make me beholding to you. 
an Tuec. Marry, Vil tell chee, old Swaggerers He was a | Now Captain Tucca, what fay you? _ 
bbe poor, blind, riming Rafcal, that liv’d obfcurely up ‘and | Zc. Why, what fhould I fay ? or what can I fay, my 
wet down in Booths, and Tap-houfes, and fcarce ever made | flower 0’ the Order? Should I fay, thou are Rich ? or 
‘ctal,. a good Meal in his fleep, the Whorfon hungry beg-} that thou art Honourable? or Wife? or Valiant? or 
Ws ger. | - | Learned? or Liberal ? Why, thou art all thefe, and thou 
a Ovid. fe. He fays well : Nay, I know this nettles you | knoweft it (my noble Luculws) thou knoweft it : come, Bec 
: lag now, but anfwer me; %s’t nor true? you'll’ tell me his | be not afhamed of thy Vertues, otd Stump. . Honours aie ne 
alt name fhall live; and that ( now being dead ) his works | good brooch to wear in a Mans Hat, at all times. Thou $7 >” 
7 have eternis'd him, and made him Divine But could | art the Aden of Wars Mecenas, old Boy. Why thouldlt A-77/“47 
d ty: this Divinicy feed him, while he liv’d? could his name’ not thou be grac’t then by them, as well as he i by higes <- a 
reba feaft him? 2 | Poets? How now, my Carrier, what News. JD OL 7O+ fttecr 
ta =. «= Tuee. Or purchafe him a Sezators Revenue? could it? |, Lu. The Boy hasftaied within for his Cwe,this half hour.% 47%. .9- 
| Ovid. fe. 1, or give him Place in the: Commion-| Zs. Come, do not whifper tome, but {peak it out < : 
I) a wealth? Worthip, or Attendants ? make him be carried | what? it is no Treafon againft the State, I hope, is’? 
hip, 2 in his Litter? nett wa. * . | Luf. Yes, againft che State of my Mafters Purfe. . 
De: Tucc. Thou fpeakeft Sentences, old Bias. | Pyr, Sit, 4 ire defires you to forbear himtill the 
mez = g—sdwp, All this the Law will do, young Sir, if you'll | next Week : his Moils are not yet come up. | /b4- 
Pare. follow it, “A> OM ond: ge eh ocd Tuc. His Moils, now the Bots, the Spsvin, and the 
Ovid. Je. If he be mine, he thall follow and obferve, | Glanders, and fome dozen Difeafes more, light on him 
ole what I will apt him to, or, I profefs here openly,-and | and his Moils, What ha’ they the yellows, his Moils, 
utterly to difclaim him. "3 ye that they come no fafter? or are they foundred? ha? 
talt : Ovid. ju. Sir, lec me crave you will forgo ehefe | his Moils ha’ the Staggers belike : ha’ they ? 
our be $5 ue _Pyr. Q no, Sir: then your Tongue might be fufpeded 
1 Rage I will be any thing, or ftudy any thing: | for one of his Moils. | 
Lil prove the unfathion’d Body of che Law Tuc. He owes me almoft a Talent, and he thinks to 
, an is Pure elegance, and make her rugged’ft ftrains bear it away with his Moils, does he ? Sirrah, you, Nut- 
Corts: Run fmoothly, as Propertinus Elegies. cracker, go your ways to him again, and tell him I muft Te 
r0t Oe Ovid. fa. Prepert sss Elegies? good ! = ha Money» I: I cannot eat Stones and Turfs, fay, | AE Ih. as. 
des, Lup. Nay, you take him too quickly, Adasreus. What, wilf he clem me and my Followers? Ask himn’?“~77 7.3¢2 
+ rel Ovid. fe. Why, he cannot {peak, he cannot think out | an’ he will clem me; do, go. He. would have me fry od 
culos ¢ of Poetry, he is bewicht with it. | my Jerkin, would he? Away, Setter, away. Yet, ftay /6% 
fat 2 Lup. Come, donot mif-prize him. my little Tumbler; this old Boy fhall fupply now. I 
‘ont? Ovid. fe. Mifprize 241, marry, I would have him ufe | will not trouble him, I cannot be importunate, I: I can- 
7 ome fuch words now : They have fome touch, fometafte | not be intpudent. | 
Cross f the Law. He fhould make himfelf a ftile out of thefe,} = Pyr. Alas, Sir, no; you are the moft maidenly bluth- 
cle me nd let. his ie del Elegies go by. | a ing Creature upon the Earth. : 
fs Lup. Indeed, young. Publis, he that will now hitthe | Z#c. Doft thou hear, my little fix and fifty, or there- 
ent Gi Mark, muft thoot through the Lew {we have no other | abouts? Thou are rfor co learn the Humours and Tricks 
kas Planet Reigns, and in that Sphear, “you may fit and fmg of that old bald Cheater Time: thou haft not this Chain 
Suck wich Angels. Why, the Law makes a Man yaeey: for nothing. Men. of worth have their Chymera’s, as 
all without gaan, ae 4 other Merit: a fimple Schollar, or | well as other Creatures : and they do fee Montfters, 
Thee none at all, may be a Lawyer. _ a a "| fometimes : they do, they do, brave Boy. | 
xt Li Tuc. He tells thee trae, my noble Neophyte ; my little Pyr. Better cheap than he thall fee Pie I warrant 
Re Grammaticafter, he do’s: It thall never put thee to thy | him, C4L¢c4.- hese t+ Placlt gook be Mov gn poi, for ree 
hey i Mathematicks, Meraphyficks, Philofopby, and 1 know not Tuc. Thou muft lee me have fix, fix Drachmes, I mean; 7°7**™ 
rE {/o-\ what fuppos’d fufficiencies; if thou canft but have the | old Boy ; thou fhale do ir: I tell thee, old Boy, thou 
= wckie-, \Patience to plod enough, talk, and make a noife enough, | fhale, and in private too, doft thoufee? Go, walk off: 
ae puff be impudent enough, and ’tis enough. there, there. Six is che Sum. Thy Son's a Gallane Spark, 
5 te Lup. Three Books will furnifh you. _* | and muft nor be put out of a fudden: comehither, Cal- 
il 7 Tuc. And the lefs Art, the better: Befides, when it | /imachus, thy Father tells me thou art too Poetical, Boy ; 
a fhall be in che power of chy Chevril Conftience, to do | thou muft not be fo, thou muft leave them, young Novice, 
ae ight, or wrong, at thy plealure, my pretty Alcibiades, | thou muft; they are a fore of poor ftarv d Ratcals ; that 
bu Exp. I, and to have betrer Men than himfelf, by. ma- | are ever wrapt up in foul Linnen; and can boalt of no- 
ny thoufand degrees, to obférve him, and ftand bare. | ching but a lean Vifage, peering out of a Scam-rent Sute ; 
, Tuc. True, and he co carry himfelf proud,.and ftately, | the very Exsblems of Beggery. No,doft hear? curn Lawyer; 
and have the a on his fide pit v4 Boy, > | Thow fhale be my Solicitor. . “Tis right, old Boy, ift? ; 
an wha Pram Att aA ie ay oe a 7 he ord, PER wes otk ae, ae 2 Ovid > | 
) efescat + Beye, (ge) 2 Fes, hoe Hy Frac Gong beth a plog Oe 
Ge nla Jus, wafer ot i Yarg fr onl fh fret lay lt, OL YCLLAs PMU) 2. & —- 
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Nay, I will fee it 


‘Ovid. fe. You were beft tell ic, Captain. . | 
Fuc. No : fare thou well mine honeft Horfe-man, and 
thou old Bever. Pray thee Romes, when thou comeft 
to Town, fee me at my Lodging, vific me fometimes : 
theu fhale be welcom, old Boy. Do not balk me, good 
Swaggerer. ‘fove keep thy Chain from pawning, go 
thy ways, if thou lack- Money, I'll lend thee fome: Pll 
leave thee to thy Horfe now. Adieu. ae 
Ovid. fe. Farewel, good Captain. : 
‘Tac. Boy, you can have but half a fhare now, Boy.: 
Ovid. fe. Lisa ftrange boldnefs.that accompanies this 
Fellow: Come. ~ — Ba 
Ovid. jx. Vil give attendance on: you to your Horfe, 
Sir, pleafe you — arr. 
‘Ovid. fe. No: keep your Chamber, and fall to your 
Studies; do fo: the Gods of Rome blefs chee. 


Ld- A Ovid. ju. And give'me ftomak to digeft this Lew. 


hat fhould have followed fure, had I beenhe. . .’ 


i bs O facred Poefie, thou Spirit of Roman Arts, 


The Soul of Science, and the Queen of Souls; 
What prophane Violence, almoft Sacrilege,; 

Hath here been offered thy Divinities ! 

That thine own guiltlefs Poverty fhould arm 
Prodigious Ignorance to wound thee thus! 

For thence is ail cheir force of Argument 

Drawn forth againft thee ; or from the abufe 

Of thy great powers in adult’rate Brains: 

When, would Men learn but to diftinguifh Spirits, - 
And fet true difference ’ewixt thofe jaded Wits 
That run a broken pace for common hire, 

And the high Rapturesof ahappy Mafe, - 

Borne on the Wings of her immortal thoughe, - 
That kicks at Earth with a difdainful Heel, 4 4 
And beats at Heaven Gates with her bright Hoof ; 
They would not then with fuch diftorted Faces, 
And defp’rate Cenfures, ftab at Poefies a 
They would admire bright Knowledg and their Minds 
Should ne’re defcend on fo unworthy: Objects. 

As Gold, or Titles: they would dread far more, 

To be thought ignorant, than be known poor. °° 

‘ The time was once,when Wit drown’d Wealth : but now, 
* Your only Barbarifm is t? have Wit, and want. 
‘No matter now in Vertue who excels, 7 

“He that hath Coin, hath all perfection elfe. 


A@ I. Scene Itt. 


Tibullus, Ovid. 


Vid? Ovid. Who's there? Gome in. 715. Good 
morrow, Lawyer. [OPO CERES Be 
Qvid. Good morrow (dear Zibullus) welcom : fit down. 
Zib. Not I. What, fo hard at it? Let’s fee, what’s here? 
: Ovid. Prithee away —— 
Tid. If thrice in Field, 4 man vanquifh bis Foe, 
°T1s after in bis choice to ferve, or no. 
How now Ovid! Law Cafes in Verfe ? 
Ovid. In troth, I know not: they run from my Pen 
Unwittingly, ifthey be Verfe. What’s the news abroad? 
Tib. Off with this Gown, I come to have thee walk. 
Ovid. No, good Tibullus, ’'m not now in Cafe, 
Pray’ let me alone. 7%. How? not in cafe! 


_ “Slight thou’rt in too much cafe, by all this Law. 


Ovid. Troth, if Ilive, I will new drefs the Law, 
In {prightly Poefies habillaments. 

Tb. The Hell thou wilt. What, turn Lew into Verfe? 
Thy Father has fchool’d thee, Ifee. Here, read that fame. 
There’s fubject for you; and if I miftake not, 

A Superfedeas to your melanch 


oly. 
Ovid. How! fubfcrib’d Filia! 3, my Life, my Heaven! | fi 


Tib. Is the Mood chang’d ? 

Ovid. Mufick of Wit! Note for th’ harmonious 
Sphears ! 
Celeftial Accents, how you ravifh me! 


Poetafter.. 


Tibu. What is it, Ovsd ? 


Ovid, ThatI muft meet my Julia, the Princefs Fulia. | 


 Tihe Whete? |. 

' Ovid. Why, at 

fion fo trdnfports me. - | , - 
716%. I'll {ave your pains: it is at Aldine Houle, 

The Jewellers, where the fair Lycoris lyes. 
Ovid, Who? Cytheris; Cornelins Gallus Love ? 

_ Tibe. T, he’ll be there too, and my: Plsatis, 
Ovid. And why notyour Delia?) | 
Tsba. Yes, and your Corinne. 


Heart, I have forger : my Paf- 


Ovid. True, but my {weet Tibullus, keep: that feoret : | 


I would not, for all Rome, ic thould be thought, 
I vail bright Fulie underneath that Name: 
Julia the Gem and Jewelof my Soul, .. | 
Tha takes her Honours from the golden. Sky, 
As Beanty. doth all luftre from her Eye .- 
The Air refpires the pure Elyzian Sweets - 


In which fhe breaths, ‘and from her Looks defoend 7 


The Glories of the Summer. Heaven: the iS, 
Prais’d in her felf above ali praife: and'e -- 
Which hears.her fpeak, would. fwear the tuneful Orbes 


Turn’d in his Zewith only. Tibs. Publius, chou'le lofe 


ub = ae 
Ovid. O, in no Labyrineh caf I fafelier err, 
Than when I lofe oy it in praifing her. | 
Hence Law, and welcom Mujes} though not rich, 
Yet are you Ppleafing.: let’s be reconcil’d, 

nd now made one. Henceforth, I promife faith, 
And all my ferious hours to fpend with you : 
With you, whofe Mufick ftriketh on my Heart, 
And with bewitching tones fteals forth my Spirit, 
In Fulia’s name ; fair Fulia: Fulia’s Love. 
Shall be a Law, and that fweet Law Pll ftudy, 


_ | The Law, aad are of facred Fulia’s Love: 


All other Objeés will but Abje@s prove. 

pertiws, anone 
Ovid. O, how does my Sextus ? 

- Tibu. Faith, full of forrow for his Cynthie’s death, 
Ovid. What, ftill ? : 
Tsbu. Still, and {till more, his Griefs do grow upon him, . 


(Ttbu..Come, we thall have thee as paflionate as Pro. 


As do his hours. Never did I know | 
An underftanding Spirit fo take to heart 
The common work of Fate. Ovid. O my Tsbullus, 


| Let us not blame him : for, againft fuch chances, 


The heartieft ftrife of Vertue .is not proof. 
We may read Conttancy and Fortitude 
To other Souls ; but had our felves been ftruck 


With the like Planet, had our Loves (like his) 


Been ravitht from us by injurious Death, 


And in the height, and heat of our beft days, 


It would have cracke our Sinnews, fhrunk our Veins, 
And made our very Heart-ftrings jar, like his. 7 
Come, let’s go take him forth, and prove, if mirth 


‘Or Company will but abate his Paffton. 


7ib. Content, and I implore the Gods it may. 


Act II. Scene I. 
Albins, Crifpinus, Chloe, Maids, Cytheris. 


Mx Crifpinus, you are welcom : Pray’ ufe a 
Stool, Sir. Your Coufin Cytheris will come down 
prefently. We are fo bufie for the receiving of. thefe 
Courtiers here, that 1. can fcarce be 2 Minute wich my 
a thinking of them: Pray you fit, Sir: Pray you 
it, Sir. - % 
Crif. IT am very well, Sir. Ne’re truft me, but you 
are moft delicately feated here, full of {weet delight and 
blandifhment ! an excellent Air, an excellent Air! 


Albi. 


Is 
We! 


Albi. I, Sir, ’tisa pretey air. - Thefe Coartiers’ run-in | 


my gind ftill; I muft look out: for Fupiters fake, fic, 


Sir. Or pleafe you walk into che Garden? There’sa | 


Garden on the back-fide. 


Crif. 1am moft ftrenuonfly well, I thank you, Sir. 
Albi. Much good do you, Sir age 
Chlo. Come, bring thofe Perfumes forward a fittle, 
and ftrew fome Rofes and Violets here; Fie, here be 
Rooms favour the moft pitifully rank thae ever I fele: I 
cry the Gods Mercy, my Husband’s in the wind of us. 
Albi. Why this is good, excellenc, excellent : well faid, 
my {weet Chloe: Trim up your Houfe moft qui- 


oufly, 

Chi For Vulcan's fake, breath fomewhere elfe : in 
troth you overcome our Perfumes exceedingly, you are 
too predominant. - | 

Alpi. Hear bute my opinion, {weet Wile. | 

Chilo. A Pin for your opinion. In fincerity, if you be 
thus fullome to me in every thing, Pll be divorced ; 
Gods my Body ? you know what you were before I 
married you ; I was a Gentlewoman born, 1; I toft all 
my Friends to be a Citizens Wife, becaufe I heard in- 
deed, they kepe their Wives as fine as Ladies; and that 
we might rale our Husbands like Ladies, and do what 
i lifted ; do you think 1 would have married you 


Albi. 1 acknowledge, fweet Wife, fhe fpeaks: the beft 
ef any Woman in Italy, and moves as mightily : which 
makes me, I had rather fhe fhould make Bumps on my 
Head, as big as my two Fingers, than I would offend 
her. Bue {weer Wife—— | 

Cblo. Yet again? Is’c not grace enough for you, chat 

I call you Husband, and you call me Wife : but you 
muft ftill be poking me, againft my will, to things? 
' Albi, But you know, Wife, here are the greaceft La- 
dies, and Gallanreft Gentlemen of Rome, to be enter- 
tain’d in our Houfe now: and I would fain advife thee, 
fo entertain them in the beft fore, 7 faith, Wife. 

Chlo. In fincerity, did you ever hear a man talk fo 
idly 2; You would feem to be Mafter ? you would have 
your Spoke in my Cart? you would advife me to en- 
tertain Ladies and Gentlemen? becaufe you can mar- 
fhal your Pack-needles, Horfe-combs, Hobby-Horfes, and 
Wall-candle-fticks in your Ware-houfe better than I, 
therefore you can tell how to entertain Ladies and Gen- 

nip, Aefolks better chan I? 
«t. 9 Albi. O my fweet Wife, upbraid me not wich that : 
/os* Gain favours {weetly from any thing ; he that re- 
{pects to’ get, muft relith all Commodities alike 5 and 
poadmic no difference betwixt Odd and Frankincenfe ; or 
the moft precious Balfamum and a Tar-barrel. 

Chlo. Marry fough: You fell Snuffers‘too, if you be 
remembred, but I pray you let me buy them out of your 
hand ; for I cell you true, I cake it highly in Snuff, to 
learn how to entertain Gentlefolks of yeu, at thefe 
years rfaich. Alas man, there was not a Gentleman 
came to you houfe i’ your t’other Wives time, I hope ? 
nor aLady? nor Mufick 2 nor Masks? Nor you, nor 
= Houfe were fo much as fpoken of, ore I dif- 

my felf, from my Hood and my Farthingal, to chefe 
Banrrowls and your Whale-bone- Bodies. 

Albi. Look here, my {weet Wiie; I am mum, my 
dear Mummia, my Balfamum, my | aa cete, and my 
very City of. fhe has the moft beft, true, feminine 
wit in Rome ! | 

Chrif. I have heard fo, Sirs and do moft vehemently 
defire to participate the knowledge of her fair Features. 

Alsi. Ah, peace; you fhall hear more anon : be not 

feen yet, I pray you ; not yet: obferve.- : 
Chilo. Give Husbands the Head a little more, and they'll 
be nothing but Head fhorely ; what’s he there? 
Maid 1. I know not, forfooth. — 
Maid. 2. Who would you fpeak wich, Sir 2 
Crif; T would {peak with my Coufin Cysberis, 
e, goad, Mats Fe att fltum. G. Ati ble. 
Pucseus hi Bnet orto af fp po fpr op be. g 
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_ Maid. 2. He is one, forfooth, would fpeak with his 
Coufin Cythera. | . 
Chlo. Is fhe your Goufin, Sir? , 

' bri, Yes in truth, forfooth, for faule of a better 
Célo. She is a Gentlewomau ? ~ >. 
Cri. Or elfe the fhould not be my Coufin, I 

Olu. . ; an ws ehoeds cle a 

' Chho.' Are you a Gentleman born ? | - 7 
7 That Iam, Ladys you fhall feé mine Arms, if’ 

pleafe you. 2 | 


Chis. No, your ‘Legs do fifficiently thew you ire ay 97-2” 
Getleman born Sir: for a Man born upon little Legs, gf. 166 


always @ Gentleman born. f° suas 
Crif. Yet, I pfay you, vonchfafe the fight of my Ws _ fa 
tan’ Bn) 


mre; 
oe 


affure 


Arms, Miftrefs; for I bear them 4bout me, to have ’ent 
feen : my nameis Crifpinse, or Cri-[pinas indeed which 


is wellexpreft in my Arms, (a Face crying i Chief; andjp== 
beneath tt a bloody Tos; between phree Thorns Pw; Shs , 
co) Sa Sel Ms oar ae” in ae One G7 of, 


hen you are welcome, ‘Sir, now you are a-Fenyil. 
Gentleman born, I ¢an find in my Heart to welcom you : ae 
for I am Gentlewoman born too, and will bearmy Head 

high enough, though *twere my: fortune to marry 4 
Tradefman. : | So 

Crif. No doubt of that, fweet Featute, your Carriagé 
thews icin any Mans Eye, that is carried upon you with. 

Judgment. | sah a 7s 
Alb. Dear Wife, be not angry. [He w fill going in and ont. 
Cblo. God’s my ‘Paffion ! - ‘a - 

Alb. Hear me but one thing ; let not your Maids {et 
Cufhions in the Parlor Windows; hor inthe Dining- 
Chamber Windows; nor upon Stools, in either of them, 
in any cafe; for tis: Tavern-likes but lay ther one up- 
on another, in forhe out-room or corner of the Dining- 
Chamber. a e 

Cble. Go, go, meddle with your Bed-chamber only ; 
or rather. with your Bed in your Chamber only ; or-ra- 
thet with your Wife in your Bed only ; or on my faitH 
PU not be pleas’d with youonly. = oO 

Alb, Look here, my dear Wife, entertain that Gentle- 
man kindly, I pry’thee——mum.  ___ 

Clo. Go, I need your inftructions indeed ; anger me 
no more, I advife you. ' Citi-fin, quoth’a! fhe’s 4 wife / 
a y faich, will marry her felt to the fin of 
the City. | 

Alb. But this tinte, and no more (by Heaven) Wife 
hang no Pictures in che Hall, nor in the Dining-cham- 
ber, in any cafe, but in the Gallery only; for ’tis not 
courtly elfe, o’my word, Wife. _ 

Chio. ’Sprecious, tiever have done! 

Alb. Wife.—— | | _ | 

Cblo. Do [not bear a reafonable corrigible hand 
him, Grifpinus 2 | | | | 

Crif. By thisHand, Lady, you hold 4 moft fweechand : 
over him. | 7 

Alb. And then for the great gile Andirons———— 

Chlo, Again! would the Andirons were in your great 
Guts for mé. - | : 

Alb. I do vanith Wife. 

Chlo. How thall I do, Mafter Cri/pinws ? here will 
be all the braveft Ladies in Court prefently to fee 
ee Coufin Cyther : Othe Gods! how might I be- 

ave my felf now, as to entertain them moft 
Courtly : | 

Crif. Marry, Lady, if you will entertain them moft 
Courtly, you muft do thus: as foon as ever your Maid 
or your Man brings you word they are come; you muft 
fay (A Pox on ’em, what do they here?) And yet when 
they come, fpeak them as fair, and give them the 
kindeft Welcome in words, that can be. 

Chlo. Is that the tathion of Courtiers, Cri/pines ? 

Crif. T affure you, it is, Lady, I have obferv’d ie. 

Chilo. For your Pox, Sir, it is eafily hic on; but *tis 
not fo dafie to fpeak fair after methinks. 
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Alb. O Wife, the Coaches are come, on my word, a 
number of Coaches and Courtiers. 
[Chlo, A Poxonthem, what do they here? | 

Alb, How now Wife! would’ft thou not have *em 
come ? | 

Ghlo. Come ? come, you are a Fool, you: He knows 
not the trick on’e. Call Cythers, I pray you: and good 
Mafter Crifpinws, you can obferve, you fay ; let me 


/67 entreat you for all the Ladies Behaviours, Jewels, Jefts, 


and Attires, that you marking as well asI, we may put 
both our marks together, when they are gone, and con- 
fer of them. | | 

Chrif. [warrant you, fweet Lady ; let me alone to 


_obferve, till I turn my felfco nothing but obfervation. 
‘Good morrow Coutin Cythers. 


Cyth, Welcome kind Coufin. What? are they come? 
Alb. I your Friend Cornelins Gallus, Ovid, Tibullusy 
Propertins, with Fulia the Em pee en and the 
Lady Plautia, are lighted at the Door 5 and with them 
Hermogenes Tigellius, the cxcellene Mufician. 
| Crib Come, let us go meet chem, Cdloe. 
Chloe. Odferve, Chrifpinus. 
; Crif. Ava Hairs breadch, Lady, I warrant you. 


Act IL Scene Hl. 


Gallus, Ovid, Tsbullus, Propertius, Hermogenes, Fulia, Plau- 
tia, Cythers, Chloe, Albins, Crifpinu. | 


H Ealth to the lovely Chloe: you muft pardon me, 
A MiftrefS, thae I prefer chis fair Gentlewoman. 

Cyth. I pardon, and praife you for it, Sir ; and I be- 
fecch your Excellence, receive her Beauties into your 
knowledge and favour. | - 

Fol. Cytheris, fhe hath favour, and behaviour, that 
commands as much of me: and fweet Chice,. know I 
do exceedingly love you, and that I will approve in a- 
ny Grace my Father the Emperor may fhew you. Is 
this your Husband ? | 

Alb. For fault of a better, if it pleafé your Highne&. 

_ Cblo. Gods my life! how he fhames me! 

Cyth. Not a whit, Chloe, they all think you politick, 
and witty ; wife Women chufe not Husbands for the 
Eye, Merit, or Birth, but Wealth and Sovereignty. 

Ovid. Sir, we all come to gratulate, for the good re- 
port of you. 

T:b. And would be glad to deferve your Love, Sir. 

Alb. My Wife will anfwer you all, Gentlemen; Pll 
come to you again prefently. 

Plax. You have chofen you a moft fair Companion 
here, Cytherz, and a very tair Houfe. 

Cyth. To both which, you and all my Friends are ve- 


ry welcome, Plautia. 


Chilo. With all my heart, I affure your Ladihhip. 

Plau. Thanks, fweet Miftrefs Chloe. 

Ful. You muft needs come to Court, Lady, i’faich, 
and there be fure your welcome thall be as great to us. 

Ovid. She will deferve it, Madam. I fee, even in 
her Looks, Gentry, and general Worthinefs. | 
' 7b. T have not feen a more certain Character of an 


excellence difpofition. 


Alb. Wife. . | 

Chlo, O,-thev do fo commend me here, the Courti- 
ers! what's the matter now? | 

4lb. For the Banquet {weet Wife. 

Chilo. Yes ; and I muft needs come to Court, and be 
welcome, the Princefs fays. 

Gal, Ovid, and Tibullss, you may be bold to welcome 
your Miftreffes here. 
~ Ovid. We find it fo, Sir. 

Tib. And thank Cornelins Gallus, 


Ovid. Nay, my {weet Sextws, in faith thou art not 


fociable. 


Prop In faich, Tam not, Publius ; nor I cannot. | 
sick minds, are like fick men that burn with Feavers, - . 
Who when they drink, pleafe but a prefenc tafte, —- - 
And after bear a more impatient fic. 

Pray let me leave you; I offend you all, 
And my felf moft. Gal. Seay, fweet Propertins. ‘ 

7#b. You yield too much unto your griefs, and fate, 
Which never hurts, but when we fay it hurts us. 

Prop. O peace Tibullus ; your Phslofophy 
Lends you too rough a hand to fearch my Wounds. 
Speak they of griefs, that know to figh and grieve ? 
The free and unconftrained {pirit feels : 
No weight of my Oppreflion. Ovid. Worthy Romen | 
Methinks I tafte his Mifery, and could 
Sit down, and chide at his malignant Stars. 

Jul. Methinks I love him, that he loves fo truly. 

Cytb, This is the perfe&ft love, lives after death. . 

Gal. Such is the conftant ground of vertue ftill. 

Plaw. It putsonan infeperable Face. 

CéJo. have you mark’t every thing, Cri/pinus? 

Crif. Every thing, I warrant you. 

Chlo, What Gentlemen are thefe ? do you know them ? 

Crif. I, they are Poets, Lady. 3 

Rice Poets? they did not talk of me finceI went, did 
they: 
Crif; O yes, and extell’d your Perfeaions to the 
eavens. 

Clo, Now in fincerity, they be the fineft kind of men 
that ever I knew: Poets ? Could not one get the Empe- 
ror to make my Husband a Peet, think you? 

Crif. No, Lady, ’cis Love, and Beauty make Poets: 
and fince you like Poets fo well, your Love and Beau 
ties fhall make mea Poet. | . * 

Chlo. What, fhall they ? and fuch aone as thefe? . 

Crif. I, and a better than chefe : I would be forry elfe? 

Chilo. And fhall your Looks change? and your Haic | 
change ? and all like thefe 2» 

rif. Why, a Man may be a Poet, and yet not change 
his Hair, Lady. 


— 


é 


y 
| Cblo, Well, we thall fee your cunning : yet if you sg 


C e¢ your Hair, I pray do. LL 
Alb, Ladies, and Lordings, there’s a flight Banquet 
ftays within for you, pleafe you draw near, and a it, Ml 

wl. We thank you, good Albins : but when fhall we- 
fee thofe excellent Jewels you are commended to have? 


lb. At your Ladifhips Service. I got ghat Speech b 
feeing a Play laft day, and ic did me icone Grace =i 
I fee, ‘tis good to colle& fometimes; Pll frequent thefe 
ef more than I have done, now I come to be familiar 
with Courtiers. | 

Gal. Why, how now, Hermogenes? what aileft chou 
trow ? 

Her. A little Melancholy, let me alone, pr’y thee. 

Gal. Melancholy ! how fo ? 

Her, With riding : a Plague on all Coachesfor me. 

Chlo. Is that hard-favour’d Gentleman a Poet. too; 
Cytheris ? 7 

Cyth. No, this is Hermogenes, as humorous as a Poet 
though : he is a Mufician. 

Chlo. A Mufician 2? then he can fing. 2 
, Cyth. That he can excellently ; did you never hear 

im ? 

Chlo.O no: will hé be entreated, think you ? | 

Cyth. I know not. Friend, Miftrefs Chloe would 
fain hear Hermcgenes fing : Are you interefted in 


him ? 


Gal. No doubt, his own Humanity will command, 
him fo far, to the fatisfa@ion of fo fair a Beauty + 
bur rather than fail, wee’ll all be Suicers co him. 

Her. ’Cannot fing. 

Gal. Pr’y thee, Hermogenes. 

Her. Cannot fing. | | | 

Gal. For honour of this Gentlewoman, to whofe 
Houfe, I know thou maift be ever welcome. | 

Chlo, That 
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Chlo. ‘That he fhall in eruch, Sir, if he can fing. Purely jealous, I would bave by, ® 
Ovid. What’s that ? | | Then only conftant wher I crave bers 
Gal. This Gentlewoman is wooing Hermogenes for a Tis a Vertue fhould not fave her. / 
ng. ar | Thus, nor her delicates would cloy me, 
Ovid. A Song? come, he fhall not deny her. Her- _. Neither ber peevihne/s aisnoy me. 
mogenes ? i | ae 
| ‘Her. ‘Cannot fing. -_ Fal. Nay, Hermogenei, your Merit hath long fince 
Gal. No, the Ladies muft do it, he ftays but to have | been both known, and admir‘d of us. 
their Thanks acknowledg’d as a Debt co his Cunning. Herm, You thall hear me fing another: riow willl ./47 
. Ful, That thal noe wane: our felf willbe the firftthall | begin. : | | 
promife to pay him more than thanks, upon a favour fo| Gall. We thall do this Gentlemaiis Banquet too much 
worthily vouchfaf’e. : Wrong, that ftays for us, Ladies. 
Her, Thank you, Madam, but will not fing. | wl. “Tis true: and well thought on, Cornelius Gallus. 
7b, Tut, the only way to win him, isto abftain from} Her. Why ’tis but a fhore Air, *ewill be done prefenc- 
intreating him. — | | ly, pray’ flay; ftrike Mufick. _ 
Crif. Do you love finging, Lady ? Ovid. No, good Hermogenei: we'll end this difference 
Chlo, O, paflingly. 3 within, — <4, DT. oath 3. 7. ; 
Crif. Inteeat the Ladies, to intreat me co fing then, I} Ful. °Tis the common Difeafe of all your Muficians, 
befeech you. | | that they know no mean, te be intreated either co begin 
Célo. I befeech your Grace, intreat this Gentleman to | or end. —— 
fing. ; lb. Pleafe you lead the way, Gentiles ? 
ful. That we will, Chloe; can he fing excellently ? All. Thanks; good Albius. oor 
Chilo. I chink fo, Madam: for he intreated me, to in-} 4/6. O, what a Charm of Thanks was here put upon 
treat you, to intreat him to fing. : me: O Jove, what a fetting forth it isto a Man, to have 
Crif. Heaven and Earth ! would you tell chat ? many Courtiers come to his Houfe’! Sweetly was it faid 
‘ful. Good Sir, let’s intreat you to ufe your Voice. of a good old Houfe-keeper ; I bad rather want Meat 
Crif. Alas, Madam, I cannot in truth. than want Guefts : efpecially if they be courtly Guetts. 
Pls. The Gentleman is modeft: I warrant you, he | For, never truft me, if one of their good Legs made 
fings excellently. | | ina Houfe, be not worth all the good Chear a Man can 
Ovid, Hermogenes, clear your Throat: I fee by him, | make them. He that would have fine Guefts, let him 
here’s a Gentleman will worthily challenge you. ; have a fine Wife; he that would have a fine Wife, lec 
*  Crif. Not I, Sir, Pil challenge no Man. him come to me. ae | , 
I#b. That’s your modefty, Sir: but we, out of an} Crif be your kind leave; Mafter Albin. 
affurance of your:excellency, challenge him in your be-| 4/4. What, you are not gone, Mafter Cri/pinus? 
half. | . | Crif. Yes faith, I have a defign draws me hence: 
Crif. Ethank you, Gentlemen, Pil do my beft. pray’ Sir, fafhion me an Excufe to the Ladies. 
. Herm. Let that beft be good, Sir, you were beft. Alb. Will you not ftay, and fee the Jewels, Sir? I - 
_ Gall. O, this contention is excellent. What is’t you | pray you ftay. | | 
fing, Sir? 4 rif. Not for a Million, Sir, now. Let it fuffice, I 
{ Crif. If I freely may difcover, &c. Sir, Vl fing that. muft relinquifh ; and fo in a word, pleafe you toex- 
_Ovid. One of your own Compofitions, Hermogenes. | piate this Complement. — 
‘He offers you vantage enough. | lb. Mum. | 
Crif. Nay truly, Gentlemen, Dll challenge no Man—:| — Crif. Pll prefently go and enghle” fome Broker, for a 
I can fing but one Staff of the Ditty neither. Poets Gown, and befpeak a Garland : and then Jeweller, 
Gall. The beter : Hermogenes himfelf will be intreated | look to your beft Jewel y’ taith. 
to fingthe other. | m2 y 
| KG/law Ab fig VI Oy. 
ee ee ee AG IIL. Scene 1.“ Ztr-n cng Be typ 
FIf ; d: Pa aeee ++ Sr- . | v Ygfaghe Pastis Afi 
ad ata! Mas! ballad Horace, Crifpinus, “4-7 jab Goria A} pth, 7 
I What ac hii plea me in my Lover : | a iP ed eb ogre. - a7 “a i 
: I would have her fair and witty, w “WAh? yes; I will begin an Ode fo ¢ afd it thalf be 
Savouring more of Court than City ; to Mecenas. as | 
A little proud, but full of pity: Crif. “Slid, yonder’s Horace ! they fay he’s an ' 
Light and humorous in ber toying, excellent Poet: Mecenfs loves him. Tl fall into his ac- 
oft building hopes, and foon deftroying 3 quaintance; if Ican; I think he be compofing as he 
Long, but faveet in the ee 3 | goes 1? the Street! ha? ’tis a good humour, if he be: 
Neither too eafe, nor too hard: Wl compofe too. | Mtv he 
All extreams I 2vould have barr'd. Hor. Swell me a Bowl with lufty Wine, Hor. Lib. » aap 
| | Til I may fee the plump Lyzus fwim 1. Sut. 9.7 o« @ 
Gall. Believe me, Sir, you fing moft excellencly. : Above the brim: Lafey, Fe Oe sa esg vt 
Ovid. If there were a Praife above Excellence, the | J drink, as I would write, 2740.26 4 aie ag WA ‘ hes 
Gentleman highly deferves it. In flowing meafure, fill'd with flame and [prite. J/ )< Ve%tem of 
Herm. Sir, all chis doth not yet make me envy you: rif. orace, Minerva, and the Mafes {tand au- | 
for I know I fing better than you. {picious to thy defigns, How far’ft thou, {weet Man ? 
Tib. Attend Hermogenes, now. | Frolick ? Rich? Gallant ? ha? 
7 Hor. Not greatly Gallant, Sir, like my Fortunes ; 
II, well. . 
I am bold to take my leave, Sir, you’ll notght elfe, Sir, 
_ She fhould be allowed ber paffions, would you ? 
So they were but us'd as Fafbions 3. Crif. ‘Troth, no, bute I could with thou did’ft know us, | 
Sometimes froward, and then frowning; Horace, we area Schollar, I affure thee. 7 
Sometimes fickifh, and then fwooning, Hor. A Schollar, Sir? I thall be covetous of your fair _ 
’ na _ Every Fit with change ftill crowning. knowledg. : 
__& 7 av us aisle tpt ae tal f- Jay . 0 Nay buns wae Son+t4y be ‘ ‘ Vifgo , 
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® -}) Cri. Grameggy, good Horace. Nay we are new turn’d 
Poet too, which is more; and a Satyrifé too, which is 
more than that: I write juft inthy vein, I. Tam for 
| _ your Odes or your Sermones, or any thing indeed ; we 
3 1 are a Gentleman befides : se name is Rufus Laberius 
, \ Crifpinss, We are a pretty Stock too. : 
a . To the proportion of your Beard, I chink ic, 
Sir. . 
Cri. By Phebus, here’s a molt neat fine Street, is’t not? 
I proteft to thee, I am enamour’d of this Street now, 
| ' more than of half the Sereets of Rome again ; ’tis fo polite, 
, and terfe ! There’s the Front of a Building now. I ftu- 
¥ dy Architecture too: if ever I fhould build, Pld havea 
Houfe juft of chat Pro/pedive. : 
Hor. Doubtlefs, chis Gallanes Tongue has a good turn, 
when he fleeps. 
Crif. [do make Verfes, when I come in fuch a Street 
[| as this: O your City-Ladies, you fhall ha’ ’em fit in e- 
| very Shop like the Afs/es ofPring you the Cafalian 
Dews, and the 7e/pian Liquors, to as many as have but 
fip of their Lips. 


the fweet Grace and Audacity to 
Did you never hear any of my Verfes? 
Hor. No, Sir (but Iam in fome fear I muft now.) 
" | Crif. ty cell che ey S I a but sig em) I 
.g,||compos’d e’en now’ of a dreffing, I faw a Jewellers 
fof y a4 | Wile wear, who indeed was a Jewel her felf: I prefer 
that kind of Tire now, what’s thy opinion, Horace ? 
« Aabie: Hor. With your Silver Bodkin, ic does well, Sir. 
ar: Crif. I cannot cell” but it firs me more than all your 
urt-curls, or your Spangles, or your Tricks: I affe@ 
not thefe high Gable-ends, thefe Zx/cane Tops, nor your 
Coronets, nor your Arches, nor your Pyramid’s; give 
4.| Mea fine {weet—— little delicate dreffing with a Bod- 
kin, as you fay: anda Mufhrome, for all your other 
Ornatures. 
Hor. Is’t not poffible to make an efcape from him? 
Crif. [have remitted my Verfes, all this while, I think, 
T ha’ forgot ’em. 
Hor. Here’s he, could with you had elfe. 
Crif. Pray ove, I can entreat ’em of my Memory. 
Hor, You put your memory to too much trouble, Sir. 
‘ Crif. No {weet Horace, we muft not have thee: think 
0. | 


Hor. Icry you mercy ; then, they are my Ears 
_ That muft be tortur’d: well, you muft have patience 
Ears. | : 
\  Crif. Pray thee, Horace, obferve. 
Hor. Yes, Sir: your Satcin Sleeye begins to_freg at the 
ug ¢ltat is underneath it, I do obferve: And your ample 


<a, fo ; 
. ; elvet Bafes‘are not without evident ftains of a hot dif- 
, tai YZ ofition naturally. eee 


é yuu. ASCrif. O—— I'll dye them into another Colour, at plea- 
ah EM - J: Sure : how many yards of Velvet doft thou chink ed 
| contain? . 

Hor, I have put him now in a frefh way 

oO vex ‘me more :: Faith, Sir, your Mercers Book 

Will cell you wich more patience, than I can. 

(For I am croft, and fo’snor that, I chink.) 

Crif. Slight, chefe Verfes have loft me again: . I thall 
not invite ’em to mind, now. | 

_ Hor. Rack not your thoughts, good Sir; rather defer ie 

To a new time; I'll meet you at your Lodging, 

Or where you pleafe : Till then, ‘fove keep you, Sir. 
Crif. Nay, gentle Horace, {tay ; I haveit, now. 
Hor. Yes, Sir. Apollo, Hermes, Fupiter, look down up- 

on me. 
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| Cri. Rich was thy bap, faveet dainty Cap, 
There to be placed : | 
Where thy {mooth black, fleek white may mack, 
And both be graced. | 


ys 


then ficek, as the paralel to fmooth, that went before. A 
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kind of Paranomafie, or Agnomination : do yqu conceive, 
Sir ? 
Hor. Excellent. Troth, Sir, I muft be abrupt and leave 


you. | 
Crif. Why what hafte haft thou? pr’y thee ftay a lit. 
tle ; chou thale not go yet, by Phebus. 
_ Hor, I fhall not? whae Remedy ? Fie, how I fweat 
with Suffering !. 
Crif. And then—— | 
Hor. Pray, Sir, give me leave to wipe my Face a 
ittle. . | 
Crif. Yes, do, good Horace. 
Hor. Thank you, Sir. 
Death ! I muft crave his leave to pifs anon 3 
Or that I may go hence with half my Teeth : A/«~- 
I am in tome fuch fear. is Tyranny 
Is ftrange, to take mine Ears up by Commiffion, — 
(Whether I will or no) and make them Stalls ny 
To his lewd Soleci/ms wo rath. ae 
Happy thou, olanus, now I fay ; 
Whote freedom, and impatience of this fellow, 
Would long ere this, have call’d him Fool, and Fool, 
And rank, and tedious Fool, and have flung Jefts 
As hard as Stones, till chou hadft pelted him 
Out of the place: whilftmy tame Modelty 
Suffers my Wit be made a folemn Afs 
To bear his Fopperies-—— 
Crif: Horace, thou art miferably affected to be gone, 
I fee. But—— pr’y thee, let’s prove to enjoy theea while. 
Thou haft no bufinefs, I affure me. Whether is thy 
journey directed? ha?” 
Hor. Sir, 1am going to vifit a friend that’s fick. 
Crif. A Friend ? What’s he ? do not I know him ? 
Hor. No, Sir, youdo not know him ; and ’tis not the 
worfe for him. | 
Crif; What’s his Name ? where’s he lodg’d ? 
or. Where I fthall be fearful to draw you out of 
our way, Sirs a great way hence; pray’, Sir, let’s 
part. ; ; 
Crif, Nay, but where is't ? I pr’y thee, fay, 
Hor. On the far fide of all Zyber yonder, by Cefars 
Gardens. | 
Crif. O that’s my courfe dire@ly ;I am for you. 
Come go ; why ftand’ft chou ? , 
Hor. Yes, Sir: marry the Plague is in that part of 
the City ; I had almoft forgot to tell you, Sir. , 


Cri. Fough, it is no matter, I fear no Peftilence, I. 


ha’ not offended Phebus. / “+ 

Hor. I have, it feems, or elfe this heavy Scourge 
Could ne’er have lighted on me——_- 

Crif. Come, along. ° 

Hor. ] am to go down fome half mile, this way, Sir, 
firft, co {peak with his Phyfician: And from thence to 
- Apothecary, where I thall ftay the mixing of divers 

rugs——.——— | 

Crif. Why, it’s all one, I have nothing to do, andl 
love not to be idle, I'll bear thee company. How call 
thou the Apothecary? . | 

Hor. Othat I khew a name would fright him now. 
Sir Rhadamanthus, Rhadamanthus, Sir. 
There’s one {fo call’d, is a juft Judge in Hell, 
And doth infli@ ftrange Vengeante on all thofe, 
That (here on Earth) torment poor patient Spirits. 

Crif. He dwells at the three Faries, by Fanus’s 
Temple? 3 

Hor. Your ’Pothecary does, Sir. | 
’ Crif: Heart, lowe him Money for Sweet-meats, and 
he has laid to arreft me, I hear : but-—— 

Hor. Sir, I have made a moft folemn vow, I will 
never bail any Man.° 

Crif. Well then, I'll fwear, and {peak him fair, if the 
worft come. But his name is Wines, not Rhadamar 
thus, Horace. 


Ebr. That 


oO 


_ Poetafter. 


Hor. That may be, Sir : I but guefs’d at his Name by 
his Sign.: But your Minos is a Judge too, Sir? 

— Crif. I protett to chee, Horace, (do but tafte me once) 
if I do know my felf, and mine own Vertues cruly, thou 
wile not make that efteem of Varius, or Virgil, or Tsbul- 
Jes, or any of ’em indeed, ‘as now in thy ignorance thou 

Idoft ; which I am content to forgive: I would fain fee 

which of thefe could pen more Verfes in a day, or with 

| more facility, chan I; or chat could court his Miftris, 
kifs tier Hand, make better {pore wich her Fan, or her 
Dog———— 

' Hor. I cannot bail you yet, Sir. 

Crif. Or that could move his Body more gracefully, 
I hor dance better: You fhould fee me, were ic not i’ the 
Street——_— ; _ 3 
Hor.-Nor yet. | 
VA . Crif. Why, Ihave been a Reveller, and at my Cloth 


ee) 


of silver Sute, and my long Stocking}'in my: time, and 
/ will again | : 
Hor. If you may be trufted, Sir. 
Crif. And then for my AipRInR » Hermogenes himfelf 
vies me, that is your only Maiter of Mufick you have 
in Rome. 
Hor. Is yout Mother living, Sir ? 
Crif. Au: Convert thy. Thoughts to fomewhat elfe, 
I pray thee. 
Hor. You have much of the Mother in you, Sir: 
Your Father is dead ? . 
| Crif. I, thank Jove, and my Grandfather too, and 
all my Kinsfolks, and well compos’d in their Urns. 
Hor. The more their happinefs, that reft in peace, 
Free from th’ abundant Torture of thy Tongue :. 
Would I were with them too. Cri. What's that,Horace ? 
Hor. I now remember me, Sir, of a fad Fate 
A Cunning Woman, one Sabella, fung, “ ¥ Peps re 
When in her Urn fhe caff my Deftiny, «” ‘~ 
I being but a Child. Crif: What was’t, I pray thee? 
Hor. She told me I fhould furely never perith 
. By Famine, Poifon, or the Enemies Sword ; 
108 The Hedick Fever, Cough, or Pleurifie 
+ * Should never hurt me, nor the tardy Gout: 
But in my time I fhould be once furpriz’d 
By a ftrong tedious Talker, that fhould vex 
And almoft bring me to Confumption : | 
Therefore, (if I were wife) fhe warn’d me fhun 
All fuch long-winded Monfters, as my Bane: 
For if I could but {cape that one Difcourfer, 
I might (no doubt) prove an old aged man. 
By your leave, Sir. 7 
Crif. Tut, tut; abandon this idle Humour, ’tis nothing 
but Melancholy. *Fore ‘fove, now I think on’e, I am to 
_ appear in Court here, to aniwer to one chat has me in 

Suit: Sweet Horace, go with me, this is my Hour; if I 

neglec& it, the Law proceeds againft me. Thou art fa- 

miliar wich thefe things ; pr’y thee, if chou lov’ft me, go. 
Hor. Now, let me die, Sir, if I know your Laws, 

Or have the power to ftand fill half fo long 

In their loud Courts, as while a Cafe is argued. 

Befides, you know, Sir, where I am to go, 

And the neceffity : : | 
Crif. ’Tis true :-—— | : 
Hor. I hope the Hour of. my Releafe be come: He 

will (upon chis Confideration). difcharge me, fure. 

_ Crif. Troth, I am doubtful what I may beft do; whe- 

ther co l¢ave thee, or my Affairs, Horace. 

Hor. O. Fupiter ! me, Sir, me, by any means: I befeech 
you, me, Sin. a | 

Crif. No faith, Pll venture thofe now ; thou thalt fee I 
love thee: Come, Horace. ‘ | 

For. Nay, then I am- defperate: I follow you, Sir. 

‘Tis hard contending with a Man that overcomes thus. 
Crif. And how deals Mecenas with thee? liberally ? ha? 

Is he open-handed ? bountifal ? | 
Hor. He’s ftill himfelf, Sir. e | 
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Crif. Troth, Horace, thou art exceeding happy in thy 
Friends and Acquaintance ; they are all moft choice 
| Spirits, and of the firft Rank of Romans: I do not know 
| that Poet, I proteft, has us’d his Fortune more profpe- 
roufly than thou haft. If thou wouldft bring me known 
to Mecenas, I fhould fecond thy Defere well ; chou 
fhouldit find a good fure Affiftant of me, one that 
would {peak all good of thee in thy abfence, and be 
Content with the next Place, not envying chy: Reputa- 
tion with thy Patron. Let me not Jive, bute I think 
thou and I (in a {mall time) fhould lift them all out of 
Favour, both Virgil, Varius, and the beft of them, and 
enjoy him wholly to our felves.- | 
- Hor. Gods, you do know it, Ican hold no longer ; “ pe*/4 4" 
This’ Brize hath prickt my Patience : Sit, your Silknef -6° La ~~ 
Clearly miftakes Mecenas, and his Houfe, == tonylelyT f. Ory Bey 
To think there breaths a Spirit beneath his Roof 9 
Subject unto thofe poor Affections ; 
Of undermining Envy and Detradtion, 
Moods only proper to bafe groveling Minds. 
That Place is not in Rome, I dare affirm, 
More pure or free from fuch low common Evils. 
There sno man griev’d, that this is thought more rich, 
Or this more learned ; each man hath his Place, 
And to his Merit his Reward of Grace: 
Which with a mutual Love they all embrace. 
Crif. You report a Wonder! ’tis {carce credible, this. 
Hor. I am no Torture, to enforce you to believe it ; 
but ’cis fo. | ‘ 
Crif. Why, this enflames me with a more ardent de- 
fire to be his, than before: but I doubt I (halt firid the - 
entrance to hisFamiliarity fomewhat more than difficult, 
Horace. — a | a 
Hor. ‘Tut, you'll conquer him, as you have done me: 
There’s no ftanding out againft you, Sir, I fee thar: Ei- 
ther your Importunity, or the intimation of your good 


| Parts, or ———— 


Crif. Nay, Vl bribe his Porter, and the Grooms of: his 
Chamber, make. his-Doors open to me that way firft; — 
and then I'll obferve my Times, Say he fhould extrude 
me his Houfe to day, fhall I therefore defift, or let fall 
my Suit to morrow? No; [ll attend him, follow him, 


never leave him. What ? Man hath nothing given him, 
in this Life, without much Labour. | 

- Her. And Impudence. — 

Archer of Heaven, Phebaw, takethy Bow, 

And with a full drawn Shaft nail to the Earth 

This Python, chat I-may yet rur hence, and live: 

Or brawny Hercules, do thou come down, 

And (though thou mak’ft ic up thy Thirteenth Labour) 
Refcue me from this Hydra of Difcourfe here. 


Act III. 


Ariftins, Horace, Crifpines. 


Scene IL 


Orace, well met.. Hor. O welcome, my Reliever; _ 
Ariftiws, as thou lov’ft me, ranfom me. 
Ari, What ail{t chou, Man ? Hor.’Death, I am feis’d on 

By a Land-Remora® 1 cannot ftir, (here 
ot move, but as he pleafes, Crif- Wile thou go, Horace ? 
Hor. Heart! He cleaves to me like Alcides Shirt, 

Tearing my Flefh and Sinews: O, I ha’ been vext 

And coreurd with him, beyond forty Fevers. 

For Fove’s fake, find fome means to take me from him. 
Ari. Yes, I will: but PU go firft and tell Mecenas. 
Crif; Come, fhall we go? | 
Ari. The Jeft will make his Eyes run, i’ faith. 

Hor. Nay, Arifius? Ari. Farewell, Horace. 

_ ‘Hor. "Death: will a? leave me? Fufcus Ariftins, do. 

you hear ? Gods of Rome! You faid, you had fome- 

what to fay to me in private. 
4Ari.fI, bute I fee you are now employ’d with that 
at A 
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Gentleman ; twere Offence to trouble you : Pll take 
fome fitcer Opportunity : Farewell. 
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tafter. 


Lic. Nay, foft, Sir: Some wifer than fome. . 
, Zuc. What? and a Wit too! By. Piso, chou muft be 


Hor. Mifchief and Torment! O my Soul and Heart, | cherifh’d, Slave; here’s three Drachms for thee; hold: 


How are you crampt wich Anguifh! Death it felf . 

Brings not the like Convulfions. O, this day, 

That ever I fhould view thy tedious face-— 
Crif. Horace, what Paffion, what Humonr is this? 
Hor. Away, good Prodigie affict me not. 

(A Friend, and mock me thus!) Never was man . 

So leit under the Ax How now? 


Act Ill. Scene Ill. 


Minos, Liclors, Crifpinus, Horace. 


w*Hat’s he, in the embroider’d Hat there, with the 
Afh-colour’d Feather: His Name is Laberius Crs 
{pinu. | 

Lic. Laberius 
Name. 

Crif. Me, Sir? do you arreft me ? 

Lic. I, Sir, at the Suit of Mafter Afinos the ’Po- 
thecary. : 

Hor, Thanks, great Apollo: I will not flip thy Favour 


Sere 
— 


Ctifpinus, I arreft you in the Emperor’s 


108 
offered me in my Efcape, for my Fortunes. 
Crif. Mafter Minos ? I know no Mafter Mincs. Where’s 
Horace ?. Horace, Horace. 
Min. Sir, do not you know me? 
Crif. O yes, I know you, Mafter Minos; cry you 
mercy. But Horace ? Gods me, is he gone? 
Min. I, and fo would you too, if you knew how, 
Officer, look to him. | 
_Crif. Do you hear, Mafter Aé4inos? Pray let’s be us’d 


like a Man of ourownFafhion. By anus and Fupiter,. 


I meant to have paid you next Week, every Drachm. 
Seek not to eclipfe my Reputation thus vulgarly. 
_ Min. Sir, your Oaths cannot ferve you ; you know 
I have forborn you long. 
Crif. Tam confciobs of it, Sir. Nay, Ibefeech you, 
Gentlemen, do not exhgle me thus ; remembéer ’tis but 
for Sweet-meats—— «*¢ - pe anal, $Y, AWK Y: 
Lic. Sweet Meat muft have fowr Sauce, Sir. .Come 
long. . : 
: crf: Sweet Mafter Minos, I am forfeited to’ eternal 
¢ Difgrace, if you do not commiferaté Good Officer, 
be not fo officious. _ aia oS ene 
a 


~~ Tucca, Pyrgus, Minos, Littors, Cotton tail 
Las ced bee ead oS Se. <i ogn byt La) Lo ferd Vpn: 
| WU J Hys how now, my good brace of Blood-hounds ? 
; | Whither do you drag the Gentleman? You 
Mungrels, you Curs, you Bandogs 3 we are Captain 
Tucca that talk to: you, you inhumane Pilchers? 
Min. Sir, he is their Prifoner. 
Tuc. Their Peftilence! What are 


oy 
1 


syou,Sir? sk 


Min,.. A Citizen of Rome,Sir, © * ae 

_ Tuc. Then you are‘not far diftant frdin a Fool, Sire. 

Min. A Pothecary, Sir. ee as 

| Tuc. I knew thou waft nota Phyficiany; foughs out 

' of my Noftrils, thou ftink'ft of Lotium and the Syringe: 

away, Quackfalver. Follower, my Sword. . s 

Pyr, Here, noble Leader, 

Pil cruft you. | . fis ee 

‘Tuc. Do you hear, you Good-man Slave? Hobk, Ram, 

Rogue, Catch-pole, loofe the Gentleman, or by my Vel- 
vet Arms-——"== oe oe 
‘Lic. What will you do, Sir? 

" Tuc, Kifs thy Hand, my honourable ative Varlet, 

The Officer ftrikes ap bw Heels, 


you'll do no harni-with it: 


and embrace thee thus. 
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' Pyr. There’s half his Lendings gone. 

Tuc. Give me. ee 

Lic. No, $ir, your firft Word fhall ftand: Plt hold all. 

Tuc. Nay, but, Rogue-——— | 

Lic. You would make 2 Refcue of our Prifoner, Sir, 
you. ae 

Tuc. I a Refcue ? Away, inhumane Varlet. Come, 
come, I never rellifh above one Jeft at moft; do not 
difguft me, Sirrah, do not: Rogue, I tell thee, Rogue, 


‘| do not. 


Lic. How, Sir? Rogue ? 

Tuc. 1, why! Thou are not angry, Rafcal, art thou?’ 

Lic. I cannot tell, Sirs Iam little better, upon thef 
Terms. : 

Tuc. Ha! Gods and Friends! Why, doft hear, Rogue 
thou? give me thy Hand; I fay unto thee, thy Hand, 
Rogue. What, doft not thou know me? not me, Rogue? 
not Captain Tucca, Rogue ? 

Min. Come, pra’ furrender the Gentleman his Sword, 
Officer ; we'll have no fighting here. 

Tuc. What’s thy Name ? 

Min. Minos, an'c pleafe you. 

Tuc. Minos? Come hither, Minos; thou art a wife 


Yn 
AS 
0 ea 
ye 


Fellow, it feems ; let me talk with thee. : 
I) Crif. Was ever Wretch fo wretched as unfortunate J77 “i 
Tac. Thou are one of the Centum viri, old Boy, art Ig 
not? | | . - 
Min. No indeed, Mafter Captain. | “ 
Tuc. Go to, thou fhalt be then ; Fit ha’ thee one, Mi- 
nos. ‘Take my Sword from thofe Rafcals: doft thou fee? ‘i 
go, do it ; F cannot attempt with patienice., Whac do's, |. 
this Gentleman owe thee, little Minos ?4'F Bt. Cprony, 
Min. Fourfcore Sefferties, Sir. 2ZZ2 Are. 1444". 4. y 


Tuc, ‘What, no more ? Come, chou fhale releafe him, 
Minos : What, Pll be his Bail, thou fhale rake my Word 
old Boy, ana cafhire thefe Furies: Thou thale do’e, t 
fay, thou thalt, — — thou fhale. . 7 

Crif; Yes; and as Lam a Gentleman, and a Reveller, 
Pil make 4 Piece of Poetry, and ablolve sare 
thefe five days. 

Tuc. Come, Minos is not to learn how to ufe a Gent’: 
man of Quality, I know: My Sword: If he pay chee 
not, I will; and I mutt, old Boy. Thou fhalt be my 


| 


1 ’Pothecary too. Haft good Eringo’s, Minos? 


Min. The beft in Rome, Sir. 

Tuc. Go to then Vermine, know the Houfe. 

Pyr. I warrant you, Colonel. os 
' Tuc. Fort this Gentleman, VAs 2 

Min. Pil cake your Word, Captain. 

Tuc. Thou haft it. My Sword—— 

Min. Yes, Sir: Bue you muft difcharge the Arreft, 
Mafter Cri/pinzs. a | : 

Tuc. How, Minos? Look in the Gentléman’s Face, 
and but read his Silence. Pay, pays ’tis Honour, Minos. 

Crif. By ‘fove, fweet Captain, you do mott infinitely 
endear and oblige me t6 you. — 

Zuc. ‘Tut, Icannot complement, by Mars; but Fapi- 
ter love me, as I love good Words, and geod Clothes, and 
there’s ah end. Thou fhakt givé my Boy that Girdle and 
Hangei$Jwhen thou haft worn them a little more—— 

Crif. O Jupiter! Captain, he thall have them now 
prefencly: Pleafe you to be acceptive, young Gentleman: ) 
. Pyr. Yes, Sir, fear not ; ¥ hall accept; I havea pretty 
foolifh humonr of taking, if you_knew all. X 

Tuc. Not riow, you fhall not take, Boy. | 

- Crif. By my truth, and earneft, bue he fhall, Captain, 


‘by your leave. 


Tuc. Nay,.and a’ {wear by his truth, and earneft, take 


it; Boy :'do not make a Gent’man forfworn. 


_ Lic. Well, Sir, there’s your Sword ; but thank Mafter 
Minos; you had not caryed it as you do elfe. 
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Yael ad rte o~ ( Cte ae 
Tuc. Minos is juft, and you are Knaves,and--——~ 
Lic,, What fay you, Sir? 
Tc. Pals on, my good Scoundfel, pafs ons I honour 

thee: Bue that I hate to have aétion with fuch bafe 

_ Rogues as thefé, you fhoald ha’ feen me unrip their No- 

169 fes now, and have fent ’em to the next Barbers to ftitch- 

ing: for,do you fee—— I am a Man of Humour, and 
Ido love the Varlets, the honeft Varlets they have Wit 
and Valour, and are indeed good proficable —— errant 
Rogues, as any live in an Empire. Doft thou hear Poe- 
tater? fecond me. Stand up (Minos ) clofe, gather, yet, 
fo. Sir, (thou fhalt have a Quarter-fhare, be’ refolute) 
you hall, acmy requeft, take Minos by the Hand here, 
little Minos, I-will have it fo ; all Friends, and a Health : 
be not inexorable, And thou fhalt impart the Wine, old 
Boy, thou hale do’t, little Adinos, thou fhale ; make us 
pay it in our Phyfick. What? we mult live, and ho- 
nour the Gods fometimes; now Bacchus, now Comms, now 
Priapus; every God a little. What's he chae {talks by 
there, Boy, Pyrgas ? You were beft let him pafs, Sirrahs 
do, Ferret, lec him pafs, do. ‘ 
Pyr, ’Tis a Player, Sir. | 
Pas A Player? Call him, call che. lowfie Slave hi- 
ther : What, will he fail by, and not once ftrike, or vail 
co a Man of War? ha? Do you hear? you Player, 

Rogue, Stalker, come back here: No refpect to Men of 

Worthip, you Slave 2 What, you are proud, you Rafcal, 


t 
J 


[AL 
_ipyou two-peny Tear-mouth ? You have Fortuné,ind the 
good Year on hae fide, you Stinkard, you have,you have. 
“Ty. Nay, weet Captain, be confin'd to fome Rea- 
fon ; I proteft I faw you not, Sir. | | 
Tuc. You did not? Where was your fight, Oedipus ? 
‘You walk with Hares Eyes do you? I'll ha’’em glaz’d, 
[Rogue ; and you fay the word, they fhall be glaz’d for 
| | you: Come, we muft have you turn Fidler again, Slave, 
[4 get a Bafe Violin at your back, and march in a Tawn 
, Goat, with one Sleeve, to Goofé-Fair¥ then you'll 
(09 know us, you'll fee us then, you will, Gulch, you will. 
| Theg,; Will’c pleafé your Worthip to.have any Mulfick, 
_ , Caprain? | | 
. | if. Nay, good Captain. : a 
‘og Tuc. What, do you laugh, Owleglas ? Death, you per- 
“ ftempruous Varlet, I am none of your Fellows : Ihave 
~ commanded a hundred and fitty fuch Rogues, I. 
1 Pyr. I, and moft of that hundred and fiffy have 
been Leaders of ta Legion. few /* fi He 
Hif. If Thave exhibited wrong, Pll tender Satistacti- 
on, Captain. | - 


Tuc. Saift theu fo, honeft Vermin? Give me thy | 


Hand; thou fhale make us a Supper one of .chefe ‘Nights. 
se cn When you pleafe, by Fove, Captain; moft wil- 
ingly. ay oe oe 

Tuc. Doft thou {wear ? To morrow then ; fay and 
hold, Slave. There are fome of you Players honelt 
Gent’men-like. Scoundrels, and firfpeéted to. ha’ fome 
‘Wit, as well as your Poets, both at Drinking,and break- 
ing of Jefts, and are Companions for Gallants. A man 
may skelder ye, now and then, of half a dozen Shil- 
lings, or fo. Doft thou not know that Pansalabus ‘there ¢ 
| . Hif- No, I affure you, Captain. Se 
: Tuc. Go, and be acquainted with. him then ; he tsa 
{Gent’man, parcel Poet,” you Slaves his Father _was_a 
Man.of Worthip, [tell thee.. Go, he pens high, Jolty, 
ina ne ing Strain, bigger chan. half the Rhimers 
1 the ‘Town again: He was:born to: fill thy. Mouth, 
Minotauras , he was; he will téach.thee to tear and 
rand. Rafcal,:to him, cherifh his Mufe, go; thou haft 
forty, forty , Shillings, 1 mean; Scinkard ; give him 
if, earneft, do, he fhall.wrice for thee, Slave. If he pen 
for thee, once, thou fhale not need to travel with thy 


Pumips full pf Gravet ai e; after a blind Jade and 
a Hamper, and Ttalk upon Boards and Barrel-heads to | c 
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are you proud? ha ? You grow rich,do you, and purchafe, | 


Yet might. {he-love me as ber Beauties Thrall : | 
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_ Hif. Troth, I think I ha’ noe fo much about mes he 
Captain. | 
Tuc. I’sno matter ; give him what chou aft: Sriff- 
toe, I'll give my Word for the reft; though ic lack a 
Shilling or two, it skills not: Go, thou are an honeft 44/4 Pip ny 


cell chee, A4inos, chou halt dejected yon Gent’mans Spirit, 

exceedingly? Doft obferve, doit note, little Minos ? 
Min. Yes, Sir. P 
Tuc. Go co then, raife, recover, do: Suffer him not: 

to droop, in profpect of a Player, a Rogue, a Stager : 

Put twenty into his Hand, twenty: Seferces, I mean, and 

fife be a fee : i do it, the Yipes repay a ti 

elf; be Agénos, Til pay. <> agZ,/xe' MY Of f Payor att, 
Min. Yes foriooch, Captalie pH be he 7 A re 
2 Pyr. Do not we ferve a notable Shark ? © 

“Tuc. And what new Matters have ‘we now afoot, 

Sirrah ? ha? I would fain come with my Cockatrice: 

one day, and fee a Play, if I knew when there were 

a good bawdy one; but they fay, you ha” nothing be: 

Humours, Revefs, and_Satyrs, that gird and fare at the 7 

time, you a " <——— a 
Hif: No, I aflure you, Captain, not we. ey are 

on the other fide of Tyber ://We have as much Ribaldry [A+Z* 

in our Plays as can be, as‘you would with, Captain: — 

All the Sinners i’ the Suburbs come, and applaud our. - 

Action, daily. | 
Tuc. I hear, you'll bring me o° che Stage there ; \ 


Shifter; Pll ha? the Statute repeal’d for thee, A4inos,I mutt Age AL’ 
a 


471 


you'll play me, they fay ; I fhall be prefented by a fore 

of Copper-lac’t Scoundrels of you: Life of Pluto! an’ 

you Stage me, Stinkard, your Manfions fhall fweat 

for’t, your Tabernacles, Varlets, your Globes, and your’ /7”/ 

Triumphs. 3 — | - 
Hif. Not we, by Phebus, Captain; do not do us im- 

putation, without defert. on 
Tuc. 1 wu’not, my good two-peny Rafcal; reach me 

thy Neuf. Doft hear ? What wile thou give mea Week 777 

for my brace of Beagles here, my little Point-truffers ? 

You fhall ha’ chem a& among ye. Sirrah, you, pro- 


nouncé. ‘Thou fhalt hear him fpeak in King Darius 
doleful en? grnYu. Ad Bef Lao ae aR h lly 04 hon 


, ws 
1 Pyr. O doleful Days ! O direful deadly Dump! ZA 7 ~ 
O wicked World, and tly Wickednefs i : VB ie a, Sap ne 
How can I. bold my Fift from crying, Thump, abe Mo Gens 
In rue of this right raskal Wretchedne/s ! Luast$$O pr. Sect. 
Tuc. In.an amorous Vein now, Sirrali: Peace. 2 ciu 9! ~? 
TL Pyr. O, fhe # wilder, and more hard, withal, ral ot Wil 
Than Beaft, or Bird, or Tree, or ftony Wall. haw? 


Yet might fhe love me, to uprear ber State: — Jaan i 
I, but perbaps fhe bopes fome nobler Mate. 4 ‘ ne " 
Yet might fhe love me, to content her Fire : Os 
I, but ber Reafon mafters ber Defire. 8 
I, but I fear, fhe cannot love at all. | 2 
Tuc. Now, the horrible fierce Soldier, you, Sirrah. 
4 Pyr. What ? oe I iy thee? I, and Beard thee too,” 
oman Spirit [corns to vear a Brain ey // py. >. 
So full of bee Pufillanimity. ey, WE 7 we * 
Dem. Hif. Excellent. . al, fn als (aad 4 OG | 
Tuc. Nay, thou thalt fee that hall ravith thee anon; .%7 aK Gp, 
prick up thine Ears, Stinkard : The Ghoft, Boys. _ < Se 
1 Pyr. Vinditta. f / th fS JIhSh. og w~ 
2 Pyr. Timoria. fg 
1 Pyr. Vinditta. 
2 Pyr. Timoria. 
1 Pyr. Veni. 
2 Pyr. Veni. 
Tuc. Now thunder , 


Sirah 5 


Playeryg 47 of c% at Hanket,/* ee 
I as b ‘foine body mitt cry (Atardér) then in Bern C, 
fall voice. A= Wy. [tous Beas ef the Fun ho ~ vn a 
Tuc. Your Fellow-fharer there fhall do’e : Cry, Sirrah, “-=" 
1 Pyr. Adurder, murder... ar sey 
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— S - tow —Vheg. C44 fed jo y | yard Go Lcbt ahs, ~ 
) LE S108 JA she Noctis LAYS 7-9. Poetafter. Kdectan Gersd A yee 
a ee ford “ob YY 7 ert lass hur. fr, o ‘ ; 
2 Pyr. Who calls out Murder ? Lady, was it you? the Gods confine your modern Delights, wizhout dif: 
| (Dem) Hit. O, admirable good, I proteft. feu. a 
Tuc. Sirrth, Boy, brace your Drum a little ftraiter,| | Zuc. Stay, thou fhale fee the Afcor ere thon goeft. 
and do the rother Fellow there, he in che—— what fha’ | What’s he with the Half-arms there, thar falutes us op 
/ call him———_ and yet ftay too. of his Cloke, like a Motion? ha ?. 
fy St 2 Pyr. Nay, and thou dakieft, then I am thy Foe, Hif. O, Sir, his Doublet’s a litrle decay’d s he is o- 
sp Mind Fear (hall force what Friend{hip cannot win; therwife a very fimple honeft Fellow, Sir, o Deme- 
3 Thy Death hall bury what thy Life conceals, Ya Oae,.| TE, A Dr f Plays about the Town here 3[we have e 
a , f Villain | tou dieft, for more re{pecting ber- , Hird him to abufe Horace, and bring him in, in a Play, 7 
eae Ax ‘ 


1 Pyr. O, ftay my Lord. 
2 Pyr. patil Got fact 
Yet (peak the Truth, and Iwill guerdon thee ; 
hye thou dally once again, thou dieft. 
Tuc. Enough of this, Boy. 
2 Pyr. Why then lament therefore : damn d be thy Guts un- 
(Tito King Pluto’s Hel, and Princely Erebuss for Sparrows 
uft have Food. ae 
ot Hif. "Pray, {weet Captain, let one of them doa little 
7 ady. 
rae O ' he will make thee eternally enamour’d of 
him, there: Do, Sirrah, do; ’ewill allay your Fellow’s 


. | ae heyrt 1 ee eae 
| r, Majter, mock on 3 the Scorn thow giveft me, 
| bai q " Pray Jove {ome Lady may return on thee. f 
Vuit 4 Pyr. No” you fhall fee me do the Aor: Matter, 
Ju 1 £4 Yend me your Scarf a little. | 
wr ‘ Tuc. Here, ’tis at thy fervice, Boy. 

* 2 Pyr. You, Mafter Afinos, heark hither a little. 
[ They withdraw to make themfelves ready. 
Tuc. How doft like him? are noc rapt? are not 
tickled now? doft not applaud, Rafcal? doft nor 
applaud ? | 
Pil Yes: What will you ask for em a Week, Cap- 
a) a N iZ1 af SI ve, I will not part 
*. Tue. No, you mangonizing/ Slave , part 
from ’em ; you'll fell ne for Enghles, you: Let's ha 
good Chear to morrow night at Supper, Stalker, and 
then we'll talk ; good Capon and Plover, do you hear, 
4 Sirrah ? and do not bring your eating Pla h you 
[4 /74\lthere s [cannot away with him: Fle will eat rer of 
Mutton while Iam in my Porridge, the lean Polupha- 
| gus, his Belly is like Baratbrum*he looks like a Midwife 
ain Man’s Apparel, the Slave: Nor the villainous out-of- 


Ham tune Fidler eZncbarbes, bring not him. What haft thou 
| there? fix and thircy ? ha: Fe 

. ae if. No, here’s all I have (Captain) fome five and 

92 twenty: Pray, Sir, will you prefent, ‘and accommodate 

it unco the Gentleman; for mine own part; Iam a 

.. meer Stranger to his Humour’; ‘befides, I have fome Bu- 

finefs invites me hence, with Mafter Afimins Lupus the 

Tribune. en ee 

(| Tuc. Well, go thy ways, purfire thy Projects, let me 

: alone with this Defign; my Poetafter fhall'make thee-a 

Play,.and chou fhalt be a Man of good Partsin ‘it: But 

/12 flay, let me fees do not bring your «£/ope, your Pohiti- 

, C 4 cian, unlefs you can ram up his Mouth with Cloves:; the 

ffikipr 


a 
ae 


Slave finells ranker than fome fixteen Dunghils, and is 
~ ~qfeventeen times more rotten: Mary, you may bring 
ly Keay Frisker, my Zany : he’s a good skipping Swaggerer; and 


| .4.! your fat Fool’ there, my Mango, bring him too; but let 
Heemns " him not beg_Rapiers aon mcatis, in his over-familiar 
actin = ff playing Face, nor roar out hisbarren bold Jefts witha 


tormenting Laughter, between drunk and: dry.’ Do 
: ; yo car, 


iiitoe ? Give him warning, admonition, to 

forfake his fawcy glavering Grace,’ and his Goggle-eye ; 

; , 2 Ze does not booms htin, sirrah ; tell him fo. [have 

. +... ftood up and defended you, I, to Gent’men, when you 

have been faid to prey upon Pu’nees, and honeft Citi- 

-.zens, for Socks or Buskins ; or when they ha’ callP'd you 

Ufurers or Broakers, or faid, you were able to help to a 

"y piece of Flefh-—— I have fworn, 1 did not think fo; 

"nor that you were the common Retreats far Punks de- 
cay’d i? their Practice: I cannot believe it of you— 

| ~Hif: Thank you, Captain: Fupiter and the reft of 

. ao 
Bhatt! Loans fy Pra vente, « ab Pheer: 
pe bee as tyters ead jade | 


. 


you fhall play inmy Name, Raskals; bute 
buy your own Cloth, and I'll ha’ two Shaf 
| Commence — Lat thy Author ftay with me. 


Street, hangs yet in my Noftrils. 


with all his Gallants; as, Tibullus, Mecenas, Cornelius ie 
Gallus; and the reft. ‘ ; 
Tuc. And why fo, Stinkard ? 
Hi. O, it will get us a huge deal of Money ( Cap 


tain) and we have need on’t ; for this Winter has made 
vs-all poorer than fo many ftarvd Snakes Res No bal 
comes at_us entleman, n 

Tuc. But you know nothing by him, do you, to make 
a Play of? 

Hif. Faith, not 
devife that that 


Captain ; but our Author will 
all ferve in fome fore. 


4. 
rit 


Tacs Why,-sny Pernellit heres thall help him, if thouy) 
wilt. Can thy Author do it impudently enough ? ; | ae 


Hif. O, 1 warrant you, Captain, and fpitefully ¢- 
nough too ; he has one of the moft overflowing rank 
Wits in Rome: He will flander any Man that.breathes, 
if he difguft him. 

Tuc. Vl know the poor, egregious, nitty Rafcal, ie 
an’ he have thefe commendable Qualities, ll chee 3... 
rifh him, ({tay, here comes the Tartar) I'll make a Ga- a 
thering for him, I, a Purfe, and put the poor Slave i 
in frefh Rags: Tell him fo, to comfort him. Welliaid, 
Boy. [The Boy comes in on Minos Shoulders, whe 

Fftalks as be acs. 

2 Pyr. Woere art thou, Boy? Where is Calipolis 2 ie 
Fight Earthquakes in the Entrails of the Earth, 
And Eaftern Whirlwinds in the Hellifh Shades ; 
Some foul Contagion of th infected Heavens 
Blast all the Trees, and in their curfed tops 
The difmal Night-raven and tragick Owl 
Breed, and become Forerunners of my Fall. be i. 

Tuc. Well, now fare thee well, my honeft Cny- At 
Biter: Commend me to feven Shares and a_half ands-4, 
remember to morrow If you lack a Service, 

ou_fhall y - 
ormy | 


Any Ajed 

Dem, Yes, Sir, 2 For Gr Gl 6 [= 
Tuc. °F was well dohe, little Adi#6s, thou didft ftalk . 
well; forgive me that I faid thou ftunk’ft, Adin: 
‘twas the favour of a Poet, J met fiweating in the 


Cri. Whd? Horace 2 

Tuc. I, he; doft thou know him? a me 
Cri. O, he forfook me moft barbaronfly, I proteft. 
Tuc. Hang him, fufty Satyr, he fmells all Goat; he 


carries a Ram under his Arm-holes, the Slave: Tam /% 


the worfe when I fee him. Did not Minos impart 2¢ae 
Cri. Yes, here are twenty Drachms he did convey. J 
Tuc. Well faid, keep em, we'll thare anon; come, 


little Minos. 5 


Cri. Faith, Captain,: I'll be bold to fhew you 2 Mi: 


ftrifs of mine, a Jewellers Wife, a Gallant, as we go 
along. . ee — oe 


Tuc... There {poke my Genin. Minos , fome of thy . 


Eringoes, :lictle Minos ; fend. Come‘ hither, Parnaffus, 
I muft. ha’ thee: familiar. with my little Locuft here, ' 
tis-a ‘good Vermin, they fay./f See, heres Horace, and 
old Trebatiws, the great Lawyer, in his company 3 let’s 
avoid him now, he is too well feconded. 
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Scene V. 


1; 
Aa Tit 
_ Horace, Trebatius. 


T Here are to whom I feem exceffive fower ; 


in Glee s 


Hor. Sat. 
i. lib. 2. 
Others, that think whac ever I have writ 

Wants pith, and matter to eternize it; 

And that they could, in one Days light, difclofe 

A thoufand Verfes, fuch as I compole. 

What thall I do, Trebatins ? fay. Treb. Surceafe. 

Hor. And fhall my Mufe admit:no more encreafe ? 

Treb. Soladvife. Hor. An ill Death let me die, 
If ’twere not beft ; but fleep avoids mine Eye, 

And I ufe thefe, left Nights fhould' tedious feem. 

Treb. Rather, contend to fleep, and live like them, » 
That holding Golden fleep in {pecial price, 
Rub’d with fweet Oils, fwim Silver 7yber thrice, 

And every Ev’en, with neat Wine fteeped be. 
Or, if fuch love of Writing ravith thee, 

Then dare to fing unconquer’d Cefar’s deeds ; 
Who chears fuch Actions, wich abundant meeds. 

Hor. That, Father, I defive;’ bue when Iery, + - ~ 
I feel defe&tsin every faculty? | a 
Nor is’t a Labour fit for every Pen, . “ts 
To paint the hgrrid Troops of armed Men ; 

The Launces burft, in Gafia’s laughered Forces ; 
Or wounded Parthians, tumbled from their Horfes: 
Great Ce/ar’s Wars canmot be fought with words. 

Treb. Yet, what his Vertue ‘in his Peace affords, 
His Fortitude, and Juftice thou canftfhow; — 

As wife Lucilivshonour'd Scipio. 

Hor. Of that, my powers fhall fuffer no negled, -" - 
When fuch flight Labours may afpire refpet: 
But, if I watch not a moft chofen time, - 

The humble words of Flaccas Cannot clime 

Th’ attentive Ear of Cefar ; nor muft I . « 
Wich lefs obfervance fhun grofs flattery : ao As 
For he, repofed fafe in his own merit, 
Spurns back the glofes of a fawning fpirit. 


- Treb. But, how much better would fuch Accents found 


Than with a fad and ferious Verfé to wound . 
Pantolabus, railing in his fawcy Jelts ? 
Or Nomenranas {pent in riotdus Feafts? 
“In Satyrs, each Man (though untoucht ) compl. 
Ashe were hurt ; and hates fach biting ftrains. - - ? 
Hor, What thall Ido? Miloniw fhakes his Heels 
In ceaflefs dances, when bid Braivi once feels 
The ftirring fervour of the Wine afcend ; 
And that bis falfe numbers cag ae me = 
Caftor hisHorfe ; Pollux loves nan y =p | 
A thousand Heads, a thoufand -choife Delights. 
My pleafure is in feet, my words to clofe, ‘\° . 
‘As, both our better,old Lucilins does: .  - | 
He, as his trufty Friends, his Boaks did truft... ‘ 
With all his fecrets ; nor, in things unjutt, 
Or actions lawful, ranto otherMen: |. 
So that che old Man’s life, defcrib’d. was feen 
As in avotive Table in his Lines ;.- 
And to his fteps my Genins inclines ; © ten 
Excunian, ot Apilian, Inot whether; “oo ). 
'For the Venufian Colony plows either : 
. Sent thither,’ when che Sabines were forc’d therice 
_(As old Fame fings ) to-give the placedefence § 
| >Gainft fuch, as feeing ic empty, might make rode. 
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‘Upon the Empire ; or there fix abode: 


" ~ Wherher the Apulian borderer ft:were, 9°! + 


Or the Lucanian violence they. fear. a oe 
But this my ftile no living Manrfhall toucH,: ° : . 
H firft I be not-fore’d.by bafe reproach;  .- 
But, like a fheathed Sword, ie fhall defend. -. : 
My innocent life; for, why thould I contend 


x Wain. be ae 
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And paft a Satyrs Law, textend my power : 
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To draw it out, when no malicious Thief 


‘Robs my good name, the Treafure of my life ? 


O Fupiter, let ic with ruft be eaten, 


Before it touch, or infolently. threaten 
‘The life of any with the leaft Difeafe ; 


So much I love, and wooe a general Peace. 

But, he that wrongs me, better I proclaim, 

He never had affai’d to touch my fame. 

For he thall weep, ahd. walk with every Tongue 
Throughout the City, infamoufly fung. 

Servius, the Pretor, threats che Laws, and urn, 


If any at his Deeds repine or fpurn ;_ 
| The Witch, Canidia, that Albatins got, ' 
| Denounceth Witch-craft, where fhe loveth not: - 


Thurius, the Judge, doth thunder worlds of ill; 
To fach as ftrive with ‘his judicial will ; 


| “* All Men affright their foes in what they may, 


‘“ Nature commands it, and Men muft obey. - 
Obferve with me ;‘“The Woolf his Tooth doth ufe: 


“The Bull hisHorn. And who doth this infufe, 
“Bue Nature? There’s luxurious Sceve; truft *  - - 
His long-liv’d Mother wich him ; his fo juft ©""~ * 


And fcrupulous Right-hand no mifchief will; . - -’ 
No more, than with his Heel a Woolf will kill, ° 
Or Ox with Jaw : marry, let him alone 
With temper’d Poifon to remove the croan. 

But briefly, if to Age I deftin’d-be, 7 
Or that quick Deaths black Wings inviron me ; 


}If rich, or poor; at Rome; or fate command 
| I fhall be banifh’c co fome other Land; 


What hew foever, my whole ftate‘fhall bear, ——- 
I will write Satyrs ftill, in {pight of fear. a 
- Treb: Horace, | fear, thou draw ft ho lafting Breath: 


| And that fome great Man’s Friend-will be thy Death. — 


Hor. What? when the Man that firft did Satyrife, 


| Dufft pull the Skin over the Ears of. Vice, ~ 
And make, who ftood in outward fafhion clear, 


Give place, as foul within; fhall.I forbear 2 
Did Lelins, or the Man, fo great wich fame, oe 
That trom fack’t Carthage fercht his worthy name, 
storm, that Lucilius did Metellas pierce ? Seale a 
Or bury Lupas quick, in famous Verfe 2. ae 
Rulers, and Subje@s, by whole Tribes he checke; °°: 
Bue Vertue, and-her Friends did ftill prote@: - 
And when from Sight, or from’the Judgment-feat, 
The vertuous Scipio, and wife Leline met, - 
Unbrac’t, with him in all light Sperts, they thar’d; 
Tilk, their. moft frugal Suppers were’ prepar’d. 
What e’re I am, though both for Wealth and Wie, 
Beneath Luciliws, Jam pleasd to fir; oe 
‘Yet, Envy (fpight of her empoyfoned-Breaft) .  —: 
Shall fay, I liv’d in grace here, with the beft; ©. . | « 
And feeking in weak trafh-to make her wound, . 
Shall find me folid, and her Teeth unfound: . 
Lefs, learn’d Trebatins cenfure difagree. 

Treb. No, Horace, lof force mutt yield to thee 
Only, take heed, as being advis’d by me, 
Left thou incur fome danger: berter paufe, 


e 
Pd 


~_| Than rue thy ignorance of the facred Laws ; 


There's Juftice, and great AGion may bef’d i 
’Gainft fuch, as wrong Mens Fames with Verfes lewd, .” 
. Hor. I, with lewd Verfes; fuch.as Libels be, te 
And aim’d at Perfons of good Quality. | os 
I reverence and adore’ that juft Decree: 
But if they fhall be fharp, yet modeft:Rhimes 
Thae fpare Mens Perfons, and but tax cheir Crimes, 
o thall in open Court, find currant. pafs ; 

ere Ca/ar Judge, and with the Makers grace. 

Treb. Nay, I'll add more; if thou thy felf being clear, 
Shalt tax in Perfon.a Man, fit co beat 
Shame, and reproach ; his Sute thall quickly be 
Ditfolv’d in laugheer, and thou thence fit free. , 


A 


Act IV. Scene I 
Chloe, Cytberis. 


Bow fweet Lady, fay: amI well enough attir’d for 
the Court, in fadnefs 22 fo-y7f 9: - 
Cyth. Well enough? excellent well, fweet Miltris 
Chloe, this ftrait-bodied City attire (1 can tell you) will 
ftir a Courti , more than the fineft loofe Sacks 
the Ladies ufe to be put in; and then you are as well 
Jewel's any of chem; your Ruff, and. Linen about 
you, ismuch more pure than theirs:. And for your Beau- 
cy, 1 cam tell you, their's many of them would defie the 
Painter, if they could change with you. Marry, che 
worft is, you muft look to be envied, and endure a fe 
_ Court-frumps for it. - | 
‘Chlo. O ‘fove, Madam, I fhall buy them too cheap! 
Give me my Muff, and my Dog there. And will the 
Ladies be any thing familiar with me, think you ? 


Poetafter. 


Tib. The Princefs hath fent her own, Lady. _ 
Chl. O. Venus! that’s well: I do longo ride ina 


| Coach moft vehemently. : 


Cyt. But, fweet Gallus, pray you, refolve me, wh 
you give that heavenly Praife, to chis earthly Banquet: 
Cor. Gal. Becaufe (Cytherss) it muft be celebrated 
by the heavenly Powers: All the Gods, and Goddeffes 
— there ; to two of which you two muft be ex- 
alted. : 
Chlo. A pretty Fiction in truth. . 
Cyt. A fidtion indeed, Chloe, and fit, 
Poet. | 
Cor. Gal. Why, Cytberss, may not Poets ( from whofe 
divine Spirits, all the Honours of the Gods‘ have been 
deduc’t ) intreat fo much Honour of the Gods, to have 
their divine Prefence at a Poetical Banquet? 
Cyt. Suppofe that no fi@ion: yet, where are your 
Habilities to make us two Goddeties, at your Feaft? 
Cor. Gal, Who knows not (Cytherss) chat the facred 
Breath of a true Poet, can blow any vertuous Humani- 


for the fit of a 


ty up to pee | 7 yf 
7ib. ‘To tell you the femal truth (which is the fimple 
truth ) Ladies; and to fhew that Poets (in fpight of — -: 
the World ) are able to Deifie chemfelves: At thisBan- =: 
4-.quet, to which you are invited, we intend to aflume the  -- 


SA Gr LflesCyth. O Funo! why, you fhall fee °em flock about you 
~ ¢ eh eSSwith their puffwings, and ask you, where you bought 
Vis ant he your Lawn? and what you paid for it? who Starches 
4, (rus 


7gyou? And entreat you to help ’emto fome pure Lan- 


if 


AA dreffes out of the City. AicZaun, $LeZuar, Mf, Looe’, 
7s gee Chilo, O Cupid! give me my Fan, and my Mask too: 
-and will the Lords, and the Poets there, ufe one well 
go too, Lady ? , | 3 

Cyth. Doubt not of that; you fhall have kiffes from 
them, go pit-pat, pit-pat, pit-pat, upon your Lips, as 
thick as Stones out of Slings, at the Affaule of a City. 
And then your Ears will be fo furd with the breath of 
their “Complements, that you cannot catch cold of your 
Head (if you would ) in three Winters after. - 


Chlo. Thank you, {weet Lady. O Heaven! . And| 


how muit one’ behave her felf amongft.’em? you 
know all. | 7 
Cyth. Faith, impudently enough, Miftrifs Chee, and 
well enough. Carry not too much under-thought ‘be- 
ewixt your felf and them; nor your. City-mannerly 


‘Figures of the Gods ; and to give our feveral Loves the 


forms of Goddefles, Ovid will be Fupiter; the Princes 
Julia, Fano; Gallus here Apollo; you Cyphers, Pallas: I 
will be Bacchus ; and my Love Plautia, Ceres : And to in- 
{tall you, and your Husband, fair Céle, in Honours 
equal with ours ; you fhall be a Goddefs, and your Hut- 
band a God. 

Clo. A God? O my God ! 

7sb. A God; but alame God, Lady : for-he fhall be - 
Vulcan, and youVenss. And this will make our Banquet 


no lefs than heavenly. 


Chlo. In fincerity, it will be fugred. Good Fove,what 


a pretty foolifh thing it is to be a Poet! But hark you, 
{weet Cytheris, could they not poffibly leave out my 


Husband ? methinks a bodies Husband does not {0 well 
at Court; A bodies friend, or fo-—- but Husband, ’tis 


; ord (forfooth, ) ufe it not too often in any cafe; but 
Wh ‘s = Ae I, Madam; and, No Madam: Nor never fay, your 


Extent T 0 dthip, ‘not your Honour; but, you, and you m 
$ : 5 Dut, you, . y 
of et Tae Lord, sad my Lady: the other, they count too fimple, 


at Athy: 
NO > and minfitive. . And though they defire,to kifs Heaven 


like your clog to your Adermafet, for all the World, and 
the Heavens. _ i 

Cyt. ‘Tut, never fear, Chloe: your Husband will be left 
without in the Lobby, or the great Chamber, when 


with their Titles, yet they will count them Fools thar 
give thém too humbly. OP ak ey 
Chlo. O intolerable, Jupiter! By my troth, Lady, I 


would riot for 2 World but you had lain in my, Houfe: | 


and ?faich you fhall not pay a Farthing for your Board, 
nor your.Chambers. . a ey e 
Cyth. O, {weet Miftrifs Chloe! 
Calo. 
not offerit. 


2. AGEV. Scene IL. 
| Cor. Gallus, Tibullus, Cytheris, Chloe. 


Ome, where be thefe Ladies ? By your leave, bright 
4 tubrs, this Gentleman andI are come to man you 
to Court; where your:lare kind entertainment is now 
to be requited witha heavenly Banquet. | oo 
Cth. A heavenly Banquet, Gallas? ° 
. Cor, Gal. No.léfs, my dear, Cytheris. . eo 
Tig. That were -not ftrange, Lady, if the Epithete 
were only given for the company: invited thither’; your 
felf, and chis fair Gentlewoman..: | . Gos Ae ae 
Chlo, Are we invited'to Court, Sir? . Pgae 
7ib. You are, Lady, by the great Princefs, Fulia: 
who longs to greet you with any. Favours, that ma 
worthily make you an often Courtier. | Ge a Se 
Chlo. {n fincerity, Irhank her, Sir. You have a Coach? 
ha’ you not? 


Ffaith, you hall not Lady; nay, good Lady, do} 


. | Cer me. : 


you fhall be put in, i? the Clofet, by thisLord, and by 


that Lady, 
Chilo, Nay, then I am fatisfied : he fhall go. 


A@ IV. Scene IIL. - 


Gallus, Horace, Tibullus, Crifpinss, Tucca, Demetrius 
/ Cytberis, Chloe. 


Orace ! Welcome. ; 

Hor. Gentlemen, hear you the news? _ 
Tib. What news, my Quintus ? 
Hor. Our melancholick Friend, Propertins, 


Hath clos’c himfelf. up in his Cynthia’s Tomb ; 


And will by no intreaties be drawn thence. | | | 
Alb. Nay, good Mafter Cri/pinus , pray ‘you, bring 

neerthe Gentleman. , | | 
Hor. Crifpinus ? Hide me, good Galw : Tibullus, thel 
Cri. :Make your approach, {weet Captain. | 

7ib. What means this, Horace ? ' 

Hor. ¥ am forpriz’d ‘again, farewell. - .. 2 

Gal, Stay, Horace..¢ hp Kft ; eae ZL 

Hor. What, and be tir'd on, od Vane? No: = /73 

Phebus defend me. ib. Slight! I hold my life, - 

This fame is. he met him:in Holy-ftreet. 
Gal. Troth, ’tis like enough. ‘This a&t of Propertins 

lifheth very ftrange with me, 4 


Tuc. By 


cd 


as 
Tue. By thy leave, my neat fCoundrel : whaf, is this 
the mad Boy you talk’r on? — 
Crif. I, this is Mafter Albsus, Captain. | 
Tuc. Give me thy hand, Agamemnon, we hear abroad 


thou art the Hector of Citizens: whac faift chou? are } 


we welcome tothee, noble Neoptolemas ? | 
Alb, Welcome, Captain , by ‘ove, and all the Gods 

rthe Capitol —— 
Tuc. No more, we conceive thee. Which of thefe is 


. tethy Wedlock, Menelaus? thy Hellen? thy Lucrece? that 


we may doher Honour; mad Boy? 
Crif- She ? che little fine Dreffing, Sir, is my Miftris., 
Alb. For faule of a better, Sir. 4. valet G7, AS 197 
Tuc. A better, prophane Ratcal ? Tery*the thercy 
(my good froil ) was't thou? 7 
Alb. No harm, Captain. a 
Tuc. She isa Venus, aVesta, a Melpomene : Come ht 
ther Penclope; what’s thy name, Irss? | 
Chlo. My name is Chloe, Sirs; Tam a Gentlewoman. 
Tuc. Thou art in merit to be an Emprefs @Cé&lce ) for 
an Eye anda Lip; thou haft an Emperors Nofe: ki 
me again: ’tisa vertuous Punk ; fo. Before Jove, the 
Gods were a forte of Goflings, when they fuffered fo 
{weet a Breath to perfume the Bed of a Stinkard: thou 
hadft ill forcune, Thisbe 3 the Fates were infatuate; they 
were,Punk; they were. | 
Chilo. That’s fure, Sir: let me* crave your’ name, | 
pray you, oir. ch ee 
Tuc. 1 am known by the name of Captain Tuece, 
Punk; the noble Roman, Punk: a Gentleman, and a 
Commander, Punk. 
Chlo. In good time: a Gentleman, and a Commander ? 
- that’s as good as a Poet, methinks. 


Crif. A pretey_I ment! It’s my Coufin Cythers 
pretty _Infirumen e : , 


Viol, this: ise not? / . 
Cyt. Nay, play Confin, it wants but fuch a Voyce 
and Hand, to grace it, as yours is. ethse 
Crif. Alas, Coufin, you are merrily infpird. => 
Cyt. *Pray you play, if you love me. : 
Crif, Yes, Coufin : you know, I do not hate you. * 
Tib. A _moft fubtil Wench! How fhe hath baited him 
with a Violyonder, fora Song! = - 
‘Crif, Coufin, ’pray you call Miftris Chloe; the thall 
hear an Effay of:-my Poetry. - _ 
Tuc. Vil call her. Come hither, Cockatrice: here's 
one, will fet thes up, my fweee Punk ; fer thee up. 
Chl. Are youa Puet, fo foon, Sir ? ts 
Alb. Wife: mum. | 
SONG. 
Ove ss blind, and : wanton , 
In the whole World, there # [cant 
| <Qine fwch pe 
| No, not bss Mother. | . 
He bath-pluckt ber Doves and Spatrows, — — 
‘To Feather bss fharp Arrows, _ 8 
— , And alone prevaileth, 
Whilft fick Venus waileth. 
But if Cypris once recover 
The wag ; it (hall bebove ber 
To look better to him: 
Or fhe will undo him’ 


“Alb. O, moft odoriferous ‘Muftck! _ . 

Tuc. A, ha! Stinkard. Another Orpbess, you Slave, 
another Orphews ! an Arion , tiding on the Back of a 
Dolphin, Rafcal! | i a re 

Gal. Have you a Copy of this Ditty, Sir? 

Crif. Mafter Albiushas. | 

Alb. 1, but in truth, they are my Wives Verfes; I 
muftnot fhew’em. . © .... . | 

Tuc. Shew ’em, Bankrupt, fhew *em; they have Sale 
in ’em, and will brook the Air, Stinkard. 


Poetafter. 


‘I know you to be Men of Worthip—— He thall ‘wrice 


Rit 


Gal. How? to his bright Miftris, Canidia? 
Crif. I, Sir, that’s but a borrowed name ; as Ovid’s Co= 
‘rinna, or Propertius his Cynthia, or your Nemefis, or Delia, 
Tibullus, ee ae . 
Gal. It’s the name of Horace his Witch, as I remember. .. . 
Tib. Why? the Diteis all borrowed ; ’tis Horase’s My? bd 


‘han him _Plapiary. ae 
Tuc. How? he borrow of Hoerete? he thall pawn 
-himfelf to ten Brokers, firft. Do you hear, Poetaffers ? 


with Horace, for a Talent: and let Mecenas, and his 


:whole Colledge of Criticks take his part: thou thale — 


8 


} 
i 


his impudence, in commending his _o 
for Bis tranflating. IT-can trace him ifaich. he is 
the moft_open Tellow living; [had as lieve as a new |f 


dot, young Phebus: thou thalt, Phaeton, thou thal. , 
Dem. Alas, Sir, Horace! he is a meer Spunge ; nothing | | 
but Humours and Obfervation; he goés up and down 


fucking from every Society Society, and when he comes home [ 
{queezes himfelf dry again. I know him, L = 
“uC. 


Thou faift crue, my poor poetical Fury, he will 
pen all he knows. A fharp Thorny-tooth’d Satyrical peer 


Rafcal, fly him; he carries Hey in his Horn: he will 
| fooner lofe his beft Friend, chan his Tealf Jolt. Whac -© 


74. F. 
he once drops upon Paper, againft a Man, lives eternal- - 
ly to upbraid him in the Mouthof every Slave, Tankard- 
bearer, or Water-mans not a Bawd, or a Boy thae 
comes fromthe Bake-houfe, but fhall point at him : tis 
all Dog, and Scorpion ; he carries Poyfon in his Teeth, 
and a Sting in his Tail. Fough, Body of Foue! Pil 
have the Slave whipe one of thefe days for his Sa- 
tyrs and his Flumours, by one cafheer'd Clark or ang- 


ther. — >, Ae pate FL, Th aly lec. of! 
— Crif. We Tangenteke him, Captain. om - ¥/ as 
Dem. I, and tickle him 1 faich, for his arrogancy and , ,; 
s; and 74 
Sute I were at it. ~~~ | - 
* Tac. Say no more.then, but doit ; ’tis the only way 
to get thee a new Sure; ftinghim, my little Neufts; i 
Vil give you inftructions: Pl be your. intelligencer, 
we'll all joyn, and hang upon him like fo many Horfe- / J 
leaches , the Players and all. We fhall fup together as ; 
foon ; and ‘then well confpire 7faith. +f 
Gal, O, that Horace had ftaied {till here. 
Tip. So would not I: for both thefe would have 
curn’d Pythagoreans then. = * 2 


Gal. What, mute? >. % 
_ Ti. I, as Fifhes i’ faich: come, Ladies, fhall we go? | 
Cyt. ‘We waic you, Sir. But Miftris Céloe asks, if you 
have not a God to fpare for this Gentleman. 
Gal, Who, Captain Tucca ? | 
Cyt. T3 he. é | . 
Gal: Yes, if we can invite him along, he fhall be Agars. 
Chlo. Has Mars any thing to do with Venus ¢ | 
Tib. O, moft of all, Lady. , 
Chilo. Nay, then I pray’ lec him be invited : and what 
fhall Crifpinus be ? 
- Jib: Mercury? Miltris Chloe. 
Chlo. Mercugy? that’s a Poet, is’t ? 
Gal, No, Lady ; but fomewhat inclining that way: 


he is.a Heri apArms. : | . 
“Chilo. A Herald at Arnts? good: and Mercury ? pretty : 


he has to on ae Venus too? i - i de ii 
Tib. A little with her Face, Lady; or fo. & sey. Uw oe 
' Cblo. "Tis very well; pray’ let’s go, I long to be aric. - 
Cy. Gentlemen, fhall we pray your companies along ? 
Crif. You fhall not only pray, but prevail, Lady, 
Come, fweet Captain. 
Tuc. Yes, Lfollow: but thou muft not talk of this 
now, my little mi vers oe 
Alb. Captain, look heré: mum. ecu w i Haye 2h GE 
Dem. Til go write, Sir. a i a 
- Tuc. Do, do, ftay: there’s a Drachm co _purchafe 
| Ginger-bread for thy Mu/e. | . 


A& 


1 


Pyet 


| 


- OF his licentious goodnefs, 
Willing to make this Feaft, no Faft 


\ : 
- "> A& TV. Scene IV. 
Lupus, Hiftrio, Littors, Minos, Mecenas, Horace. 


“Ome, let us talk.here ; here we may be private : fhut 
the door Ligfor. You area Player, you fay. 
Hift. 1,an’t pleafe your Worthip. 


‘ Lap. Good: and how are you able to give. this In- | 


telligence ? 


Hift. Marry, Sir, they directed a Letter to me, and 
rs. , 


my fellowslharer 
up. Speak lower, you are not now i’ your Theatre, 


\; 


there. ‘fupiter, Ithank thee, that thou haft yet made 


: Ods and Goddeffes, take your feveral Seats, Now, 
NASI Mercary, move your Caduceus, and in Fupiter’s name 
command filence. 7 — 


‘alone. “Tis his Office. Mercury, go forward, and pro- 
claim after Poebus, our high Pleafure, to all the Deities 
thac fhall parcake this high Banquet. 


cury: and a Petafus 


fter, faith. 
your Fa/ces, Lictors: The half Pikes and the Halberds, 
take them down from the Lares, 
me. f+ | 
Mec. Whither now, Afinins Lupus, with this Armory ? 


tollow me. 


Ovid, Fulia, Galles, Cytberis, Tibulles, Plautia, Albins, Chloe, 


Stager: my Sword, Knave. They direéted a Letter to 
you, and your _fellow-fharers : forward. 

Hist. Yes, Sir; to hire fome of our properties ; as a 
Scepter, and Crown, for Jove; and a Caduceus for Mer- 


Lup. Caduceus? and Petafus? Let me fee your Letter. 
This is a Conjuration ; a Confpiracy, this. Quickly, on 
with. my Buskins: [act a Tragedie, i? faith. Will no 
thing but our Gods ferve thefe Poets to prophane ? 
difpatch. Player, I thank thee. The. Emperour hall 
take knowledge of thy good fervice. Who’s there now ? 
Look, Knave. A Crown anda Scepter ? this is good 
Rebellion, now! | 7 
. Lic. °Tis your tag? Sir, Mafter A4s0s. 

Lap. What tell’ft thou me of ’pothecaries, Knave ? 
Tell him; Ihave Affairsof State in Hand ; I can talk 
co no *pothecaries, now. Heartof me! Stay the’pothe- 
cary there. 

. You fhall fee, I have fith’e out a cunning picce of Plot 
now: They have had fome intelligence, that their pro- 
ject is difcover’d, and now have they deale with my 
*pothecary, to Poyfon me; *tis fo; knowing that I 
meant to take Phyfick to day: As fure as Death, ’tis 


me fo much of a Politician. You are welcome, Sir; 


take the Potion from him there; Ihave an Antidote more 
than you wote off, Sir; throw it-onthe Ground there: 
fo. Now fetch in the Dog 3 and yet we cannot tarry 


totry Experimentsnow: Arreft.him, you fhall go with 
me, Sir; I'll tickle you, ’pothecary ; I'll give you a Gli- 
Have I the Letter? I, tis here. Come, 


there. Player, affift 


“aaa Ls M/etybglan 9. 


Lup. I cannot talk now; I charge you, affift me : 


Treafon, Treafon. 


Her. How ? Treafon ? | | 
Lup. I: if you love the Emperour, and the Strate, 


/A& IV. ‘Scene V. 


Tucca, Crifpinus, Hermogenes, Pyreus. 


-_ ¢ 
Crif. In the name of Fupiter, filence. 


/ . Her. The Crier of the Court hath too clarified a 
“Voice. a a Oe 
. Gal. Peace, Momus. : 


Ovid. Oh, he is the God of reprehenfion; let him 


Crif. Yes, Sir. | | | 
Gal. The great God, ‘Fupiter, Crif. The great, Gc. 
Of his, éc. 

Willing, de. 


Poetafter. 


From any manner of pleafure ; From any, &. 
Nor to bind any God or Goddefs, Nor to, @<. 
To be any thing the more God or God- 

defs, for their names : Tobe, &c. 
He gives them all free Licence, He gives, ec, 
.To {peak no wifer than Perfons of bafer 

Titles; — _ To {peak, &e. 
And to be nothing better, than common 

Men, or Women. And to, &c. 
And theretore no God And there, &. 
Shall need to keep himfelf more ftri@ly 


to his Goddefs, Shall need; ¢c. 
Than any Man do’s to his Wife. Than any, &«. 
Nor any Goddefs ' Nor any, &«. 
Shall need to keep her felf more ftrialy 

to her God, Shall need, &. 


Than any Woman do’s to her Husband. Than any, éc. 


But, fince it is no part of Wifdom, But, fince, de, 
In thefe days, to come into Bonds ; In thefe, &c. 
It fhall be Jawful for every Lover, It thall, &c. 
To break loving Oaths, To break, éc. 
To change their Lovers, and make Love 

to others, To change, é. 
As the heat of every ones Blood, As the, &c. 


And the {pirit of our Neéfar thallinfpire. And the, &. 
And Jupiter, fave Fupiter. And Fupiter,orc 
_Tib. So: now we may play the Fools, by Autho- 
rity. 7 

Her. To play the Fool by Authority, is Wifdom. 

Ful. Away with your mattery fentences, Aomas; 

they are too grave and wife for this meeting. 

Ovid. Mercury, give our Jefter a Stool, let him fit by ; 
and reach him of our Cates. 


He that fpeaks the firit wife word, fhall be made 
Cuckold. What faift thou? Ise not a good 
tion ? , 
Ovid. Deities, are you all agreed ? 

All. Agreed, great Fupiter. 

Alb, 1 have read in a Book, that to play the Fool 
wifely, is high Wifdom. Yo | 

Gal. How now, Vulcan! will you be the firft Wr- 
zard 2? -~+— 

Ovid. Take his Wife, Mars, and make him Cuckold 
quickly. 

Tuc. Come Cockatrice. | 

Chilo. No, let me alone with him, Jupiter: Vil make 


| you take heed, Sir, while you live again; if there be 


twelve in a company, that you be not the wifeft 
of ’em. 
Alb. No more; J. will not indéed, Wife, hereafter; 
I'll be here: mum. 3 | 
Ovid. Fill us a Bowl of Neéfar, Ganymede: we will 
drink to our Daughter Venss. 
Gal. Look to your Wife Vulcan: Fupiter begins to, 
court her. | 
Tib. Nay, let Mars look to it: Vulcan muft do as 
Venus do's bear. | 
Tuc. Sirrah, Boy: Catamite. Look, you play Gany- 
mede well now, you Slave. Do not {pill your Near; 
Carry your Cup even: fo. You fhould have rub’d your 
Face with Whites of Eggs, you Rafcal ; till your Brows 
had fhone like our footy Brothers here, as fleek as 2 
Horn-Book : or ha fteept your Lipsin Wine, till you 
made ’em fo plump, that Juno might have been jealous 
of ’em.. -Punck, kifs me Punck: 
Ovid. Here, Daughter Venus, I drink to thee. © 
Chjo. "Thank you, good Father ‘Fupiter. 
Tuc. Why, Mother Juno! Gods and Fiends! what, 
wilt thou fuffer this ocular temptation? : 
Jib. Mars is inrag’d, he looks big, and begins to 
ftut for anger. atette, Macctn vhA pm (GI 
~ Her. Welk plaid, Captain Mars. 


Tuc. Well 


Tuc. Do’ft hear, mad Fupiter ? We'll have it enacted, 


MO 


my 


CO ert 


LL 


_ Poetafter. 


Tuc. Well faid, Minftrel Afomus : I muft put you in? 
muft I? When will you be in’ good fooling of your felf, 
Fiddler? never? : 


Her. O, ’tis our fathion to be filent when there isa 


better Fool in place ever. 
Tuc. Thank you, Rafcal. ~ 
Ovid. Fill to our Daughter Venus, Ganymede, who fills 
her Father wich affection. 
Ful. Wilt thou be ranging Fupiter before my Face 2 
Ovid. Why not, ‘Fuso? why thould Fupiter ftand in 
awe of thy Face, ‘funo? . Lo 
Ful. Becaufé it is thy Wives Face, ‘fupiter. 
Ovid. What, fhall a Husband be afraid of his Wives 
Face ? will the paint it fo horribly ? We are a King, 
Cot-quean ; and we will reign in our Pleafures; and 
we will cudgel thee to death, if chou find faule wich us. 
Ful. I will find faule with thee, King Cuckold-maker: 
what, fhall the King of Gods turn the King of Good 
Fellows, and have no fellow in Wickednefs? This 
makes our Poets, that know our Prophanenefs, live as 
prophane as we: By my God-head, Fupiter ; I will 
joyn with all che other Gods here, bind chee hand and 
foor, throw thee down into the Earth, and make a poor 
Poet of thee, if thou abufe me thus. 
Gal. A good Smart-tongu’d Goddefss a right Fano. — 
Ovid. Funo, we will cudgel thee, “funo: we told thee 
fo yefterday, when thou wert jealous of us for Thets. 
Pyr. Nay, to day fhe had me in inquifition too. 
Tuc. Well faid my fine Périgien fry, inform, inform. 
Give me fome Wine (King of Heralds) I may drink to 
my Cockatrice. | | | 
Ovid. No more, Ganymede, we will Cudgel thee, 
Func: by Styx we will. ; | 
: Ful. I, *tis well, Gods may grow impudent in Iniqui- 
: ty, and they muft not be told of it~ 
: Ovid. Yea, we will knock our Chin againft our 
Breaft, and thake thee out of Olympus into an Oyfter- 
boat, for thy {colding. 
Ful. Your Nofe is not long enough todo it, ‘Fupéter, 
if all chy Strumpets, thou haft among the Stars, took 
: thy part. And there is never a Star in Fore-head, 
but hall be a Horn, if thou perfift to abufe me. Ay 
Crif. A.good Jeft 7 faith. é 
Ovid. We tell thee; anger ft us, Cot-queart: and 
we will thunder thee in pieces for thy Cot-queanity. 
Crsf. 
Alb. 
not Wine enough, to make us kind enough to one another. 
Tue. Nor thou haft noe collied thy Face enough, 


ftinkard. 
Alb. Til ply the Table with Neéar, and make them 
Friends. : 


Her. Heaven is like to have but a lame Skinker, then, 
Alb. “* Wine, and good Livers make true Lovers: [ll 
!tfentence them together. Here Father, here Mother, 

for thame, drink your felves drunk, and forget this dif- 
fention : you two fhould cling together before our Fa- 
ces, and give us example of Unity. , 

Gal. O, excellently fpoken, Vulcan, on the fudden! 

Tib. ‘Fupiter, may do well to prefer his Tongue to fome 
Office for his Eloquence. 

Tuc. His Tongue fhall be Gentleman-ufher to his Wit, 
and ftill go before it. : 

Alb. An excellent fic Office! 6 


: Crif. I, and an excellent Boo) left befides | 
Her, What, have you hired Mercury to cry your Jefts 


you make ? | 
Ovid. Momus you are envious, - | . 
Tuc. Why, you Whorfon Block-head, ’tis your only 


[ies Wit j ion, (now a days) to applaud other 

olks Jelts. | 

Her. True: with thofe that are not Artificers themfelves. 

Vulcan, younod ; and the mirth of the Jeftdroops. 

Par. Hehas fill’d Neder fo long till bis Brain {wings in it. 
: 4b 4 2) al — wf 
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Gel. What, do we nod, Fellow Gods? found Mu- 
fick, and let us ftarele our Spirits with a Song. 

Tuc. Do, Apollo; thou art a good Mufician. 

Gal. What fays ‘fupiter ? 

Ovid. Ha? ha? | 
_ Gal. A Song. 

Ovid. Why, do, do, fing. 

Pla. Bacchus, what fay you ? 

Tib, Ceres ? 

Plan. But, to this Song ? 

7. Sing for my part. —- 

Jul. Your Belly weighs down your Head, Bacchm ¥- 
here’s a Song toward. ; 

7b. Begin, Vulcan— 

= Pog elfe ? what elfe ? 

uc, Say, er | 
Ovid. ae she 
Crif: I fay, fay 


SONG 


Ake, our mirth begins to dye: 
Quicken it with Tunes and Wine: 

Raife’ your Notes, your out : fie, fie, 
This drowzine/s is an ill fign. 

We bani(h bim the Quire of Gods, 

That droops agen: : 

Then all are Men, 
For bere’s not ome, but nods. 


Ovid. like not this fidden and general heavinef§ a- 
mongft our God-heads : ’tis fomewhat ominous. <Apelle, 
command us lowder Mafick, and let Mercsry and Monms 
contend to pleafe, and revive our Sences. | 


SONG. i 


Herm. Hen, in a free and lofty ftrain, 
Our broken Tunes we thus repay 5 
\ Crif? And we anfwer them again, 

Running divifion on the panting Air: 
Ambo. Zo slleeais this feaft if fence, 

As free from {candal as offence. ~°  ; 
Herm. . Here is Beauty for the Eye ; 
Crif. For the Ear fweeet Melody ; 
Herm. Ambrofiack odours, for the fmell ; 
Crif’ — Delicions Netar, for the tafte ; 
Ambo. For the touch, a Ladies wafte; I 

Which doth all the reft excel! 


Ovid. I: This hath wak’c us. Mercury, our Herald ; 
go from our {felf, the great God Fupiter, to the great 
Emperor, Auguftas Cefar: And command him from 
us (of whofe Bounty he hath received his Sir-name, 
Auguftus) that fora Thank-offering to’our Beneficenfe, 
he prefently Sacrifice, as a Difh to this Banquet, his 
beauriful and wanton Daughter ‘fulie She’s a_curft 
Quean tell him; and plays the {cold behind his Back : 
Therefore let her be Sacrificed. Command him this, 


Mercery, in our high name of Fupiter Altitonans.— 
Ful, Stay, Feather-footed Mercury, and tell Aaguftas, 
from us the great Fumio Saturnia; ifhe think 1 hard to do, 


as Fupiter hath commanded him, and Sacrifice his Daugh- 
cer,that he had better co do fo ten times, than fuffer her to. 
love the well-nos’d Poet, .Ovid; whom he fhall do well 
to whip, or caufe to be whipe about the Capitol, for 
foothing her in her Follies. a 
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AG. IV. Scene VI. 


Cafar, Mecenas, Horace, Lupus, Hiftrio, Minos, Liéors, 
Ovid, Gallus, Tsbullus, Tucca, Crifpinus, Albin, Her- 
mogenes, Pyrgus, Julia, Cytheris, Plautia, Chloe. 


Hat fight is this? Afecenas! Horace | fay ! 
Have we our Senfes? Do we hear and fee? _ 


I thought impoffible : O, impious fight! 
Let me divert mine Eyes; the very thought 
Everts my Soul with Paffion: look nor, Man 
There is a Panther, whofe unnatural Eyes 
Will ftrike thee dead: turn then and dye on her 
[He offers to kill bis Daughter. 
With her own Death. | - 
Mec. Horace. What means Imperial Cefar ? 
Czf. What? would you have melet the Stumpet live, 
That, for this Pageant, earn fo many deaths ? 
Tuc. Boy, flink. Boy. 


Pyr2Pray Fupiter webe not follow’d by the fcent,Mafter. 


Cef. Say, Sir, what are you ? 
Alb. I play Vulcan, Sir. 
Cef. But what are you, Sir? 
-- Alb. Your Citizen and Jeweller, Sir. 
_-Cef. And what are you Dame ; 
> Chlo. I play Venus, Forfooth, . 
Cef. I ask not what you play, but what you are. 
Chilo. Your Citizen and Jewellers Wife, Sir. 
Cef. And you, good Sir? . 
Crif. Your Se eR CER diae Sir. 
— Cef O, that prophaned Name! — 
And are thefe feemly Company for thee, 
Degenerate Monfter ? all thereftI know, , 
And hate all knowledge for their hateful fakes. 
Are you that firft the Deities in{pir'd ? 
With skill of their high Natures and their Powers, 
The firft abufers of their ufefal Lighr; 
Prophaning thus their Dignities in their forms 3 
And making them like you, but Counterfeits ? 
O, who fhall follow. Vertue and embrace her, 
When her falfe Bofoni is found nought but Air ? 


- And yet of ttiofe embraces Centanrs {pring, 


That War with human Peace, and poyfon Men. 
‘Who thall, with greater Comforts, comprehend 
‘Her unfeen Being and her Excellence ; | 
When you that teach, and fhould eternize her, 
Live as fhe were no Law unto your Lives : 

Nor liv’d her felf but with your idle Breaths 2: 

Af you chink Gods but fain’d and Vertue painted, 

‘Know we fuftain an aG@ual Refidence; ~~ 

‘And with che Title of an Emperor, 

Retain his Spiric and Imperial Power 5, 

By which (in impofition too remifs, 

Licentious Nafo, for thy violent wrong, 

In foothing the declin’d Affedions 

-Of our bafe Daughter) we exile thy Feet 

From all approach co our Imperial Court, 

On painof death ; and thy mif-gotren Love 

‘Commit to patronage. of Iron Doors ; 

Since her foft-hearted Sire cannot. contain her. 
Mec. O, good my Lord, forgive ; be like the Gods; 
Hor. Let Royal bounty (Cz/far) mediate. 

Cef. There is no bounty to be fhew’d to fuch, 

As have no real goodnefs : Bounty is 


_A {pice of Vertue : and what vertuous A& 


“Can take effec on them, shat have no power 
OF equal habitude to apprehend it, 


| Poet ; 


_| Reward now, Lupus ? 


Poetafter. | 


But live in worfhip of that Idol, Vice, ° 

As if there were no vertue, but in fhade 

Of ftrong imagination, meerly enforc’e ? 

This fhews their knowledge is meer Ignorance ; 
Their farfetch Dignity of ‘Soul, a Phanfie; — 


And all their {quare pretext of Gravity 

A meer vain glory : hence, away with ’em. 

I will prefer for knowledge, none, but fich 

As rule their Lives by it, and can becalm 

All Sea of humour with the Marble Trident 

OF their ftrong Spirits : Ochers fight below 
With Gnats and Shadows, others nothing know. 


A& IV. Scene VII. 


Tucca, Crifpinus, Pyrgus, Horace, Mecenas, Lupns, 

_ ifr 0° Lofony EOS lu Jy, ,/ Macrucy vc'ahiet/ 2D 

WEz2ts become of my little Punk, Venus, and the 
Poult-foot Stinkard, her Husband ? ha? 

Crif; O, they are rid home i?’ the Coach, as faft as the 
Wheels can run. 

Inc. God Fupiter is banitht, I hear: and his Cocka- 
trice, ‘func, lock’t up. Heart, an all che Poetry in Par- 
nafjws get me to be a Player again, Vil fell’em my thare 
for a Sefterce. But this is bursuroms Horace, that Goat- 
footed envious Slave ; he’s turn’d faun*now, an Infor 
mer, the Rogue: “tis he has betraid us all. Did you 
not fee him with the Emperor crouching ? 


Crif. Yes. 
Thou fhale 


Tuc. Well, follow me. ibel and I'll 


Cudgel the Rafcal. Boy, provide me a ‘Truncheon. 
Reteuee fhall gratulate him, tam Marti, quam Mer- 


CHO. ; 

Pyr. I, but Mafter; take heed how you give this out; 
Horace is a Man of the Sword.ZAs Ma 4% : 

Crif. *Tis tne, in troth : they fay, he’s Valiant. _7- 

Tac. Valiant? fo is mine Arfe; Gods, and Fiends! 
Pil blow him into Air, when 1 meet him next: He dares 
not fight with a Puck-filt. 

Fyr, Matter, .here he comes, 

Tuc. Where: Fupiter fave tha, my good ,, 
my noble Prophet; my little fat paifes by 
Horace. 1 {corn to beat the Rogue i the : 
Court; and I faluted him, chus fair, becaufe he 
fhould fufpecé nothing, the Rafcal : Come, we'll go fee 
how forward our Journey-man is toward the untrufling 


of him, Chi bad oh Y/7, Abs, ray amd +. 


Crif- Do you hear, Captain >’ Pl write nothing init 
but innocence : becaufé I may fwear Taminnocent.” /// 


A 


or. Nay, why purfue you not the Emperor for your 


Mec. Stay, Afinins ; , 
You and your Stager, and your Band of Li@ors: 
I hope your Service merits more refpect, ; 
Than thus, without a thanks to be fent hence! 
Hif. Well, well, jeft on, jefton. — - | 
Hor. Thou bafe unworthy Groom. Lxp. I, I, ’tis good. 
Hor. Was this the Treafon? this the dangerous Plot, 
Thy clamorous Tongue fo bellowed through the Court! 
Hadft thou no other Projeé& to encreafe 
Thy grace with Czfar, but this wolvith Train, 
To prey upon the Life of innocent Mirth 
And harmlefs Pteafures, bred of noble Wit? 
Away, I lothe thy Prefence ; fuch as thou, 


They are the Moths and Scarabes of a Stare ; Mohnfey 


The bane of Empires, and the Dregs of Courts ; 

Who (to endear themfelves to any Employment) - 
Care not whofe fame they blaft,whofe life chey endariger: 
And under a difguis’d and Cobweb mask . 7 
Of love, unto their Soveraign, vomit forth 

Their own prodigious Malice; and pretending 

To be the Props and Columns of his fafery, 

The Guards unto his Perfon, and his Peace, a 
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Difturb ic moft, with their falfe Lapwing cries. | 
Lup. Good. Cefar fhall know of this; believe ic. | 
Mec. Cafar doth know it (Wolf) and to his knowledge, 

He will (1 hope) reward your bafe endeavours. | 

“¢ Princes that will but hear, ‘or give accefs 


“© To fuch officious Spies, can ne’re be fafe : 


“They take in Poyfon wich an open Ear, | 
= And. free from f ct become Slaves to fear. | 


A& IV. Scene VIII. 
ct Ovide 
Basie the Court 2 Let me be banithe Life; 


Since the chief end of Life is there concluded :/“ - 
Wichin the Court is all the Kingdom bounded, <<%«~/ 


And as her facred Sphear doth comprehend <~47: ~+4 


Ten thoufand times fo much, as fo much Place 4«'+%4, 


In any part of all the Empire elfe; VWuruZe ee 
Soevery Body, movinginher Sphear, 
Contains Ten thoufand times as much in him, 

As any other, her choice Orb excludes. _ 

As in a Circle, a Magician, then. 

Is fafe againft che Spirit he excites; 

Bur out of it is fubje@ to his rage, : 

And lofeth all the Vertue of his Art: a. 
So I, exil'd the Circle of the Court, — waa 
Lofe all the good Gifts, thatin ie I?joyd. ~~ 

“ No Vertue currant is, but with her Stamp : : 
“ And no Vice vicious blaunoht with her white Hand. - 
The Court’s the abftrac&t of all Rosme’s defert ; 

And my dear Fulia, th’ abftraa& of the Court. 
Methinks, now-I come neer her, I refpire 

Some Air of that late comfort, I receiv’d: . 

And while the Evening, with her modeft Vail; 

Gives leave to fuch poor Shaddows as my felf, 

To fteal abroad, I, like a heartlefs Gholt, 

Withont the living Body of my Love, 

Will here walk, and attendher. For I know 

Not far from hence fhe is imprifoned, - 

And hopes, of her ftri€ Guardian, to bribe 

So much admittance, as to {peak to me, | 

And chear my fainting Spirits with her Breath. 


| A IV. Scene IX. 


i = 3 . [She appeareth above, 


Julia, Ovid. 
= Window. 
Vid? my Love? Ovid. Here, heavenly Fulia. 
ul. Here?and not here? O,how that word doth play 

With both our Fortunes, differing, like our felves, 
Both one ; and yet divided, asopposd? 
Thigh, chou low? O, this our plight of Place 
Doubly prefents the two lets of our love, 

1 and Ceremonial height, and lownefs: - 
Both ways, I am too high, and thou too low. 
Our Minds are even, yet: O, why fhould our Bodies, 
That are their Slaves, be fo without their Rule? 
Til caft my felf down to thee ; If I dye, — 
Pil ever live with thee : no height of Birch, 
Of Place, of Duty, or of cruel Power, | : 
Shall keep me from thee; fhould my Father lock 
This Body up within a Tomb of Brafs, . 
Yer Til be, with thee. If the forms, I hold 
Now in my Soul, be made one fubftance with it ; 
That Soul immortal; and che fame ’tis now ; 
Death cannot raze th’ effe&s, the now retaineth: 
And then, may fhe be any where fhe will. 
The Souls of Parents‘rule not Childrens Souls, 
When Death fets both in their diffolv’d Eftates ; 


- Then is no Child nor Fagher : then Eternity 


Frees all from any Temporal refped. 


. Icome, my Ovid, take me in thine Arms: 


Poetafter. 


as at ber Chamber 
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And let me breath my Soul into thy Breaft. 
Ovid.O, ftay, my Love : the hopes thou doft conceive 
Of thy quick Death, and of thy future Life, 


- Are not authentical. Thou choofeft Death, 


So thou might’ft joy thy love in th’ other Life. 
But know (my Princely love) when thou art dead, 
Thou only muft furvive in perfe& Soul ; 


|.And in the Soul are no Affe&ions: 


We powr out onr Affections with our Blood; - . 


| And wich our Bloods affe&ions fade our Loves. 


“* No Life hath Love.in fuch fweet ftate as chis ; 


_| “No Effence is fo dear to moody Senfe, : 
“ As Fleth and Blood, whofe quinteffence is Senfe. 
“ Beauty, compos’d of Blood, and Flefh moves more, 


“ And is more plaufible to Blood and Flefh, 

“Than fpiritual Beauty can be to the Spirit. 

Such apprehenfion as we have in Dreams 

(When fleep, the Bond of .Senfés, locks them up) 

Such fhall we have when Death deftroys them quite. 

If love be then thy Obje& change not Life ; ; 

Live high and happy ftill; I ftill below, 

Clofe with my Fortunes, in thy height fhall joy. _ 
Ful. Ay me, that Vertue, whofe brave Eagles Wings 

With every ftroke blow Stars in burning Heaven ; 

Should like a Swallow (preying toward Storms); * 


_| Fly clofeto Earth: and with an eager Plume, 


Purfue thofe Objeéts which none elfe can fee, 
But feem to all the World the empty Air. 

Thus thou (poor Ovid). and all vertuous Men 
Mutt prey like Swallows on invifible Food ; 
Purfuing Flies, or:nothing : and thus Love, 

And every Worldly Phanfie, is tranfpos’d 

By worldly tyranny to what plight ic lift. 

O, Father, fince chou gav’ft me not my Mind, 
Strive not to rule it: Take, bue what thou gav’ft 
To thy difpofure : Thy Affe@ions - 

Rule not in me; I muft bear all my Griefs 3 
Let me ufe all my Pleafures: vertuous Love 
Was never {candal to a Goddefs ftare. 

But he’s inflexible! and, my dear Love, 

Thy Life may chance be fhortned by the length 
Of my unwilling Speeches to depart. . 
Farewel {weet Life: though thou be yet exil'd 
Th’ officious Court, enjoy me amply ftill: 
My Soul, in this my Breath enters thine Ears, 
And on this turrets Floor will Ilyedead, _ 
Till we may meet again. In this proud height, 
I kneel beneath thee in my proftrate Love, 
And kifsthe happy Sands that kifs thy Feet. 

“ Great Jove fubmaits a Scepter> to a Cell; 

“ And Lovers e’re they part will meet in Hell. 
Ovid, Farewel.all Company ; and if I could 
All light with chee : Hells Shade fhould hide my Brows; 

Till thy dear Beauties Beams redeem’d my Vows. 

Jul. Ovid, my Love: alas, may we-not ftay 
A little longer (chink’ft thou) undifcern’d ? 

Ovid. For thine own good, fair Goddefs, do not ftay. 
Who would ingage a Firmament of Fires, 

Shining in thee, for me, a falling Star ? | 
Be gone {weet Life-blood : if I thould difcern 
Thy felf but couche, for my fake, I fhould dye. - 

Ful. Iwill be gone, then; and not Heaven it felf 
Shall draw me back.. Ovid. Yet Julia, if thou wilt, 

A little longer, ftay. ‘f«/. I am content. 

Ovid. O, mighty Ovsd ! what the fway of Heaven 
Could not retire, my Breath hath turned back. 

‘ful. Who thall go firft, my Love ? my paffionate Eyes 
Will not endure to fee thee turn from me. 

Ovid. If thou go firft, my Soul will follow thee. 

Ful. Then we mutt flay. Ovid. Ay me, there is no ftay 
In amorous Pleafures : if both ftay, both dye. 
I hear thy Father; hence my Deity. | 
Fear forgeth founds in my deluded Ears ; 

I did not hear him: I am mad with love. 
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| ¢ ° There is no Spirit, under. Heaven, that works Caf. Cafat, for his rule, and for fo much {tuff | ye ans 
, With fuch illufion : yet fach Whitchcraft killme, . | As Fortane puts in his hand, thall difpofeic Pag 
| ' -Ere a found Mind, without ic, fave my Life. CAs if ‘his Hand had Eyes, and Soul, in it) 7 jaw 
| Here, on my Knees, 1 worfhip the bleft Place With worth and judgment. “ Hands, that part wich Gifts, yalit 
That held my Goddefs; and che loving Air, — 4 Or will reftrain their ufe, without defert, . eae Bt a 
That clos’d her Body in his Silken Arins : ot “Or with a mifery, numm’d to Vertues righe, | »  ffucd 
| Vain Ovid ! knee] notto the Place, nor Air; =~ |“ Work, as they had no Soulto govern them, = 0%) [xsl 
| | She’s in thy Heart: rife then, and.worfhip there.. . . | “ And quite reje@ her : fev’ring cheir Eftacgs: fae (ei 
“ The cruett Wifdom filly Men canhave, © ~~... |“ Fromhumanorder. Whofoever can, am 
‘Is dotage, on the, Follies of their Fleth.. : 1 And will not cherifh Vertue, is no Mayr. vga 
ee baprlpe Grady Pe a Mylo. ar |  Eques. Virgil 1s now at hand, Imperial Ce/ar. | 
HS —— , Caf. Romes Honour is at hand then. Fetcha Chair, 
oo re ee _ . | And fee it on our Right-hand ; where ’tis fie, | 
| Ac&t V. Scene. I. - , ‘| Romes Honour and our ‘own fhould ever fit. - | ens 
eR? og oe a7 Now he is come out of Campania, §; , - | ' 
Cefar, Mecenas, Gallus, Tibullus, Horace, Equites Ro. | T doubt nat, he hath finitht all his e£neids, rae 
| ae See __ | Which, like another Soul, Ilongrenjoy.. Vis 
| ‘T XK 7 E, that have conquer’d itil, ‘0 fave the conquer’d, | What think * you three, of Virgil, Gentlemen, Viz. Meng ili: 
| And lov’d tq make infliGions fear’d, not felt; | (Thatare of his Profeffion, though ranke higher) ¢#nes, J hise 
; Griev’d to reprove, and joyful co reward, Or Horace, what fajft chou, that art che pooreit, ae \ fecon 
More proud of Reconcilement than Revenge, And likelieft to envy, or to detra@ ? * Where a 
Refume into the late {tate of our love, - . Hor. Cafar {peaks after common Men, jn this, Tokers 
Worthy Cornelius Gallas, ‘and Trbullas: _. . To make a difference of me, for my poornefs: | Wi 
You both are Gentlemen ; you, Cornelius, As if che filth of Poverty funk as deep eer 
A Soldier of Renown, andthe firlk Provoff = Into a knowing Spirit, asthe bane i | oe 
That ever let our Roman Eagles fly... : : | Of Riches doth into an ignorant Soul. : “4 cog 
On fwarthy egypt, quarried with her Spails. No, Ce/ar, they be pathlefs moorith Minds, ead 
. (74 Yet (not to bear cold Forms, nor Mens Out-terms, That being once made rotten with the Dung old ng 
Uiluutfe 4 Wichout the inward Fires, and Lives of Men) Of damned Riches, ever after fink - . as | 
Cl, ré You both have Vertues, fhining through your fhapes; | Beneath the fteps of any Villany. __ Pe 
| To fhew, your Titles are not wriconPolts, .- But knowledg is the Neéfar, that keeps {weet 5 Pref 
Or hollow Statues, which the beft Men are, = A perfe& Soul, even in this Grave of Sin; aly { 
Without Promethean ftuffings reach’s from Heaven! :. | And for my Soul, ic is as free as Cefars: man $ 
Sweet Poefies facred Garlands crown your Gentry: . -_ | For what I know is due J'l] give to all. tmore 
Which is, of ‘all tlie Faculties on Earth, : : ‘© He that detracts, or envies vertuous Merit, = -s—_ sinh 
' The moft abftra@, and perfect ; if fhe be | “ Ts ftill the covetous and the ignorant Spirit, eo 
True born, and narft with all the Sciences. ss Caf. Thanks, Horace,fos thy free and wholfom fharpneB: 4 an- 
She can fo mould Rome, and her Monuments, ~~ ~—«4f Which pleafeth Cz/ar more than fervile fauns. ostma 
Within the liquid Marble of her Lines, .- - - |: |“ A fllatcer’d Prince faon turns the Prince of Fools. | = an th 
That they fhall ftand frefh and miraculous, = And for thy fake, we'll put no differencemore ®nal ihy 
Even, when they mix with innovating Duft; : ~~. | Betweenthe great and good for being poor. | ie 
In her {weet Streams fhall our brave Rorsas Spirits Say then, lov’d Horace, thy true thought of Virgil . lige he 
Chafe, and fwim after Death, wich their choife Deeds Hor. I judge him of a redtified Spirit, - . | a 
Shining on their white Shoulders ; and therein; By many Revolutions of difcourfe, . la 
Shall Zyser, and our famous Rivers falh st (In his bright Reafons influence) refin'd- - “ey 
With fach attraction, that th’ ambitious Line _... | From all the tartarous Moods of common Men ; en 
Of the round World fhall to her center fhrink, = Bearing the nature and fimilitude : . 2 A : 
To hear their Mufick : And, for thefe high Parts, . | Of aright heavenly Body; moft fevere 2 ‘or Vs 
Cefar fhall reverence the Pierian Arts. In fafhion and colle@ion of himfelf: a 
Mec. Your Majelfties high Grace to Poefte, And then as clear anil confident as Fove; == - Th. 
Shall ftand ’gainft all che dull Detraétions Gal. And yet fo chafte and tender is his Ear, tos ae 
Of leaden Souls ; who (for the vain affumings — In fuffering any Syllable to pafs, aie 
Of fome, quite worthlefs of her Soveraign wreaths) That he thinks may become the honour’d name | we 
Contain her worthielt Prophets in contempt. .. | Of Iffue to his fo examind felf; 6s | 3 7, _ 
Gal. Happy is Rome of all Earths other States, . That all che lafting Fruits of his full Meric sie ky “sn is 
_ Tovhave fo true, and great a Prefident,, In his own Poems, he doth ftill diftafte: | — n 
For her inferiour Spirits to imitate, -_ As if his Minds Piece, which he ftrove to paint, | : ia 
As Cefar is; who addeth to the Sun, Could not with Flethly Pencils have her right. . se 
Influence and luftre: in increafing; thus 7:6. But.to approve his Works of foveraign worth, . ‘a 
His Inipirations, kindling Fire in us, This Obfervation (methinks) more than ferves; ™ a 
Hor. Phebas himielf thall kneel at Cefar’s Shrine, And is not vulgar. That, which he hath writ, | ole 
And deck ic with Bay- garlands dew’d with Wine, Is with fuch Judgment, Jabour’d, and diftill’d 7 ite 
To quit the Worthip C2/ar does to him : Through all the needful ufes of our Lives, | -% Kite tha 
Where other Princes, hoifted totheir Thrones © That could a Man remember but his Lines, AVhew + G 
By Fortunes poffionate and difardered Power, . He fhould not touch at any ferious Pointe, ifhrer- Yn = lim 
. Sit in their height, like Clouds before the Sun, _ But he might breath his Spirit out of him! pA““~ +_f: - Mes 
Hindring his comforts; and (by their excefs : Ce/. You mean, he might repeat part of his Works, _ ac 
Of cold in Vertue, and crofs heat in. Vice) As fic for any conference he can ufe? Roy 
Thunder and Tempeft on thofe Learned Heads, Tib. True, Royal Cefar. Ce. Worthily obferv’d: ah , 
Whom Ce/far with fuch honour doth advance. | And a moft worthy Vertue in his Works. ‘ a 
’ 71+. All human Bufineis Fortune doth command What thinks material Horace of his Learning? J dune, / “ty 
Without all order; and with her blind Hand, ©: Hor. His Learning favours not the School-like glols rg Rae 
She, blind, beftows blind Gifts. that ffill have nurft, That moft confifts in ecchoing Words and Terms, ao nt f 
They fee not wha,. nar how, buc ilill, the worft, . {And fooneft winsa Man.an.empty Name; 4+ De gites: ~ ta 
oe | an _- r AD abn C, at, POS ey eee y Nor Ven 
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Nor any long, or far-fetch Circumftance, 

. Wrapt in the curious Generalties of Arts : 

But a direct and analytich Sum | 

Of all the worth and firft effeéts of Arcs. 

And. .for his Poe/ie, ’tis fo ramm’d with Life, 

That it fhall gather ftrength of Life, with being, - 

And ive hereafter more admir’d than now. oe 
Cef. This.ons confent, in all your Dooms of him, 

And mutual loves of all your féveral Merits, ~ 

Arguesatruth of mericin you all, 


A V. Scene Il. 


Cafar, Virgil, Mecenas, Gallus, Tibullus, Horace, Equites Ro. 


‘ 


Ee, here comes Virgil ; we will rife and greet him: 
Welcom to Cefar, Virgil. Cafar and Virgil‘ 
Shall differ but in found ; to Cefar, Virgil ~~ - 
(Of his exprefled greatnefs) fhall be made 
A fecond Sir-name, and to Virgil, Cefar. 
Where are thy famous e£neids? do us grace 
To let us fee, and-furfeit on their -fighe. . 
Vir. Worthlefs they are of Ca/fars gracious Eyes, 
If chey were perfe& ; much more’ with their wants : 
Which yet are more, than my time could fupply. 
And, could great Czfar’s expefation — a 4 
Be fatisfied with any other Service, — a7 
I would not thew them. Ce/. Virgil is too modeft ; 
Or feeks, in vain, to make our longings more. 
Shew them, fweet Virgil. Virg. Then, in fuch due fear - 
As fits Prefenters of great Works, to Cefar, 
I humbly thew them. Caf: Let.us now behold _ 
A human Soul made vifible in Life ; a 
And more refulgenc in a fenflefs Paper, 
Than in the fentual Complement of Kings. 
Read, read, thy felf, dear Virgil ;-let nocme © 
Prophane one Accent with an untuned Tongue = 
“ Beft matter, badly thown, fhews worfe, than bad. 
See cen this Chair, of purpofe fet for thee 
To read thy Poem in; refufe it not. 
“Vertue, without Prefumption, place may take 
“* Above beft Kings, whom only the fhould make. 
Verg. It will be thought a thing ridiculous 
To prefent Eyes, and to alll future times 
A grofsuntruth; ‘that any Poet (void 
Of Birch or Wealth, or temporal Dignity) 
Should, with decorum, tranfcend Cefar’s Chair. 
“* Poor Vertue rais’d, high Birth and Wealth fet under, 
** Croffeth Heav’ns Ba 
Caf. The courfe of Heaven, and Fate it felf in this 
Will Cefar crofs; much more all worldly Caftom. 
Hor, * Cuftom, in courfe of Honour, ever Errs: 
“ And they are beft, whom Fortune leaft prefers. 
Caf. Horace hath (but more ftri@ly) {poke our thoughts. 
The vaft rude {winge of ‘general Confluence 
Is, in particular ends, exempt from Senfe : : 
And therefore reafon (which in righe fhould be 
The f{pecial Rector of all harmony) 
Shall thew we are a Man, diftin@ by it, , 
From thofe, whom Cuftom rapteth in her preafs, 
Afcend then, Virgil : and where firft by chance 
We here have turn’d' chy Book, do thou firft read. ~ 
| Virg. Great Cefar hath his will: I willafcend. — 
*T were fimple Injury co his free Hand, 
That {weeps the Cob-webs, from un-ufed Vertue, 
And makes her thine proportion’d to her worth, 
‘To be more nice to entertain his Grace 3 | [fone grfezt 
Than he is choife, and liberal to afford it. 
Cef. Gentlemen of our Chamber, -guard the Doors, 
And let none enter ; peace. Begin, good Virgil. 
 Virg. Mean while she skies’ganthunder,and in tail Vite. lib. 
Of that, fell powring Storms of Sleet and Hail:  4-Aneid. 
The Tyrian Lords and Trojan Youth, each where 
With Venus. Dardane * Nephew; now, in fear  * Jutes, 
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5, and makes Worldings wonder. | 
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Seek out for feveral fhelter through the Plain ; 
While Floods come rowling from the Hills amain. > 
Dido-2 Cave, The Trojan * Prince the fame ¥ Fiheas, 
= ne - There ,Earth and Heavens great | Dame, t Juno. - 
That bath the charge of Marria e, firf rave firn ° 
Unto this Contrast. 4 Fe and “is re rie 
As guslty of the match; and from the Hill 
The Nymphs with fhreekings do the Region fill. 
Here firft began their bane; This day was ground 
Of all sheir sills : For now, nor Rumours Sound, 
Nor nice re{pect of State moves Dido ought ; 
Her love no longer now by ftealth is fought : | 
She eas: this Wedlock, and with that fair Name 
Covers ber fault. Forthwith the Brute and Fame; 
Through all the greatefe Lybian Towms is gone ; 
Fame, a fleet Evil, than which is Sawifter none: 

at moving grows, and flying gathers ftrength ; 

Little at firft, and fearfal ‘but at length - i 
She dares attempt the Skies, and Palking proud 
With Feet on Ground, her Head doth pierce a Clond ! 
This Chitd, our Parent Earth, ftird up with fpight 
Of all the Gods, brought forth ; and, as [ome write, 
She Wis laft Sifter of that Giant * Race, 
That thought to fcale Jove’s Court ; right wif of pace, 
And fwifter far of Wing : a Monfer vaft; 
And dreadful. Look, bow many Plumes are plac't 
On ber buge Corps, fo many waking Eyes 
Stick underneath : and (which may ftranger rife 
In the report) as many Tongues fhe bears, 
As many Mouths, as many liffning Ears. - 
Nightly,’ in midft of -all the Heaven foe: flies, 
And through the Earths dark fhadow flreeking cries; 
Nor do ber-Eyes once bend to tafte fweer fleep : 
By day on tops of ‘ Honfes the doth keep, 
Or on high Towers ; and doth thence alright 
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Cities and Towns of mol? con{picuous fg 
As covetous fhe as of ‘Tales and Lyes, 


As prodigal of Truth : This Monfter, &c. 
. A& Ve Scene Ik 


Lupus, Tucca, Crifpinus, Demetriw, Hiftrio, Lifers, Ca- 
far, Virgil, Mecenas, Gallus, Tibullus, Horace, Eqai- 


tes Ro. 


Ome, follow me, affift me; fecond me : where's 
‘the Emperor? 7 
Eques 1. Sir, you muft pardon us. 
Eques. 2. Cefar is private now; you may not enter. 
Tuc. Not enter? Charge ’em, upon their Allegiance, 
Cropfhin. : | 
Eques 1. We have a charge to the contrary, Sir. 

Lup. I pronounce you all Traitors, horrible Traitors : 
What? do you know my Affairs? . a 
have matter of danger, and-ftate to impart to Cafar. 

Cae/. What noife is there? who’s that names Cefar? 
Lup. A Friend to Cefar. One that for Ce/ar’s good 
would {peak with Cefar. i 
Caf. Who is’t ? look, Cornelius. 
Eques 1. Afininus Lupus. | 
Cef. QO, bid che turbulent Informer henice : 
We have no vacant Ear, now, to receive 
Th’ unfeafon’d Fruits of ‘his officious Tongue. 
— Mec. You muft avoid him there. | 
Lup. I conjure thee, as thou art Cefar, or refpedt'ft 
thine own fafety, or the fafery of the State, Cefar s 
Hear me, fpeak withme, Ce/fer; ’tis no common Bu- 
finefs I come about; but fuch as being neglected, may 
concern the Life of Ce/far. - : 
Cef. The Life of Cefer? Lee him enter. Virgil 
keep thy fear 7 : 
Equites. Bear back there : whicher 


will you? keep 
back. | 


The. By 


Poetafter. : —- 


Were wont to figure in their Hieroglyphicks, 
Patience, Frugalicy, and Fortitude ; 8 
For none of which we can fufped you, Tribune. 
Cef. Who was it, Lupus, that inform’d you firft, 
This fhould be meant by us? Or was’t your Comment? 
Lup. No, Cefar: A Player gave me the firft light of it 
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Tuc. By thy leave good man Uther: mend thy Peruke; 


0. . 
Lup. Lay hold on Horace there ; and on Mecenas, Lr 
ors. ‘Romans, offer no refcue, upon your allegiance: 
Read, Royal Ce/ar. Ple tickle you, Satyr. 
| | | Tuc. He will, Humours, he will: He will fqueeze you, 
: Poet puckfift. . | 
| Lup. le lop you off, for an unprofitable branch, you 
Satyrical Varlet. - 
| Tuc. I, and Epaminondas your Patron, here, with his 
Flaggon Chain ; Come, refign: Though *cwere your 
great Grand-fathers, the Law has madeit mine now, Sir. 
ar Fook to him, my party-colour’d - Rafcals; look to 


indeed. 
Tuc. I, an honeft Sycophant-like Slave, a Politiad- — 
an befides. Sab ’ "Watt Menage) aie 
Cef. Where is thae Player ? 
Tuc. He is without here. 
Ce. Call him in. | 
’ Tuc. Call in the Player there: Mafter e£/op, call 
im. 
Equites. Player: where is the Player? Bear back: None 
but the Player enter. . 
Tuc. Yes, this Gentleman, and his Achates muft. : 
Cri. bit) you, Mafter Ufher; we'll ftand clofe, 
here. # Oh Gun AL tomten ply oe: / St POL 
Tuc. "Tis a Gentleman of Quality, this; thoug ebe - 
fomewhat out of Clothes, I tell ye. Come e&/op, haft 
a Bay-leaf i? thy mouth? Well faid, be not out, Stinkard. 
Thou fhalt have a Monopoly of playing confirm’d to thee 
and thy Conyoy, under the Emperor’s Broad Seal, for /t9 
this Service. 
Cef. Ts this he ? 
‘Lup. I, Cefar, this is he. | 
Caf. Let him be whipt. Liéfors; go take him hence. 
And en for your fierce Credulity, < . 
ene fic him with a pair of larger Ears : 
is Cefar’s Doom, and muft not be revok’t. 
We hate to have our Court and Peace difturb’d 
Wich thefe Quotidian Clamours. See ic done. | 
Lup. Cefar. Caf. Gag him, we may have his filence. 
Vir, Cafar hath done like Cefer. Fair and jaft 
Is his award, againft thefe brainlefs Creatures. 
’Tis not. the wholefome fharp Morality, 


him. | A 
Cef What is this, Afinivs Lupws? I underftand it 
not. 7 ; | hee 
Lup. Not underftand it ? A Libel, Cefar ; a dangerous, 
feditious Libel; a Libel in picture. ae 
Cef. A Libel /. . | | 
Lup. I, I found it in this Horace his Study, in Mecenas 
his houfe, here; I challenge the Penalty of the Laws a- 


ainft em. af | 
Qe Lanfyfa' Tuc. 1, and remember to beg their Land betimes ; 
COT Stieiore {ome of thefe hungry Coure-hotinds {cenc it 
BF lige Ott - — | 
sh , Cef. Shew it to Horace: Ask him if he know it. 
a | %. Lup. cn it ? His hand at it, Cefar. i JMaleremafh 
Cef. Then_2tis no | 
fe Ic is the imperiled 
began for Mecenas. 
Lup. An Emblem! right: That’s Greek for a Libel. 
Do but mark, how confident he is. . 
Hor. A juft man cannot fear, thou foolith Tribune ; 
Nor, though the malice of traducing tongues, . 
ot, lls Theopen valtnefs of a Tyrant’s Ear, eon 
piles wv The fenflels rigour of the wrefted Laws, 
A jog fr. vA Or the Red Eyes of ftrain’d Authority 


body of an Emblem, Cafar, 1 


‘Should, in a point, meet all to take his Life. Or modeft anger of a Satyrick Spirit, 
~ His Tinea) is armour *gainit all thefe. That hurts or wounds the body of a State ; 
: Lup. Innocence! O Impudence! Let me fee, let me fee. | But the finifter application ; 
Is not here an Eagle! And is not that Eagle meant. by Of the malicious, ignorant, and baie 
] Gafar ? ha? Do's not Cefar give the Eagle? Anfwer me ; Interpreter : who will diftort, and ftrain 
what fayeft thou? | x he general {cope and purpofe of an Author, 
Tuc. Haft thou any -Evafion, Stinkard ? To his particular and private Spleen. 
Lup. Now he’sturn’d dumb. I’le tickle you, Satyr. Caf. We know it, our dear Virgil, and efteem it 
Hor. Pifh: Ha, ha. | | A moft difhoneft practice in that man, 
~ Lup. Doft thou pifh me? Give me my long Sword. __ Will feem too witty in anothers work. 
Hor. With reverence to great Gefar, worthy Romans, | What would Cornelius Gallus, and Tibullds? 
Obferve but this ridiculous ecg : | ee ee [ Thss — dg! ai — — 
in this Difick : uc. Nay, but as thou are a Man, doft hear? a Man 
SRT OY OS ES of Worthip, and Honourable : Hold, here, take thy 
Chain again. Refume, mad Mecenas. What! doft 
thou think I meant ¢’ have kept it, bold boy? No: I 
: | did it but to _ thee ie to try how thou would’ft cake 
ich in this body, I have figur’d here it. What! will Ieurn Shark upon my Friends, or my 
pf ox alana : ° Friends Friends? I {corn ‘it with my three Souls. Come, /8 
Lup. A Vulture? I, now, tis a Vulture. O, abomina- | I love Bully Horace as well as thou doft, I: “tis an honeft 
ble! monftrous! monftrous! has not your Vulture a | Hieroglypbick, Give me thy wrift, Helicon. Doft thou 
Beak? has it notLegs, and Talons, and Wings, and Fea- | think Ile fecond e’re a Rhinoceros of them all, againft 
thers ? , thee ? ha? or thy Noble Hippocrene, here? Vile turn Sta 
Tuc. Touch him, old Buskins. ger firft, and bé whipt too : doft thou fee, Bully ? 
flor. And therefore muftit be an Eagle? Cef. You have your will of Cefar: ufeit Romans. 
Mec. Refpe& him not, good Horace: Say your device. | Virgil fhall be your Pretor; and our {elf 
 - Bor. A Vulture, and a Wolf Will here fic by, Spectator of your {ports 5 
Lup. A Wolf! good: That’s I; I am the Wolf: My | And think it no Impeach of Royalty. | 
_ Name’s Lupus; Lam meant by the Wolf. On, on, a Vul-} Our Ear ts now too much prophand( grave Maro) 
ture and a Wolf- : | With chefe diftaftes, to take thy facred Lines : 
Hor. Preying upon the Carcafs of an Afs—— Put up thy Book, cill both the time and we 
[iid CLbuind J. Lup, An Afs! Good ftill: That’s I too; Lam the Af, | Be fitted with more hallowed circumftance 
You mean me by the AfSs—— : For the receiving fo divine a work. 
Mec. ’Pr’y thee, leave braying then. Proceed with your defign. — 
Hor. If you will needs take it, I cannot with modefty Mec. Gal. Tib. Thanks to great Cefar. a 
give it from you. _ Gal. Tibullws, draw you the Indictment then, whilft 
Mec. But, by that beaft, the old Egyptians Horace arrefts them on the Statute of Calumny : et 


ot 


Thus, oft, the bafe and ravinons multitude 
Survives, to fhare the Spoils of Fortitude. * 
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a I, will take our Places herd.’ -Lifors,. amitt him. | 

Hor. I am the worft accufér under Heaven.: 

Gal. Tut, you muft do’t: ’ewill be noble mirth. 

Hor. I take no knowledge that they do malign me. 

_ Tib. I, but the world takes knowledge. - 

Hor. Would the world knew, 

How heartily I with a fool fhould hate me. 

Tuc. Body of Fupiter: What! will they arraign my 
brisk Poetaffer, and his.poor Journey-man, -ha ? Would 
I were abroad skeldring for a Drachm, fo I were out of 
his Labyrinth again ; I do feel my felf turn Stinkard al 
ready. But I muft fet the beft Face I have upon’t now: 
well faid, my divine, deft Horace, bring the whorfon de- 
tracting Slaves to the Bar, ‘do. Make *em hold up their 
Spread Golls: Ple give in Evidence for thee, if thou wilt. 


‘Take Courage, Dye | wm would: thy Man had 4 clean 
Band. Fars; Pawn ’ fe, SP, pallies aod 


Cri. VVhat ‘mult we do, Captain ? 
Tuc. Thou thalt fee anon : Do: not make divifion with 


thy Legs fo. 
re What’she, Horace? . 


Hor. 1 only know him for a ‘motion, Cafar. 

Tuc. I am one of thy Commanders, Cefer ; a Man 
of Service and Action ; My Name is Pantilinr Tucca : 
Lhave ferv’d i’ thy wars againft Mark Antony, I. 

Caf. Do you know him, Cornelius ? 

Gal. He’s one that hath had the Muftring, or Convoy 
of a Company, now and chen: I never noted him by any 
other Imployment. 

Caf. We will obferve him better. 

7b. Liétor, proclaim filence in the Court. 

Lic. Inthe Nameof Cefar, filence. — 

Tib. Let the Parties, the accufer and the accufed, pre- | 4 
fent themfelves. 

Lic. The accufer; and the aceufed pectent your ‘felves |= 
inCourt. - 

Cri, Deme. Here. 

Vir. Read the Indi&mene. . © 

. .71b. Rufus.Laberius Crifpinus, and Demetrius Fanni- 
us, Hold up your hands, You are, before thw time,,-joyntly 
‘and feverally Inditted, and bere prefently to be arraigned, va 

i$! onthe Stature of Calumny, or Lex Remmia (the one 


| the Name of Rufus Laberius Crilpinus, alias Cri ves 


| 


Poetafter, and Plagiary ; the other by the Name of De- 
metrius Fannius, Play-dreffer, and Plagiary), That ‘you, 
= having the Fear of Phoebus, or bs Shafts, before your 
es), contrary to the Peace of our Liege Lord,: Auguftus 
Cott, bis Crown and Dignity,. 
Statute, in that cafe made and provided ; bave moft ignorant- 
by, foolifhly, and (more like your faves) malicioufly, gone .a- 
bout to deprave, and calumniate the Perfon and Writings of 
Quintus Horacius Flaccus, bere prefent, Poet, and Prielt 
to the Mufes: and to that end have mutually con[pir'd and 
plotted, at fundry times, as by feveral means, and in {un- 
dry places, for the better accomplifhing your baje and envious 
purpefe ; taxing him, falfly, of Seti-love, Arrogancy, .Im- 
pudence, Railing, filching by tranflation, @c. a al 
which Calumnies, and every of them, in manner and form 
egy » What anfwer you? Are you gnilty 5 » or not 
urity ? 
? Tuc. Not guilty, fay. 
- Cri, Deme. Not guilty. 
Tib. How will you be tried ? 
Tuc. By the Roman Gods, and the Nobleft Hiseais 
Cri. Deme. By the Roman Gods; and the Nobielt Ro- 
Mans, — | 
Vir. Here fits Aeceenas and Cornelis Gallas. 
- Are you contented co be tried by. thefe ? ie. 
Tue. I, fo the noble Captain may be joyn’d ' with’ them 
‘in Commiffion, fay. 
Cri. Deme. I, fo the noble Captain ~~ be j joyn’ ‘d me 
them in Commiffion. 
Vir. What fays the Plaintif'?-- - a 
_ Air. Tam contehr. : 


[| 
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Vir. Captain, then take your place. : 

Tuc. Alas, my worfhipful Pretor ! ’tis more of thy 
genv’nefs than of my deierving, I wuffe. But fince ic 
hath pleas’d the Court to make choice of my Wif- 
dom and Gravity , come, my Calumnious Varlets : 
Let’s hear you talk’ for your felves, now, an hour or 
two. What can you fay ? Make a noife. Ad, act. 
Vir. Stay, turn, and take an Oath firft. You fhall 


fuear, 


By thunder- -darting Jove, the King of Gods 5 
And by the Genius of Auguftus Cefar ; 
By your own white and uncorrupted Souls ; 
And the deep reverence of our Roman Fuftice; 
To judge this Cafe, with trath and equity: 
As bound, by your Religion, and your Laws: 
Now ead the Evidence: But firlt demand 
Of either Prifoner, if chat Writ be theirs. 
Tib. Shew ae unto Crif/pinus. Isit yours? . | 
Tuc. Say, I: what! doft thou or eee it, Pimp 3 
Do not deny thine own MGnerva, thy Pallas, the iffue o 


thy brain. 
aa Yes, itis mine | 


Tib. Shew that unto Demetris. Isit yours : ? 
Dem. It 1s. 
Tuc. There’s a Father; will nor Boh his own Baftard; 


now, I warrant thee.’ orp vf? sib padre Re hed 


Vir. Read them aloud. f 


Tibu, Rampe up my genius; be not retrograde: 
But boldly nominate a S pade, a Spade 


What, {hall thy lubrical and glibber Mule | 
Live, as e were defung, ike Pank in St 


—(Twe. Excellent!) 21-4 Mb jopeod fu Zooper 79. 

troy Alas! that were no modern confequence, [7 
ocd bave Cothurnal Buskins frighted hence. 
’ No, teach thy Incubus to Poetize ; 


barm 


5 Upon that puft-up = 0 


pee Ah, ha!) 
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wee 
Tuc. Li: marry, this w was a a li Sh a b Heregles | in Pretty, ober: 
A ans? Ants 


Caf Excellently well threatned : f (ie é tts 
Vir. Andas ftrangely worded, Cefar. . / 
Cef. We obferve it. .£ wl Ui ft rach tn A/a 
Vir. The other, nowir oe 
Tuc. This’s a fellow of a good prod 
this'll do well. 
Tib. Our Mufe is ix sind. for th’ untruffing @ Kh 5° 
I flip by bis Name ; for mot wsten do know it : 
A Gritick, that all the World befeumbers 7 npn ‘he. vad vay Aer 
H&th Satyrical bumeurs, and Lyrical numbers 3 2 As wet oben i 
—-(Tuc. Are thou there, boy ?) “© ant ho Ah Yu, ass Aah her 
And for the msoft part, bimfelf doth. advance 
| With much Self- love; and sore Arvo ance. — 
——(Tuc. Good again.) 
And (but a Iawould not be thought & Prater) % 
I could tell you, be were a 
I know the Authors from whence i bis frole, - 
And could trace. him dare but that I underftand "em fate 4 
not fi i en wel whole. f J ih of 9g aty tn 
— (Tuc. That Line 1s eae ian e from all his fellows eed 
Chain hint up fhorter, do.) GIAO rintiags olfl 
The beft Note can give you to know bim by, 


» 4 


_ Is, that be ke®s fsallants company; If 
Whem I could wifh, in time (bould bim fear, : 
Left after they buy Repentance too dear. 

: Subfcri. Degs:. Fan. 


this fo Youn fd aa SDeotic 
Jp 


Tl. 


A | 
a /8{ Tuc. Well faid. This carries ’palm with it. 

Hor, And why, thou motly Gull? why fhould they fear ? 
- When haft chou known us wrong, or tax a friend ? 
j I dare thy malice, to betray it. Speak. 
Now thou curl’ft up, thou poor and nafty Snake, 
And fhrink’ft thy poys’nous head into thy bofom : 
Out Viper, chou that eat’{t thy Parents, hence. 

a a Rather, fuch fpeckled Creatures, as thy felf, — 
fore. Lew. Should be efchew’d, and fhun’d: fuch as will bite 
= 2 And gnaw their abfent friends, not cure their Fame 

: Catch at the loofeit laughters, and affect 
To be thought Jefters; fuch as can devife 
Things never feen, or heard, r’impair mens Names, 
And gratifie their credulous adverfaries 5 
Will carry tales, do bafeft offices, . 
Cherifh divided fires, and ftill inereafe | 
New flames, out of old embers; will reveal 
Each fecret that’s commitred to their cruft : 
Thefe be black Slaves: Romans, take heed of thefe. 
Tuc. Thou twang’ft right, little Horace ; they be indeed 
Acouple of chap-faln Curs. Come, We of the Bench, 
Let’srife to che Urn, and condemn ’em quickly. 
Vir. Before you go together (worthy Romans) 
We are to tender our Opinion ; 
And give you thofe Inftructions, that may add 
Unto your even Judgment in the Caufe : 
Which thus we do commence: Firft, you muft know, 
That where there is a true and perfe& merit, 
There can be no dejedtion ; and the {corn 
‘Of humble bafenefs, oftentimes, fo works 
In a high Soul, upon the groffer Spirie, 
: ‘That to his bleared and offended Senfe, 
There feems a hideous Fault blaz’d in the Obje& ;s 
When only the Difeafe is in his Eyes. 
Here-hence it comes our Horace now ftandstax’t 
Of Impudence, Self-love, and Arrogance, 
By thefe who fhare no merit in themfelvés ; 
And therefore, think his Portion is as {mall. . . 
For they, from their own guile, affure their Souls, 
If they fhould confidently praife their works, - 
In chem it would appear Inflation : 
Which, in a full, and well digefted Man, — 
Cannot receive that foul abufive name, 
But the fair title of Erection. 
And, for his true ule of tranflating Men, . 
Ic ftill hath been a work Sey palm, 
- In cleareft Judgments, ast’ invent, or make . 
His fharpnefs, that is moft excufable ; : 
As being forc’t out of a fuffering Vertue, 
a Opprefied with the licence of the time : 
And howfoever Fools, or jerking Pedants, 


{$1 Players, or fuch like Buffoons, barkin wits, #A, -. = 
: May with their beggar! id ea trath, The ; 
Tickle bal Vulgar Pars-in thelr ceIpttey— net EMME ie 
is dike fove'sthunder ) fhall their pride controul, 
“ The honeft Satyr hath the happieft Soul. 
Now, Romans, a” have heard our thoughts ; Withdgaw 
when you pleafe. , 
Tis. Remove the accufed from the Bar. . 
Tuc. Who holds the Urs to us? ha? Fear nothing: 
Vle quit you, mine honeft pitiful Stinkards ; Ple do’t. 
Cri. Captain, you fhall eternally girt me co you, ;as I 
am generous. 7 
Zuc. Goto. . ai fleas, fe | 
Caf. Tibullus, Let there be a Cafe of Vizards private- 
dy provided: we have found a Subject to beftow them 


on. | , 
/  -Tsb. Ic fhall be done, Cefar. so 
Caf; Here be words, Horace, able to baftinado a Mans 
Ears. ‘ ® 
o'r sf Hor. 1. Pleafe it, great Cefar, Mhave Pills about me 
ff (Mixe with the whicelt kind of E&ebore) 
. Would give him a light Vomit; that fhould purge 
fear, : purg 
kb Po &-7~ His Brain, and Stomach of chofe tumorous Heats: | 
jncb-, AIM Saw og reifet / alia bad G5 park as 
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to jeft with 2 Man of Mark, or fo. Hold your hook’ * 


420" + sf ntl, feasted « $- Poetafter. | | 
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Might I have leave to minifter unto him. 
Cef. O! be hise£/culapins, gentle Horace ; 
You fhall have leave, and he fhall be your Patience. 
Virgil, ufe your authority, command him forth. 
415 Cafar iscareful of your health, Crifpines; 
And hathhimfelf chofe a Phyfician 
To minifter unto you: take his Pills. 
Hor. They are fomewhat bitter, Sir, but very wholifome. | , 
Take yet another ; fo: Stand by, they'll work anon. : 
Tb. Romans, return to your feveral feats: Ligors, 
os forward the Urn; and fet the accufed at the 
ar. | 
| Tue. Quickly, you whorfon egregious Varlets ; Com “ 
lore ge What P thall we fit if ae upon yon ? You ° 
make no more hafte, now, than a Beggar upon Pattins: , 
- a Phyfician to a Patient that has no Money, yon Pil. , 
chers. 

736. Rufus Laberius Crifpinus, and Demetrius Fanzi- 
us, hold xp your Hands. You have.{ according to the 
Roman Cufom) put your [elves upon trial to the y 
Urn, for divers and fundry Calumnies, where, | 
you have before the time been Indiiled, and aventw 
prefently Arraigned : Prepare your felves to bearken 

\ to the Verditt of your Tryers. Caius Cilnius Me- 
coenas pronounceth you, by ths Hand-writing, Guil- 
ty. Cornelius Gallus, Guilty. Pantilius Tucca— 

Tuc. Parcel-guilty, I. poy pitty. 7 ‘ 

as he - 


Dem. He means himfelf: for it 
eae, 


inde 
Suborn’d us to the Calumny. All 

Tuc. I, you oo Cantharides ! wast I: 

Dem. I appeal to your Confcience, Captain. 

7:b. Then you confefs it now. 

Dem, I do, and crave the mercy of the Court. 

7ib. What faith Cri/pinms ? 

Cri. O, the Captain, the Captain- 
© oa My Phyfick begins to work with my Patient, 
Tee. | 

Vir. Captain, ftand forth and anfwer. 

Tuc. Hold thy peace, Poet Prator: I appeal from 
thee to Cefar, I. Do me right, Royal Cefar. a 

Cef- Marry, and I will, Sir. Lidfors, gag him: do, i 
And put a Cafe of Vizards o’re his head, 

Thar he may look bi-frented as he {peaks. . 

Tuc. Gods and Friends! Cafar! chou wilt not, Cefer, = 
wile thou? Away, you whorfon Vultures; away. You 
chink I am a dead Corps now, becaufe Cefar is difposd ~ 


Talons out of my flefh, you inhumane Harpies. 
to, do’. What! will the Royal sagufss caft away 
a Gent’man of Worfhip, a Captain and a Comman- | 
der, for a Couple of Condemn’d Caitive Calumnious  * 
Cargo’s 2 fattiny brevetioly/, CD oylt ot fatty Pos 
Cef. Difpatch, LiGfors,<-4v7 teva yar -— Cov fp 
Tuc. Cafar, “A MeOlaty ae Ceo choges 4, 
Cef. Forward , Tibullus. , 
Vir. Demand what caufe they had to maligne Horace. 
Dem. In troth, no great caufe, not I; I muft confes : 


but that he kept better Com (for the moft part) : 

than J: and that Bener Men lovd_him than lov’d 

me: and that his Writings chrjy.d better than mine, 

and werg better lik and Bias: nothing elie. F 
Vir. Thus envious Souls repine at others good. 


Hor, If this be all, faith, 1 forgive thee freely #>“// 


Envy me ftill, fo long as Virgil loves me | 

Gall, Tibulles, and thebellt Gala & Agra rere 
a dear Mecenas : while thefe, with many more ! 
(Whofe names I wifely flip) thall chink me worthy 


Their honour’d and ador’d Society, 
And read and love, proveand applaud my Poems ; 


I would not with but fuch as you thould fpight them. j 
Cn, O——— a. 


Tib. How now, Crifpinus ? 
Cri. O, Tam fick 
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Hor. A Bafon, a Bafon, quickly ; our Phyfick works. | As Orphess, Mufceus, Pindarus, 
Faint not, Man. . a an Hefio 5 Calliinachus, andTheocrite, . 
Crif. O—retrograde——reciprocal —— Incubus. I High Homer ; but beware of Lycophron, - 
Cef. What’s that, Horace ? ; . | He‘is too dark and dangerous a Dith. 
Hor. Retrograde, and reciprocal Incubas are come up. | You maft not hunt for wild ouqandith Terms, * 


Gal. Thanks be to Fupiter, To ftuff out a peculiar Dialect ; : 
Crif. O ——glibbery —lubrical defund-——Q— | But let your Matter run before your Words. 
Hor. Well faid; here’s fome ftore. ' --. + | And if at any time you chance to meet 


Qntaintct br} 


Vir. Whatarethey? . . : _| | Some Gallo Beloick Phrafe, you thall not ftraighe eae fee 
Hur. Glibbery, lebrical, and defund. — Rack your poo Verfe co give it saree: i". pwty GP Gt. 
Gal. O, they came up eafie. 2 we ohn But lec it pais ; anc O not think your fel eel =, , ed 0 n+, 
Cri, O——_O—— : Much damnified, if you do leave it out, 72 Aer Wie 
‘Tis. What’s that? | | _ +. | When nor your Underftanding; nor che sent“ 4 7 Lf meofion— 
‘Hor, Nothing yet. - ¢ 4 2 Could well receive it. This fair Abftinence,’ . AY fb ent Ld ; 
Crif. Magnificate. ae. : In time, will render you more found and clear: 2-4 J px Tg 

. Mec. Mapnificate 2 That came up fomewhat hard. And this have I prefcrib’d co you; in place pe eg t Sard 


Hor, 1. at chear, Crifpinns ? _ - | Of a ftri@ Sentence ; which till he perform, “ <y« f tone Vom 9 
Crif. O,*I thall caft up my ——-[puriom—Jnotteries— Attire him in that Robe.. And henceforth learn ame 
Hor, Godt. ‘Again. | To bear your felf more humbly; not to fwell, 


Crif. Chilblain'd —-O——-O—— clamfe——>__ Or breath your infolent a e 

Hor. That clumfée ftuck terribly. - 7 _: | On im whole ter'can your worft affright. 

Mec. What's alt that, Horace 2 . Lakehimaway. Crif. Fupster guard Cefar. 

Hor. Spprions, {notteries, chilblain'd, clumfie. _. Vir. And for a week or two fee him lockt up 2 


Tib. O Fupiter. 5 | In fome dark Place, remov’d from Company ; 
Gal. Who would have thought there fhould ha’ been | He will talk idly elfe after his Phyfick. — 
fuch 2a dealof Filckhin a Poet? ==. Now to you, Sir. Th’ Extremity of Law 
Crif, O——barmy frth—- |. ~—~—”~—™_—Ss | Awards you to be branded in the Front, 
Cef, What's that? - a : se og For this your Calumny: But fince it pleafech 
Crif. 1-Puffie——i ga lg ftows. | Horace (the Party wrong’d) t’ intreat of Cefar 
Hor. Barmy froth, puffie, inflate, turgidons, and ventoft- A Mitigation of that jufter Doom, 


toms arecome up. . - | With Cefar’s Tongue thus we pronounce your Sentence. 
J. O terrible windy words. - = - |. : Demetrius Fanniws, chou fhalt here put on 
Gel. A fign of a windy Brain.; -..- | That Coat and Cap, and henceforth think thy felf 


Crif. O -Oblatrant—fs ibund—fatuate—frenuoms No other than they make thee; vow to wear che 
Hor. Here’s a deal ; oblatrant, furibund, fatuate, resnows.| In every fair and generous Afflembly, = 
Cef. Now all’s come up, [trow. What a Tumult he } Till the beft fore of Minds thall take to knowledg 


had in his Belly! As well thy Satisfactionyas thy Wrongs. 
Hor. No, there’s the often confejgns damp behind ftill,ff] Hor. Only (grave Pretor ) here, in open Court, 
Crif, O——con{cious—~-damp. | Icrave, the Oath for good Behaviour 
Ebr, I's come up, thanks to Apollo and e{culapins 3 May be adminiftred unte them both. 
Yet chere’s another; you were beft take a Pill more. Vir. Horace, it fhall : Tsbullns, give ic them. 
Crif, O, no; O-——_O——-O——-O— 7ib. Rufus Laberius Crifpinus, asd -Demetrius Fan- 
Hor. Force your felf then a little with yourFinger. ] ius, lay your Hands on your Hearts. You hall bere fo- 


Crif.. O——O— renee it lemnly atteft and [wear, That never (after this inftant) ei- 

Tib. Prorumped ? Wi ata noife ic made! as if his Spi- | ther at Book {eles Stalls, in Taverns, Si eny Rooms, Ty- VE hater ' 
rit would have prorumpt with it. | ring-houfes, Noblemens Butteries, Pui[ne’s CKembers Che belt» “Aten 

Crif/ O——-O——O. and farthef? Places where you are admitted To come) you 7 oe 

Vir. Help him ; ic fticks ftrangely, what ever itis. | hall once offer or dare (thereby to -endear your felf the more 7 ws 


Crif) O—clutcht.. to any Player, Enghle, or guilty Gull in your Company) to 
Hor. Now it’s come ; c/utcht. . maf traduce, or detract the Perfon or Writings of Quin- ; 
Caf. Glutcht 2 It’s well that’s come up; it had but a | tus Horacius Flaccus or any other eminent Man, tran{cend- 


narrow Paflage, oetcudTan<7" Puente, ay ras mt frat ing yor in merit, whom your Envy {hall find caufe to work 
Crif, Oe > sear (a. dar be alate 4 upon, either for that, or :for keeping bhimfelf in better 
Vir, Again, hold him, hold his Head there. Acquaintance, or enjoying better Friends; or if (tran{ported 
Crif. Snarling Gul s——quaking Cuftard. fos}, 4) Geo by any [udden and de{perate Refolution) you do, That thes 
Hor. How now, Crifpinus Obs Ss wn pee ae you [hall not under the Bastoun, or in the next Prefencey ve- 


4 


Crif. O—obfupef act | ing an honourable Affembly of bw Favourers, be brought as 
Tib. Nay, that are all we, I affure you. voluntary Gentlemen to 7S stabs the for/wearing af st. 

Hor. How do you feel your felf? Neither {hall you at any time (ambitioufly affecting the Title 

Crif. Pretty and well, I thank you: -% Ad 7 4 | of the Untrullers or Whippers of the Age) fuffer the Itch of / 

Vir. Thefe Pills can but reftore him for a time; 4&4 | Writing to over-run your Performance in Libel, spon pain of 
Not cure him quite of fueh a Malady, Dyrrrinna tu | being taken up for Lepers in Wit, and (lofing both your 
Caught by fo many Surfeits, which have fill’d enh o/\ Time and your Papers) be ivrecoverably forfested to the 
His B and Brain thus full of Crudities pn eet on <7'\ Hofpital of Fools. So belp yor our Roman Gods, and the - 
"Tis neceflary therefore heobferve =, Genius of Great Cefar. ' 
‘A ftri& and wholefom Diet. . Look you take . Vir. So, now diffolve the Court: — i, 
Each Morning of old Cato’s Princip Hor. Tsb. Gal. Mec. Vir. And thanks to Cefar, 


-‘¥8A good Draught next your Heart, and walk upon’s; That thus hath exercis’d his Patience. 


Till it be well digefted: Then come home, Cef. We have, indeed, you worthielt Friends of Cefar. 
And tafte a piece of Terggce, fuck his Phrafe It is the Bane and Torment of our Ears, 
In ftead of Liguori and, atany hand, To hear the Difcords of thofe jangling Rimers, 
Shun Pleates, and old Ennins ; they are Meats That with their bad and {candalous Practices 
(oebatlh tora. wesale sromar Ute to read a all true Arts and Learning in contempt. ° 
, (But not without 4 Tutor) the belt Greeks, But let not your high thoughts defcend fo low 
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As thefe defpifed Objects; Let them fall, 

a With their flat groveling Souls: Be you your felves; 
| And as wich our beft Favours you ftand crown’d, 

So let your mutual Loves be ftill renown’d. > 
i Envy will dwell where there is want of Merit, — | Detrattion 3 bat Bafene{s Varlet 4.1 * 

: Though the deferving Man fhould crack his ing os ae Apes are Apes, though cloath’d:in Scarlet. . 


0 hi NL tt, Gs (Lake, py ase yaya - 45 As oo: 
: TO THE.READER 9 ous | 


i v3 . se aehe 4 C ) : : 7 

VF, by looking on what is past, thow baft deferud that Name, [amwilling thou [hould’t yer Rnow.more,. py that which fol- 
I lows, an Apologetical Dialogue ; which was-only ence {poken upon the Stage, and all the Anfwer I ever gave to , 

a Lents 


| 
ere b (and fome yet remaining) egemp ne, ana this Play. Wherein I take no pleafure to reurve th 
: Times ; but ih Pofterity may make a difference between their Manncrs that provok'd: me. then, and mgne, that neglected them 
| ever. For, in thefe Strifes, and on [uch Perfons, were as wr.tched to affect a Gighe, it és. unhappy to.be committed with 


Got, S,O.N.G. ae ae oar 

Lujh, Folly, blufh: Here’s none that fears 

The wagging of am: Affes Eats, 0-2, 
Although a Wolvifh Cafe be wears. | , 


_— . N orum canities eft laudagda, fed mopume?"* #4 wy SMT fre foes Yala ve obese U7 
7 Ds Si JY} blige. Wet vol rff- J Th PERSONS. Pct a , 
NASUTUS, POLYPOSUS, AUTHOR *' 3° | a 
_ Pray you let’s go fee him, how he looks _ Not one of them but lives himfelf (if known) , Aa 2 
After thefe Libels. Pol. O vex’d,vex’d, I warrant you. | Iprobior Satyram feribente cinado. jA-canad SS Stes 
Nef. Do you think fo? I thould be forry forhim, ‘| What fhould I fay more, than turn Stone ‘with wonder! 7 


If I found that. Pol. O, they are fuch bitter things, 

He cannot chufe. Naf. But is he guiley of ’*em? 
Po]. Fuh! that’sno matter. Naf. No? | 
Pol. No. Here’s his Lodging. ° 

We'll fteal upon him: or, let’s liften; flay. 

WHe has a Humour oft to talk ¢ himfelf. . | 
Naf. They are your Manners lead me, not mine own. | 
Aut. The Fates have not fpun him the courfeft Thred 


__ Naf. Y never faw this Play bred alf chis Tumalk : 
What was there in it could fo deeply offend, | 
And ftir fo many Hornets? 4m. Shall I cell you ? 
Naf. Yes, and ingenuoufly. ut. “Phen by the Hope 
Which I prefer unto all other Obje@ts;-- 
I can profefs, I never -wrie that Piece. | ve 
More innocent, or empty o ence bo 
Some Salt it had, bue neither ogth nor Gall,» 


aa pay 


Ti:ae (free from Knots of Perturbation) 
Doth yet fo live, alchough bur to himfelf, 


And neglect Fortune, more than fhe can him. 


[is he can fafely {corn the Tongues of Slaves, 
d 


Ic is the happielt thing, this not to be . 

Within che reach of Malice; it provides 

A Man {fo well, to laugh off Injuries; 

And never fends him farther for this Vengeance, 

Than the vex’d Bofom of his Enemy. 

T, now, but think, how poor their Spite fets off, 

Who, after all their wafte of fulphurous terms, 

And burft-out thunder of their charged Mouths, 

Have nothing left bue the unfav’ry Smoke 

Of their black Vomit, to upbraid themfelves: | 

Whilft I, at whom they fhot, fic here fhot-free, 

And.as un-hurt of Envy, as unhie. | 
Pol. 1, but the Multitude, they think not fo, Sir; 

They ehink you hit, and hurt; and dare give out, 

Your Silence argues it, in not rejoining 

To this or that late Libel. ur. ’Las, good Rout! 

I can afford them leave to err fo ftill ; | 


‘89 And, like the barking Students of Bears-College, — 


To {wallow up the Garbage of the Time a 
With greedy Gullets, whilft my felf fitby, © 
Pleasd, and yet tortur’d, with their beaftly Feeding. 
Tis a fweet Madnefs runs along with them, | 

To think, all that are aim’d at ftill are ftruck ; 


Then, where the Shafe ftill lights, make that the Mark, 
“And fo, each Fear, or Fever-fhaken Fool - 


May challenge Teacer’s Hand in Archery. 
Good troth, if I knew any Man {fo vile, 


{83{To a& the Crimes thefe Whippers reprehend, || | 


Or what their fervile Apes gefticulate, jl 

I fhould net then mueh mufe their Shreds were lik’d 3 
Since ill Men have a Luft ¢? hear others Sins, 

And good Men have a Zeal to hear Sin fham’d. 


<> Bit when it is all Excrement they vente, 


° ‘ oe : . . aa & a i y: ] *- ie | a ; 
es | W.4. wit 94 “4. fia, nad ye iGs. wanes) ar * 5 6 th /7 4aJ PA +t a | a 
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As Ocean-Pyracies, or High-way Stands ; 

And not’a Crime there tax d, but_is their dwn, 

Or what their own foul Thoughts fuggefted to them ; 
And that in all their heat of taxing others, 


Bafe Filch, and Offal; or Thefts, notable | 


OF thofe great 


Nor was there in it any Circumftance © 
Which, in the feeting down, I could fafpea 


| Mighe be peryerted by an: Enemies: Tongice : [ o: 


Only it had the Faule to be cal’d Mine; 


. 
\ 


That was the Crime. Pol. No? Why, they fay you tard 


To {pare the Perfons, and to fpeak the Vices. 
Thefe are meer Slanders, ‘and enfore’d by Tach 
As have no fafer ways to Mens Difgeates, 
But their own Lies, and lofs of Honefty: 
Fellows of practis’d and moft laxative Tongues, 
Whofe empty and eager Bellies, i? the Year, 
Compel their Brains to many defp’rate Shifts, 
(I {pare co name’em ; for, their Wretchednefé ih : 
Fury it felf would pardon.) Thefe, of fuch, ~ 
Whether of Malice, or of Ignorance, 
Or Itch ¢’ have me their Adverfary, (I know not) 
Or all thefe mixt; but fure I ain, three Years ,~ 
They did provoke me with their petulant Srytes 
On qvery Stage : And I at laft, unwilling, | //] 

ut weary, I confefs, of fo much trouble,. 

hought I would try if Shame could win upon ’em; / 
And therefore chofe Auguftus Cefar’s Times, 
When Wit and Arts were at their height in Rome, 
To thew that Virgil, Horece, and che reft 

after-{pirits, did not want 

Detracteérs then, or Praétifers againft thent : a 
And by this Line (although no ParaHel) / 
Thop’d at laft they eon fit down, and bluth : 
But nothing could I find more contrary: - - 
And though the Impudence of Flies be great, 
Yet this hath fo provok’d the angry Wafps, 
Or, as you faid, of the next Neft, che Hornets, 
That they fly buzzing, mad, about my Noftrils, 
And like fo many fcreaming Grafhoppers re 9. 
Held by the Wings, fill every Ear with Noife. — _ 
And what? thofe former Caluminies you mention’d, 
Firft, of the Law: Indeed I broughe in Owid 
Chid by his angry Father, for negle@ing — 
The Study of their Laws, for Poetry 


a 


4 


mee 


‘The Law and Lawyers, Captains, and ‘the Players, \- 75 
) By cheir panicala Names ut. Ie is not to. } 
Tus'd noName. . My Books have ftill been taught 


4 
’ 


dat.’ 


And I am warranted by hisown words.. _ 
Sepe pater dixit, Rudium quid inutile tentas? 
- “Maeonides nullas ipfe reliquit opes. 

And in far harfher terms elfewhere, as thefe: 
Non me verbofas leges edifcere, nom me 


~ To the 


Trift. lib. 4: 
Eleg. 10. 


Amollib.t. 
Eleg. 15. 


Ingrato voces proftituiffe foro. | 
But how this fhould relate unto our Laws, 
Or their juft Minitters, wich leaft abute, 
[reverence both too much to underftand ! 
Then, for i wala I hen " {peak 
seram I here have made: Ic is — 
fs bn See That’s the Lemma. Mark ite a" 
| Strength of my Country, whilff T bring to view 
Such as are mifs-call’d Captains, and wrong you, 
And your bigh names ; I do defire, that thence, 
. Be not put om you, nor you take offence : 
I fwear by your true Friend, my Mufe, I love 
Your great Profeffion, which I once did prove + 
And did not (hame it with my Altions, then, 
No more than I dare, now, do with my Pen. 
He that not truffs me, having vow a thus much, 
But’s angry for the Captain, fill: ss fuch. 
Now, for the Players, ic is true, I tax'd em, 
And yet, but fome; and thofe fo fparingly, | 
As ali the reft might have fare ftill, unqueltion’d, 
Had they but had the wit, or con{cience, 


To think welLof themfelves But, impotent they 
Thought each Man’s vice _belon 


{9S 


1d 


be: 
And much 
I am not aay with. If it gave’em Meat, — 
Or got ’em Clothes. "Tis well. That was their 


se 
Only amongft th ee 


4 @ a 4 
em, I am forry for 73/374 


Will you not anfwer ther the Libels? ut. No. -—” 


Pol. Nor the untruffers? ut. Neither. 

Pol. Y’are undone then. | 

Aut. With whom? Pol. The world. 

Aut. The Baud. Pol. Ic will be taken 
To be ftupidity, or camenefs in you. _ 

Aut. But, they that have incens’d me, can in Soul 
Acgquit me of that guile. They know, I dare 
To fpurn, or bafful ’em ; or {quirt their Eyes 
With Ink, or Urine: or I could do worfe, 
Arm’d with <Archiloches fury, write Iambicks, 
Should make the defperate lafhers hang chemfelves ; 
Rhime ’em to Death, as they do Irifh Rats %» 4ive J. 
In drumming Tunes. Or, living, I could ftamp 3 
Their foreheads with thofe deep, and publick Brands,/ 7 
That the whole company o 
Should not take off, wih all cheir Art, and Plaifters. 
And thefe my Prints fhould laft, ftill to be read 
In their pale Fronts: when, what they write °ga 
Shall, like'a Figure drawn in Water, fleet, 
And the poor wretched Papers be imploy’d 
To clothe Tabacco, or fome cheaper Drug. 
This I could do, and make them infamous. 


~ 
~~ 
“— 
- 


But,to what end? when their own deeds have mark’d ’em 


And that I know, within his guilry Breaft 

Each flanderer bears 2 Whip, chat fhall torment him, 
Worfe, than a million of thefe temporal Plagues : 
Which to purfue, were but a Feminine humour, 


Yh cowte ,. Sb, 


4 


“| .. ur. Ha! If all che Sale inf the old Comedy 
Should be fo cenfur’d, or the tharper wie 


*d to their whole Tri 
ood dot-em. What thhave done’gainit me, 


(9¢ Some better nacures by the reft fo drawn, 22 a. }: Ser 
Torun in that vile Line. Pol. Andis this all?«~ ~ 


ar er-Surgeons hh ett fy, 


an took 
Pouiet 


rine 


Reader, 


And far beneath the Dignityof Man. 
Naf. ’Tis true: for to revenge their injuries; 
Were to confefs you fele’em. Let ’em go, 
And ufe the Treafirre of the Fool, their Tongues, 
Who makes his gain, by {peaking worft of beft : 
Pol. O, bue they lay particular imputations —— 
Aut. As what? Pol. That all your writing, is meer ray- 


Cling: 


123 


Of che bold Satyr, termed {colding Rage, | 
What Age could then compare with thofe, for Buffoons?2 
What fhould be faid of Arifophanes, 
Perfius, or Fuvenal? whofe names we now 
SO glorifie in Schools, at leaft pretend it. eG 
Ha’ they no other? Pol. Yes: they fay you are flow; | 
And {carfe bring forth a Play a Year. “Aut. Tis true. 
I would, they could not fay that I did that. ) 
There’s all che Joy that I cake?’ their Trade, _ 
Unlefs fuch Scribes as they might be profcrib’d | 
Th’ abufed Theaters. They would think ic range, now, 
A Man fhould take but Colts-foot, for one day, 
= — Mea {pit out a better Poems y Pa 
an e’re the Mafter of Art, or giver of Wit, Aerie, Ln, 
Their Belly made. ~ Yet, this is vofibie, PR ane 
If a free Mind had but the patience, “ 
To think fo much, together, and fo vile, 
Bur, chat thefe bafe and beggerly conceits 
Should carry ir, By the multitude of Voices, 
Againft the moft abftra@ed work, oppos’d 
To the ftuff'd Noftrils of the drunken rout ! 
O, this would make a learn’d and liberal Soul, 
To rive his ftained Quill, up to the Back; 
And damn his long-watch’d Labours to the Fire; 
hings, that were born, when none but the ftill Nigh¢; 
| And his dumb Candle, faw his pinching throes : 
Were not his own free merit a more Crown 
Unto his Travels, than their reeling Claps? 
This ’tis, thac ftrikes me filent, feals my Lips, 
And apts me rather to fleep out my time, 
Than I would wafte it in contemned ftrifes, 
Wich thefe vile Jbides, chefe unclean Birds, | 
That make their Mouths their Clyfters, and ftill purge 
From their hot entrails. But, I leave the Monitérs 
To their own fate; And, fince the Comick Adufe 
Hath prov’d fo ominous to me, I will try 
If Tragadie have a more kind afpect; 
Her favours in my next I will purfue, 
Where, if I prove the pleafure but of one, 
So he judicious be ; He thall b’alone -47 ~~ 
A Theater unto me : Oncey Til fay ENE, 
‘To ftrike the Ear of Time, in thofe freth ftrains; _. 
As fhall, befide the cunning of their ground, Binary es 
Give caufe to fome of wonder, fome defpight, 
And unto more, defpair, to imitate their found. 
I, that fpend half my Nights, and all my Days, » #7 
- Here in a Cell, to geta dark, pale Face, aes 
To come forth worth the Ivy, or the Bays, ge 
And in this Age can hope no other grace—~ 
Leave me. There’s fomething come into my thought, 
That muft, and fhall be fung, high, and aloof, te 
Safe from the Wolfs black Jaw, and the dull A fles Hoof. 


. Treyerence thefe Raptures, and obey en). 
ES and 
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AD T R A GE D Y. 


Firft Aded ‘in the Year 1603. By the Kine: Ma jJEsTYS Seivinl 
With the Allowarice of thé Mafter of Reve LS. 


The sail B. J 7 


Noi He bin atites non Gorgontas, Hlarpyiaf que re 
- levenies 2 Hominem paging noftra Japit. “Mart. 


To the no lefs- 6 Noble by Vertue than Broo, 


-Efme Lod — 


MY LORD, ae : 3 : 
F ever any Ruiné were fo great as to io foie I think this be one 1 fend y you, The Faii of 
L SEFANUS:.--b -4-Poem, shat-(if Ewell remember). in Your Lordfhips fight fuffered.no 
lefs Violence from our People here, than the Subject of it did from the Rage of the People of 
Rome ; but with a different Fate, as (I-b6 re) er ey vs bath out-liv'd ther Malice, and begot 
it felf a greater Favour than he loft; the Amorigft whom, if I make Your. 
Lordjlip the firft it thanks, it is not ‘apithont “i 4 in sane the Bond Your Benefits have, and 


ever fhall bold upon me oe 
j “Yount Loidthips molt faichfal Honouter, 
CI ere oe I an ea 
PMA AR DLE a We ea 


Mg . 
‘& iB eee a ead 
ee eae, ee Be Ney ee ins ea cans es oe Foun son. 
t F sae oT Nic rc 7 BS e es 
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The ARGUMENT. ... a ae 


Lius Sejanus, Son to Seius Serab6, 4 Gentleman of Rome,‘.and born at Vullinium, after’ bis long Service in Court 

jirft, under Auguftus ; afterward, Tiberius 5 grew into that Favour with the latter, and won bim by thofe Arts, a 
there wanted nothing but the Name to make him & Co-partner of the Empire. Which Greatnefs of bss, Drufus, the Emperor's 
Sow, not brooking, after many [motber’d Diflikes (it one day breaking out!) the Prince frruck bim publickly om the Face. To 
revenge which Difgrace, Livia, the Wife of Drufus, (being befare corrupted by bim to ber Difhonour, and the Difcovery of ber 
Husband's Counfels) Sejanus practifeth with, togerber with ber Phyfician called Eudemus, and one Lygdus an Eunuch, to 
poyfos Drufus. This their inbumane AG having fuccefsful and unfufpetted paffage, it emboldneth Sejanus to further and 
more infolent Projects, even the Ambition of the Empire , where finding the Lets be muft encounter to be many and bard, in 


/96 re{pect of the Iffue of Germanicus, (wbo were next ss hope for the Succeffion) be devifeth to make Tiberius /eif, bas Means, 


“Mf 


and inftils into bis Ears many Donbts and Su{picions, both against the Princes, and their Mother Agrippina ; which Cefar 
jealoully bearkning to, as covetoufly confenterb to theiy Rusne, and their Friends. In this time, the better to mature and 


(90 ferengthen bis Defign, Sejanus labours to marry Livia, and worketh (with ell bis Ingine) to remove Tiberius 
AP knowledge of Publick Bufine/s, with Allurements of quiet and retired Lifes the latter of which, Tiberius (our of « 
nels to Luft, and « defire to bide thofe unnatural Pleafures, which be could not -{o 
enkindleth his Fears, and there gives him firft caufe of doubt or fulpe towards 


vate) a new Inftrument, one Scrtorius 


acra, and by 


- (with pretext of oink bis an umvonted Hononr in the Senate) be trains bin from bss Guards, and with a long doubtful Lete 
ter, in one day bath bim {u[pected, accufed, condemned, and torn in pieces, by the Rage of the People. . 
- e 
The Persons of the Pray. 
xe 3 TIBERIUS. 
7 | .Drusus fen. _ SEJANUS. . ee ee 
NERO. LATIARIS. 
. Drusus jun. Varro. 
CALIGULA. : Macro. 
ARRUNTIUS. CorTrra. 
SiLius, AFER. 


SABINUS. 
Lepipus. 
Corpus. -— 
GaLLus ..' 
REGULUS. 
_TERENTIUS. 
Laco. 
EupEMUSsS. 
Rurus. | 


PRACONES.. 

FLAMEN. 
-TuBIcINESs. 

NunNntTivs. 


‘s ‘ 
en ee | 
\ 


HaTERIUS, 


SaAMQUINIUS. 
-' Pomponiuvs. 
. PosTrauMmus. 


TRIBUNI. 


Trio. 
Minurivs. 
SATRIUS. 
NATTA. 


Opsivs.' . 


LIVIA. 


honrerixy-2 rs 


SoStra. 


= 


. 


LICTORES. 
MInisTRIL 
TIspircines. 
SERVUS. | 


om the 
0ne- 

pubic pra) embraced : The rma 
janus: Againft whom be raifeth (is pri- 

! pt, ¢ him underworketh, difcovers the others Counfels, bis Means, bis 
Ends, founds the Affections of the Senators, divides, diftracts them: At laff, when Sejanus leaft looketh, and ss rvcoft fecare, 
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The Principal Tracoprans were, 
WILL. SHAKESPEAR 
JOH. HEMINGS. 


HEN. CONDEL. 
ALEX. COOKE. 


RIC. BURBADGE. 
AUG. PHILIPS. 
WIL. SLY. 

FOH. LOWIN. 


Ms Sabine; Siliné, Natta, Latiars, Cordws, Satrins, Arrwntisa, 


e - ” Endemns, Haterius, 8c. 

7%. Ail, Carns Sills. Pe 
be: Si. Tstius, Sabinas, Hail. 4 nea 
ay” Yo’are rarely met 'in-Court ! 

inp - Sab. Therefore, well met. = °° 
m. Sil. ?Tis true: Indeed, this place is net our Sphere. 
a Sab. No, Silius, we are no good Inginiers.; 


x: We wane the fine Arts, and ¢their-thriving ufeé, = 
Should make us gracd, or favour’d of the times: | 
We haveno fhift of Faces, no-cleft Tongues,) "| 
No foft and glutinous Bodies, that-can ftick, = - 
or igt Like Snails, or ainted Walls ; or, on our Breafts, — 
Creep up, to fall, from that proud height, to which 
We did by need 6 by fervice, climb, 
We are no guilty Men, and then fio great ; _ 
We have no placé in Court, office tn State,’ 
That we can fay, we owe unto our Crimes: | 
We burn with no black Secrets, which can make: : 
"Us dear to the pale Authors; orlivefear’d == 
Of cheir ftill waking Jealoufies, to raife 
Our felves a Fortune, by fibverting theirs; =<: - - 
We ftand not in the Lines, that do advance @ 
To that fo courted Point. Sé/. But yonder lean: 
a pair that do. ( Sas Good Coufin Latiars. ) — 

Sil. Satrius Secundas, and Peanarius Natta, 
The great Sejanus Clients: There be two, . 
Know more, than honeft Councels: whofe clofe Bréafts, 
Were they rip’t up to light, it would be found 

¢ A poor and idle aon which their Trunks - 
Had not been made: fit Organs. Thefe can lye, 
Flatcer, and {wear; for{wear, deprave, inform, 
Smile, and betray ;'make guilty Men; chen beg — 
The forfeit Lives, to get the Livings 5 cut | 
Mens Throats with Whifperings ; fell co gaping Sutors 
The empty Smoke, that flies about the Palace; 
Laugh when their Patron laughs; {weae when he fweats; 
Be hot and cold with him; chahge every Mood, 
Habit, and Garb, as often ashe varidss 
Obferve him, as his Watch obferves his Clock’: - 
4éAnd true, ar. Turkife in che dear Lords Ring, 
Look well; or if with him: ready to praife 
His Lordfhip, if he fpie, or but pifs fair, 
Have an indiffererte. ftool, or break wind well; 
Nothing can {cape their catch. Sab. Alas! chefe things 
Deferve no note, confer’d with other vile, 
And filchier Flatrerers, that corrupt the Times : 
When, not alone our Gentries chief are fain 
To make cheir fatety from fuct fordid aés, 
But all our Confuls, and:no litele pare 
Of fuch as have been Pretors, yea, the moft 
92 OF Senators ( that elfe nor ufe their Voices ) 
Start up in publick Senate, and there ftrive 
Who fhalt propound moft abjeé things, and bafe ; 
So much, as oft Tiberius hath been heard, 
Leaving the Court, to cry, O race of Men, 
4®Prepard for fervirnde! which fhew’d, that he, ° © 
Who leaft che publick Hberty could like, 
Aslothly brook’d their flat fervilicy. 
Sil. Well, all is worthy of us, were it more, 
Who with our Riots, Pride, and civil Hate, 


t 
\ 


_Pedarii, 


- { Have fo provok’d the Juftice of the: Gods. | Ls 
We, that ( within thefe fourfcore Years} were bora 


+ OF me, Of all our Fortines, and our-Lives 9 -¢, W: 


_| Have you-or feen or heard part of his work ? 


That envies not, in them, their Fathers Name. 


Free, equal Lords of the triumphed: world, | 193 
And knew no Mafters, bue AffeGtons 5 | : 
To which betraying firft our Liberties; ee 
We fince became the flavesto oné Man’s Lufts; ...,.° 
And now to many : every miniftring Spy. hae 
That will accufe, avid fwear, is Lard of you, 


i'Vintis - 
Our looksare call’d to queftion, and our:words, © ° .. , 
ow. innocent foever, are made Crimes 3. roy 
We fhall not thortly. dare to tell our Dreams, ae 
Or think, but.’ewitl be Treafon. - Sab. Tyrants Ares ;° 
“ Are to give Flatrerers, grace ; Actufers;power.s.°, “ 
“That thofe may. féem to kill whom they devour. ,-- , 
Now good Cremurins Cordes. «© ° 00 shee 
| Covi Hail coyour. Lordfhip. © ©: ...,- | 
.: Wot. Who’s thac ‘falutes your Conufin?.. , 
Lat. "Tisone Cordusy 1 iss: { They whifper.. 
A Gentleman of Rése::: oné, thet hag wri: ° 3: ee 
'‘Annalsiof late, they fay, and very well. = 6 0 ee 
Nat. Annals? of what ‘Times? Lar,3 think of Porpey’s, 
And Caius Cefar’s; and ‘fo downto thefe =.) - 
Nat. How. ftands h’ affected to the. prefent Stare? - 
Is he or Drufian ? or.Germanican? 62 0. ot, a 
Or ours? or Neutvyal?: ZLat..I know him. not .fo far. / 
Nat, Thofe times are fomewhat queafie to be touch,’ 
ee eS f 
Lat. ,Not I, he means they fhall be publick fhortly..... ; 
Nat..O, Cordas do.youcall him? = ys 
Lat. I, Sab: Buc thefe our. Times 5 a 
Are not the faine, Arrantius.° Arr. Times? the Men, 
The Men are noc the fame: ’tis we are bafe, cee 
Poor, and degenerate. from th’exaleed {train 


4Of our great Fathers.. Where is now the Soul 


Of God-like Cato? he, chat darft be good, — 
When Ce/ar durft be evil; and had power, 

As not to live his Slave, to die his Mafter, 

Or where's the conftant Bratws? chat ( being proof 
Againft all Charm of Benefits) did ftvike - 

So brave a blow into the Montfters Heart _: 

That fought unkindly to captive his Country ? 


| O, they are fled the Light. Thofe mighty Spirits 


Lie rak’d up, with their. Athes in their- Urns, 
And not a {park of their eternal Fire 
Glows ina prefent Bofom. All's bue blaze, 
Flathes, and fmoke, wherewith we labour {o, 
There’s nothing Reman in us ; nothing Good, 
Gallant, or Great: ’Tis true, that Cordus, fays,’ 
Brave Caflius was the laft of all that Race. . ‘ e 
( Drufus pafferb by. 
Sab. Stand by, Lord Drufus. 
Hat. Th’ Emperours Son, give place. | ae 
Sil, [like the Prince well. Arr. A riotous youth. 
There’s little hope of him. Sab. That faule his Age 
Will, as it.grows, corre@. ’ Methinks he bears 
Himfelf, each Day, more Nobly than other ;: . 
And wins no lefs on Mens Affections, __. 
Than doth his Father lofe. Believe me, I love him 5 
And chiefly tor oppofing to Scjanus. | 
Sil, And I, for gracing his young Kinfmen fo, - 
The Sons.of Prince Germamicus : Ic fhews 
A gallane Cleernefs in him, a ftraighe Mind, 
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Sejanus. 


Arr. His name was, while he liv’d, above allenvy ; 
And being dead, without ir. O, that Man! 
If there were Seeds of. che old vertue lef, - 
They liv’d in him. Sé/. He had the Fruits, Arruntins, 
More than the Seeds: Sabinus,and my felf 
Had means to know him, within; and can report him. 
‘We were his followers, ( he would call us Priends. ) 
/G4 He was a Man moft like to vertue ; In all, 
_ Andevery aétion, nearer to the Gods, ; 
Than Men, in Nature; of a Body as fair 
As was his Mind; and no lefs revererid’. " 
In Faee, than Fame: He could fo.ufe his ftate, _ 
' Tempring his Greatnefs, with his. :Gravity, . 
As it avoided all felf-love in him, oT ean 
And fpight in others, /What his Funerals lack’d — 
In Images, and Pomp, they had fuppli’d - 
With honourable forrow, Soldiers fadnefs, 
A kind of filene Mourning, fuch,.as Men ae 
( Who know no Tears, but from their Captives) ufe 
To fhew in fo great loffes. Cor. Ichought once, , 
Confidering their Forms, Age,-manner of Deaths: . 
The nearnefs of the, places, where they fell,. 
/g§ T’.have paralell’d him wich great. Alexander : 
For both were of. beft Feature, of high Race, 
Year’d-but co thirty, and, in Foreign Lands, 
By their own People, alike made away. _ ae 
Sab. I know not, for his Death, how you might wretft 
But, for his Lite, ic did as much difdain a © 
Comparifon, with that voluptuous, rath, 
Giddy, and drunken Afacedon’s, as mine 7 
Doth with my Bond-mans. All the. good, in him, - 
( His Valour, and his Fortune) he made his ; 
But he had other touches of late Romans, 
That more did fpeak him: Pomzpey’s Dignity, - _ . 
The Innocence of Cato, Cefar’s Spirit, 2 “4 a) 
Wife Brutus Temp’rance; and every Vertue, | 
Which, parted unto others, gave chem name, © 
Flow’d mixt in him. 
\’ -And.all our Praifes of him are like Streams . .° : 
Drawn from a Spring, that ftill rife fall, and leave’ 
‘The part remaining greateft.. rr. I am fure | 
He was too great for us, and that they knew - - 
Who did remove himhence. Sab When Men grow faft 
Honour’d, and Jov’d, there Is a trick in State 
( Which jealous Princes never fail to ufe) 
‘How to decline that growth, with fair pretext, 
And honourable colours of employment, . 
~ Either by Embaflie, the War, or fuch, 
To thift chem forth into another Air, | 
Where they may purge, and leffen ; fo was he: 
And had his feconds there, fent by Zzbersus, 
~ And his more fubtile Dam, to difcontent him 3 
To breed, and cherifh Mutinies 3 detrad& 
His greateft A&tions ; give audacious check 
To his Commands; and work to put him out 
In open act of Treafon. All which {nares 
When his wife cares prevented, a fine Poyfon 
Was thought on, to mature their practices. 
Cor. Here comes Sejanus, Sil. Now obferve the ftoops, 
The bendings, and the falls. rr. Moft creeping baie! 


Sejanus, Satrius, Terentius, 8c. [They pafs over 
aa : the Stage. 


| Note ’em well: No more. Say you. Sat. My Lord, 
There is a Gentleman of Rome would buy ——— 
S¢j. How call you him you talk’d with? 
Sat. ’Pleafe your Lordhhip, it is Eademss, the Phyfician 
To Livia, Drufas’s Wife. Se. On with your Sute. 
Wovld buy, you faid— Sar. A Tribunes place, my Lord. 
1g6 —- Sej. What willhe give? Sar. Fifty Sefertia. 
Sg. Livia’s Phy fician, fay you, is that Fellow? 


*, 


(it: | That is all chefe; where, on the adverfe pare, — 
| OF Blifs,and Shades, Nectar —— Arr. A ferving Boy |! 


| To that great Eo: fat Apicimss qs 
O 


He was the Soul of Goodnefs Doo 


| Would be far more than fever’d 5 and their life 


Sat. It is, my Lord, your Lordhhips anfwer. 
Sey. x yi ? 
Sat. The Place, my Lord. °Tis for a Gentle 
Your Lordfhip will well like of, when you fee fae 
And one, you maké yours, by the grane. 
Sg. Well, let hini bring Money, and his Name 
Sat. "Thank your Lordthip. He fhall, my Lord. 
Sey. Come hither. 
Know yon chis{ame Exdemw ?-Ishelearn’d?- 5 - - 
Sat. Reputed fo, my Lord, and of deep practice. 
: vp Bring him in, to me, in the Gallery ; 
And take you caufe to leave us there together: 
I would confer with him, about a grief. On. 
Arr. So, yet! another? yet? O defperaté ftate 


| OF grov’ling honour! Seeft chou this, O Son, 


And do we {ee thee after ? Methinks, day. -- - 

Should lofe his ligpet, when Men do lofe their Chames 

And for the empty circumffance of life, yo 
Betray their caufe of living. Sil. Nothing fo. 


Sejanws Can repair, if Fove fhould ruine, |. 


He is the now Court-god ; And well applied , ; 
With facrifice of Knees, of Crooks, and Cringe ;. - dp 
He will do more than all che Houfe of Heav’n . 2 


Can, for a thoufand Hecatcmbs. Tis he Dts 
Makes us our Day, or Night; Hell, and Ely/iuns 
Are in his look: We talk of Rhadamanth, 

Furies, and Fire-brands; But ’tis his frown - ay 


His {mile is more, chan e’re (yet) Poers fain’d 


I knew him, at Cains trencher, when for hire, we 
He proftituted his abufed Body | 


And was the noted Pathick of the time. 

Sab. And, now, the fecond face of the whole World. 
The partner of the Empire, hath his Image ee 
Rear’d equal with Tiberias, born in Enfigns, : ; 
Commands, difpofes every Dignity, — . | e 
Centurions, Tribunes, Heads of Previnces, a . 
Pretors, and Confuls; all chat heretofore 
Romes general fuffrage gave, is now his fale. 

The gain, or rather {poit, of all che Earth, 

One, and his Houfe, receives. Si/. He hath of late 
Made him a ftrength too, ftrangely, by reducing 
All the Pretorian Bandsinto one Camp, - 

Which he commands: pretending that che Soldier 
By living loofe, and fcatrered, fell to, Riots; 
And that if any fudden Enterprife 

Should be attempted, their united ftrength | 


More ftrict, if from the City more remov’d. 
Sab. Where,now,he builds,what kind of Fort’s he pleafe, 
Is hard cotourt the Soldier, by his name, 
Wooes, feafts the chiefeft Men of action, 
Whofe wants, not loves, compel them to be his. 
And though he ne’r were liberal by kind, : igs 
Yet, to his own dark ends, he’s moft profufe, , 
Lavith, and letting fly, he cares not what 
To his Ambition. Arr. Yet, hath he Ambition 2 
Is there that ftep in State can make him higher ? 
Or more? or any thing he‘is, but lefs? 
Sil. Nothing, but Emp’rour. 4r. The name Tsberiat 
I hope, will keep; how ere he hath fore-gone 
The Dignicy, and Power. Si. Sure, while he lives. 
Arr, And dead, it comes to Dru/as. Should he fail, 
To the brave iffue of Germanicns ; | 
And they are three : Too many (ha?) for him 
To have a Plot upon? Sab. Ido not know 
The. Heart of his Defigns ; but, fure, their Face 
Looks farther than the prefent. Arr. By the Gods, t. 


a I could guefs he had bur fuch a thought, 


y Sword fhould cleave him down from Head to Heart, 
But I would find it out: and wich my Hand 
Pid hurl his panting Brain aboue the Air, , 
In 


f, 


Sejanus. 


In Mites, as {mall as Atomes, toundo - _ # 
The knotted Bed— Sab. You are obferv’d Arruntizs. 
Arr. Death! I dare to tell him fo; and all-his Spies: 
2 Sus He turns to Sejanus Clyents- 
You, Sir, I would, do you look ? arid you. Sad. Forbear. 


Satrins, Eudemus, Sejanu. 


Ere’ he will inftant be: Let’s walk a turn; 
Yo'are ina mufe, Exdemus? End. Not], Sir. - 

I wonder he thould mark me out fo ! well, i 
Jove and Apollo form it for the beft. 7 
Sat. Your Fortune’s made unto you how, Eademus, 

If you can but lay hold upon the means; : 
Do but obferve his humour, and—— believe ic-——— 
He’s the nobleft Roman, where he takes—— _ 
Here comes his Lordthip. Sej. Now, good Satrins. 
Sat. This is the Gentleman, my Lord. Sey. Is this ? 
Give me your hand, we muft be more acquainted. 
Report, Sir, hath fpoken out your Art and Learrting : 
And I am glad I have fo needful caufe, | 
(However in it felf painful and hard) pee 
To make the known to fo great Vertue. Look, 
Who's that ? Satrius [have a grief, Sir, — 
Thar will defire your help. Your name’s Euderss ? 
Eud. Yes. Sej.Sit ? Eud.Itis, we Lord. Sej. [hear you are 
Phyfician to Livia, the Princes? 
Exd. I minifter Ae her, my good Lord. 
Sej, You minifter to a Royal Lady then. 
End. She is, my Lord, and Fair. Sey. That’s underftood 
Of all their Sex, who are or would be fo ; 
And thofe that would be, Phyfick foon can make’em: ° 
For thofe that are, their Beauties fear no Colours. 
-Exd. Your Lordhhip is conceited. Sej. Sir, you know it. 
And can (if need be) read a learned Ledture, 
On this, and other Secrets. ’Pray you tell me, 
What more of Ladies, befides Livia, Pe 
Have you your Patients? Exd. Many; my good Lord. 
The preat Augafta, Urgulama, 
Mautilia Prifca, and Plancine 5 divers 
Se. And, all thefe tell you the Particulars 
Of every feveral Grief? how firft it grew, 
And then increas'd, what A@ion caufed chat ; 
What Paffion that: arid anfwer to each Point — 
That you will put’em. Esd. Elfe,my Lord, we know not 
How to prefcribe che Remedies. Sey. Go to, 
Yo’ are a fubril Nation, you Phyficians ° 
And grown the only Cabinets in Court, 
To Ladies Privacies. Faith, which of chefé 
Is the moft pleafunt Lady in her Phyfick ? 
"Come, you are modeft now. Exd. *Tis fie; my Lord. 
Sej. Why, Sir, Ido notask you of their Urines; 
Whofe finels moft Violet ? or whofe Seige is beft ? 
Or who makes hardeft Faces on her Stool ? 
Which Lady fleeps with her own Face a Nights ? 
Which puts her Teeth off, with her Clothes in Court ? 
Or, which her Hair? which her Complexion ? 
And, in which Box fhe puts it ? Thefe were queftions, 
That might, perhaps, have put your er 
To fome defence of bluth. But, I enquir’d, 
Which was the wittieft? merrieft ? wantonneft ? 
!4q Harmlefs Intergatories,; bue Conceits. 
Methinks, Asgufa thould be moft perverfe, 
And freward in her Fit ? Exd. She’s fo, my Lord. 
Sej. I knew ic. And Mutilie the moft jocynd. 
Ed.’ Tis very true,my Lord. Sej; And why — you 
Conceal this from me, now? Come; what's Levia? 
I know fhe’s quick and quaintly {pirited, _ 
And ‘will have ftrange thoughts, when the’s at leifure ? 
She tells’em allto you. Ewd, My nobleft Lord, 
He breathes not in the Empire, or on Earth, 
Whom I would be ambitious to ferve 
(In any a&, that may preferve-mine Honour) . | 
Before your Lordfhip. Sej. Sir, you can lofé no honour, 


iq 
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£ Their Bondage; whom it oe to, it intends. 


% 


By trufting ought tome. The courfelt ad an 
Done to my Service, I can fo requite, — oe 
As all the World fhall ftile ic honourable: | 


“ Your idle vertuous definitions 


“* Keep honour poor, and are as {corn’d as vain : 

“ ‘Thofe Deeds breath Honour that do fuck in gain. | 
Eud. But, good my. Lord, if Ifhouldthusbetray — . 

The Counfels of my Patient, and a Ladies — 


Of her high place and worth; what might your Lordthi D3 | 


(Who prefently are to truft me with your own) 

Judg of my Faith? Sey. Only che beft I {wear. 

Say now that I fhould utter you my Grief; : 
And with ic the true Caufe ; chat ic were Love, 

And love to Livia; you fhould tell her this ? _ 
Should the fufpe@ your Faith ? I woald you could 

Tell me as much from her ; fee if my Brain -° 
Could be turn’d jealous. Exd. Happily, my Lord, . 

I could,'in time, tell you as much and more ; ‘ 
So I might fafely promife bur che firft . 

To her, from you. Sej. As fafely, my Esdemus, 

(I now dare call thee fo) as I have put el 
The Secret into thee. Ewd, My Lord— Sej. Proteft not. 
Thy Looks are Vows to me, ufe onty fpeed, me 
And but affeé& her with Sejanzs’s love, 


‘| Thou are a Man, made to make Confuls. Go, 


Exd. My Lord, Pl promife you a private meeting . 

This day rogether. Se/.Canft chou? Eud. Yes. Sej. The place? 
Eud. My Gardens, whither I hall fetch your Lordfhip. 
Sej. Let me adore my c4/culapins. - 

Why, this indeed is Phyfick ! artd out-{peaks 

The knowledge of cheap Drugs, or any ufe 

Can be made out of it ! more comforting 

Then all your Opiates, Fuleps, Apozemes, 

Magiftral. Syrrups, or——~Be gone my Friend 

Nort barely ftiled, but created fo 3 | | 

Expect things greater than thy largeft hopes, 

To overtake thee : Fortune fhall be taught 

To know how. ill fhe hath deferv’d thus long, 

To come behind thy wifhes. Go, and {peed. 


“ Ambition makes more trufty Slaves chan need. - 


Thefe Fellows, by the favour of their Art, 

Have ftill the means co tempt ;: ofe-times-the Power. | 
If Levia will be now corrupted; then - 9 
Thou haft the way, Sejanus, to work out 

His Secrets, who (thou knowft) endures thee not; 
Her Husband Dra/we: and to work againft them. 
Profper it, Palas, thou that berterft Wit ; 


| For Venus hath the {malleft thare in ic. 


Tiberinss Sejansi; Drufus. 


E not endure thefé Flatteries,let hint ftand ; [One 

Our Empire,Enfigns, Axes,Rods and State pia | 
Take not away our human nature from ts: ae 
Look up, on us, and fall before rhe Gods. 

Sej. How like’a God fpeaks Cefar! Arr. There, obferve! 
He can endure that fecond, that’s no flattery. | 
O; what is it, proud Slime will not believe 
Of his own worth, to hear ic equal prais’d 
Thus with the Gods? Cor. He did not hear it, Sir? - 

Arr. He didnot. Tue, he muft not, wechink meanly, 
Tis your moft courtly known Confederacy, 

To have your private Parafite redeem | 
What he in publick fubtiley will lofe — | 
To making hima Name. Hat. Right mighty Lord—— 

Tib. We muft make up our Ears ’gainft chefe Affaules 
Of charming Tongues; we pray you ufe no more 
Thefe Contumelies to us; ftilenotus 
Or Lord, or Mighty, who profefs our felf 
The Servant of the Senate, and are proud — 

T’ enjoy them our good, juft, and favouring Lords. 

Cor. Rarely diffembled. Arr. Prince-like to che Life. __ 

Sab.‘When power,;that may command,fo much defcends, 
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7b. Whence are thefe Letters 2? Hat. From the Senate. 


tb. So. 
Whence thefe? Lat. From thence.too. 77). Are they 
fitting now ? \ 

Lat. They ftay thy anfwer, Cefar. Sil, If this Man 
Had but a mind allied unto his words, a | 
How blett a fate were it to us, and Rome? 

We could not think that State for which to change, 
Although the aym were our old Liberty: | 
The Ghofts of thofe that fell for thar, would grieve 
Their Bodies liv’d not, now, again to ferve. ; 
“ Men are deceiv’d, who thik chere can be thrall 

“¢ Beneath a Vertuous Prince. Wifh’d liberty 

“ Ne’re lovelier looks, than under fuch a Crown. 


' But, when his Grace is meerly bute Lrp-good, 


And, thatno longer tharhe airs himfelf 

Abroad in publick, there, to feem to fhun 

The ftrokes, and ftripes of Flatterers, which within 

Are Lechery unto him, and fo feed ! 

His brutith fenfe with their affli@ing found, 

As (dead to Vertue) he permits himfelf 

Be carried like a Pitcher by the Ears, 

To every a@t of Vice: this is a Cate oe 

Deferves our fear, and doth prefage the nigh . 

And clofe approach of Blood an Tyranny. 

“ Flatcery is Midwife unco Princes rage : | 

“ And nothing fooner, doth help forth a Tyran, 

“ Then chat, and whifperers grace, who have the time, 

“¢ The place, the power, to make all Men Offenders. 
Arr. He fhould be cold this; and be bid diffemble 

Wich Fools and blind Men : we that know the evil, 

Should hunt the Palace-rats, or give them bane 3 

Fright hence thefe worfe than Ravens, that devour 

The quick, where they but prey upon the Dead: 

He fhall be told it. Seb. Stay, Arrantine, 

We muft abide our opportunity: 

And praétife what is fir, as what is needful. 

“Te is not fafe ¢ enforce a Soveraigns Ear : 


© Princes hear well, if chey at all will hear. 


Arr. Ha? Say you fo, well. In che mean time, Jove, 

(Say not, but I do call upon thee now,) | 

OF all wild Beatts preferve me from a Tyran; 

And of all tame, a Flatterer. Sil.’ Tis well pray’d. 
Tih. Return the Lords this Voice,we are their Creature: 

And it is.fit, a good and honeft Prince, | 


2é¢ Whom they out of their Bounty have inftruéed — 


VVicth fo dilate and abfolute a Power, 
Should owe the Office of it to their Service, 


And good of all and every Citizen. 


Nor fhall it e’re repent us to have wifh’d 

The Senate juft, and fav’ring Lords unto us, 

“< Since their free loves do yield no lefs defence 
“‘T a Princes State, than his own Innocence. 
Say then, there can be nothing in their thought 
Shall want to pleafe us, that hath pleafed them ; 
Our fuffrage rather fhall prevent, chan ftay 
Behind cheir Wills: tis Empire, to obey, 

Where fuch, fo great, fo grave, fo good determine. 
Yet, for che fuce of Spain, t’ erect a Temple 

In honour of our Mother, and our felf, 

We muft (with Pardon of the Senate) not 
Affent thereto. ‘Their Lordfhips may obje& 
Our not denying the fame late requett 

Unto the fan Cities: We defire 

That our defence for fuffering that be known 
In thefe brief Reafons, with our after purpofe. 
Since deified Auguftus hindred not . 
A Temple to be buile at Pergamum, 

In honour of himfelf, and facred Rome; 

We, that have all his Deeds and Words obferv’d 
Ever, in Place of Laws, che rather follow’d . 
That pleafing Prefident, becaufe with ours, 
The Sewates reverence alfo, there, was joyn’d. 


Bur, as, ¢ have once receiv’d it, may deferve 


| | Ocious in Judgmem of Poft 


The gain of pardon; fo, to be ador’d * 

With the coneina’d Stile, aad mote of Goda. 
Through all the Previnces, were wild Ambicton, 
And no kefs pride: Yea even Axguftms’s name — 
Would early vanith, fhould it be prophan’d - 
Wich fuch promifcuous Flatteries. For our part, 
We here proteft it, and are: covetous - :, 

Pofterity thould know it, we are mortal ; 

And can but Deeds of Men: twere Glory enough, 
Could we be truly a Prince. And, they hall add 


_| Abounding Grace unto ous Memory, 


That fhall repore us worthy our Foze-fathers, 
Careful of your Affairs, confiant in Dangers, 
And not afraid of any private Frown | 

For publick good. ‘Thefg things fhall be to us 
Temples, and Statues, reared in our Minds, 
The faireft, and moft during imag’ry : 

For thofe of Stone, or Brak, if they become 
erity, —. 

Are more cartemn’d as dying Sepaichces, 


| Than tane for living Monuments. We. then 


Make here our fute, alike to Gods and Men, 

The one, antil the Period of our. Race, . @ 

T? infpire us with a free and quiet Mind, 

Difcerning both divine and human Laws ; 

The other, to vouchfafe us after death, 

An honourable mention, and fair praife, 

T’ accompany our Adions and our Name: 

The reft of greatnefs Princes may Command, 

And (therefore) may neglet} ; only, a long, 

A lafting, high, and happy Memory, | 

They fhould, wichout being fatished, ; 

Contempt of Fame begets contempt of Vertue. 
Nat. Rare! Sat. Mott divine : Sej. The Oracles are ceasd, 


Arr. Let me be gone, moft felt, and-open 
Cor. — Arr. What, to hear more cunning, and fine 
words, - 3 ! 


GS, ° L : e's 

VVich cheir found flatter’d, e’re their Senfe be meant ? 
Tib. Their choife of Antinw, thereto place the Gift 

Vow’'d to the Goddets for our Mothers healgh, 

VVe will the Sesate know, we fairly like ; Fortuna ¢ 

As alfo of their grant to Lepidus, quefiris, 

For his repairing the e4:miliax Place, 

‘And reftauration of thofe Monuments: - 

Their grace coo in confining of Sdanus, - 

To ch’ other Ifle Cithera ; . and.the fare. 

Of his Religious Sifter, much commends 

‘Their Policy, fo temp’red with their Mercy. 

But for the Honours:which: they have decreed 

To our Sejanws, to advance his Statue 

In Powspey’s Theatre (whofe ruining Fire 

His vigilance, and labour. kepe reftrain’d 

In that one lofs) they haye, therein oue-gone | 

Their own great Wifdoms, by their skilful choice, 

And placing of eheir Bounties‘ona Man, . . 

Whofe merit more adorns the Dignity, 

Than that can him: and gives a benefit, 

In taking, greater chan it can receive. 

Bluth not, Sejanus, thou great aid of Rome, 

Affociate of our labours, our chief helper ; 

Let us not force thy fimple modefty 

With offering at thy Praife, for more we cannot, 

Since there’s no Voice can take it. No Man her 

Receive our Speeches as Hyberboles: 

For we are far from flattering our Friend, - 

(Let Envy know) as fromm the need to flatter, 

Nor let them ask the Caufes of our Praife ; 

Princes have ftill their grounds rear’d with themfelves, 

Above the poor low flats of common Men ; | 

‘And, who will fearch the Reafons of their Adts, 

Mutt ftand on equal baies. Lead away. ss, 

Our loves unto the Senate. Arr. Cefar. Sab. Peace. 
Cor. Great Pompey’s Theatre was never ruin’d rill 
i 


‘ * 4 i 
rn ees oo | 


That only Cefar, with their. Tongue might fpeak. mw 
this! 23 


fs 


ji 


Sejanus. 


Till now, that prod Sejanus hath a Statue . 
Rear’d on his Afhes. Arr. Place the fhame of Soldiers, 
Above the beft of Generals? crack che World! 
And bruife the name of Romans into Duft, 
E’re we behold ic! Si. Check your Paffion 5 
Lord Druf{us carries. Drw. Is my Father mad? 
Weary of Life, and Rule, Lords ? thus ta heave 
An Idol up, with praife! make him his Mate! 
His rival in the Empire! Arr. O, good Prince. 
Dra. Allow him Statues, Titles, Honours, fuch, _ 
As he himlelf refufech? rr.. Brave, brave Drufus! 
Dru. The firft afcents to Soveraignty are hard ; 
But entred once there never wants or Means, 
Or Minifters, to help th’ Afpirer on. 
Arr, True, Gallant Drufws. Dre. Wemuft thortly pray 
To Modefty, that he will reft concented eos 
Arr. 1, where he is, and not write Emperor. — 


He enters, follw'd 
with Clients. 


Here is your Bill, and yours ; Bring you your Man : 
Ti have mov’d for you, too, Letiaris. Dru. What? 
Is your vaft greatnefs grown fo blindly bold,- 
That you will over us? Sej. Why, then give way. 
Dru. Give way, Coloffus? Do youlife ? Advance you? 
Take chat. Arr. Good ! brave ! excellent brave Prince! 
(Drufus Prikes dim. 
Dru. Nay,come,approach. What,ftand you off? at gaze 
Je looks too fullof death for thy cold Spirits. : 
Avoid mine Eye, dull Camel, ormy Sword 
Shall make thy brav’ry fitter for a Grave, 
Than for a triumph. [ll advance a Statue, 
©’ your own bulk; bur’ thall be on the Crofs : | 
Where I will nail your Pride at bredth and length, : 
And crack thofe Sinews, which are yet but ftretch’d . 
With your fwoln Fortunes rage. Arr. A noble Prince! 
204 Al A Caftor, a Caftor, aCaftor, a Caffor! 


Sejansus, Drufas, Arruatin, 8c. 


Ssjanws. 


@ . . . 
E that, with fuch wrong mov‘d, can bear it through 
. EWich Patience, and an even Mind, knows how ° 
To turn it back. Wrath cover’d carries fate: — 
Revenge js loft, if I profefs may hate. 
What was my practife lace, Pll now purfue 
As my fell Juftice. This hath fti?'d ic new. 


ios CHOR US——Of Muficians. 


Aad I 
Sejanms, Livia, Eudemus. 


Hyfician, thou art worthy of a Province, 
For the great favours done unto our loves ; 

And, bue that greateft Livia bears a part 

In the réquical of thy Services, 

I fhould alone defpair of ought like means, 

To give them worthy fatisfaction. 

Liv. Enudemas (1 will fee ic) fhall receive 

A fic and full Reward for his large Merit. 

But for this Potion, we intend cto Dru/us, 

(No more our Husband, now) whom thall we choofe 

90 As the moft apt and ableft Inftrument, __ 

To Minifter ic to him? Exd. I fay, Lygdus. | 
Sef. Lygdus? what’she? Liv. An Eunuch Drufs loves. 
Ewd. 1, and his Cup-bearer. Sej. Name nota fecond. 

If Drufus love him, and he have that Place, eee: 

We cannot think a fitter. Eud. True, my Lord. 

For free accefs, and truft, are cwo main aids. 

Se. Skilful Phyfician ! Liv. But he muft be wroughe ° 

To ch’ undertaking, with fomelabourd Are. a, 
Sej. Is he ambitious? Liv. No. Sej. Orcovetous? ° 


Liv. Neither.. Exd. ¥ et, Gold is a good general Charm. | And reckon it an act, without your Sex : 
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| Seq. What is he then? Liv. Faith only wanton light. | 

Sey. How Is he young,and fair? Eud. A delicateycuth. 

Sef. Send him.to me, Pl work him. Royal Lady, 
Though I have lov’d you long, and with that height 
Of zeal, and duty, (like the Fire, which more 
Ic mounts ic trembles) thinking nought could add 
Unto the fervour, which your Eye had kindled ; 
Yet, now Ifee your Wifdom, Judgment, Strength, . 
Quicknefs, and Will, to apprehend the means — a 
To your own good and greatnefs, I proteft vt 
My felf chrough rarified, and turn’d all Flame ‘"\ 
In your affection: Such a Spirit as yours, | 7 
Was not created for the idle fecond, | 
To a poor flath, as Drufus; but to thine | 
Bright as che Moon among the leffer Lights, - 
And thare the Sov’reigncy of all che World. 
Then Livia triumphs in her proper Sphear, 
When fhe, and her Sejanus fhall divide 
The Name of Cefar, and Auguffa’s Star 
Be dimm/’d wich Glory of a brighter Beam : 
When Agrippina’s Fires are quice extind, - = 
And the fcarce feen Tsberiws borrows all et 
His licele Light from us, whofe folded Arms tate 
Shall make one perfect Orb. Who's thac? Eudemm; - 
Look, *tis not Drufas? Lady, do not fear. a 

Liv. Not I, my Lord. My fearand loveof him, 
Left me at once. Scj. Illuftrious Lady! ftay od 

Eud, Vl) tell his Lordthip. Sej. Who is't, Eudesnus ? 

Exd. One of your Lordfhips Servants brings you word 
The Emp’ror hath fent for you. Sej.O: where is he? | 
With your fair leave, dear Princefs. I'll but ask 
A Queftion, and return. Ewd. Fortanate Princefs ! 
How are you bleft in. the fruition [ He goes ont. 
Of this unequal’d Man, this Soul of Rome, 
The Empires Life, and Voice of Czfar’s World! 

Liv. So blefled, my Eudemms, as to know | 
The Blifs I have, with what I ought to owe 
The means that. wrought it. How dol look to day ? 

Exd. Excellent clear, believe it. Thisfame facus . 
Was well laid on. Liv. Methinks tis here noc white, ” 

Exud. Lend me your Scarlet, Lady. “Tisthe Sun‘? 
Hath giv’n fome little caine unto the Cerafe, 29 
You fhould have us’d of the white Oyl I gave you. 

Seanus, for your love: his very Name | 
Commandeth above Cxpid or his Shafts 
(Liv. Nay, now yo: have made it worfe. 

help it ftraight.) 
And, but pronounc’d, isa fufficient Charm 
Againft all Rumour ; and of abfolute power 
To fatisfie for any Ladies Honour. | = 
(Liv. What do you now, Exudemus? Eud, Make a 
So eegy 


“ v 


Eud. Vil 


light fucas, 7 

To touch you o’re withal.) Honour’d Sejanss ! 
Whac a& (chough ne’re fo ftrange and infolent) 
But that addition will at leaft bear our, 
If’e do not expiate? Liv. Here, good Phyfician. 

Exd. [like this Study to preferve the love 
Of fuch a Man, thac comes not every hour 
To greet the World. (?Tis now well, Lady, you thould 
Ule of the Dentifrice I prefcrib’d you coo, 
To clear your Teeth, and the prepar’d Vematum, 
To {mooth the Skin :) A Lady cannot be | 
Too curious of her form, that ftill would hold 
The Heart of fuch a Perfon, made her Captive, 
As you have his: who, to endear him more 
In your clear Eye, hath put away his Wite, 
The trouble of his Bed, and- your Delights, 
Fair Apicata, and made {pacious room > 2 
To your new Pleafures. Liv. Have not.we return’d 


‘Thac with our hate of Drufws, and difgovery . ,:... 


Of all his Counfels? Exd. Yes, and wifely, 
The ages thae fucceed, and ftand far off 
To gaze at your high Prudence, fhall admire, 


Lady, : : y 


Ie - 


S 2 


- How you do fire my Blood! Liv. Well, you muft go? 
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Tc Hath that rare appearance. Some will chink 
Your fortune could not yield a deeper found, 

Than mixt with Drs/ss : But, when they thall hear 
Thar, and the Thunder of Sejanss meet, 

Sejanw, whofe high name doth {trike the Stars, 

And rings about the Concave, great Sejansu, 

Whofe Glories, Stile, and Ticles are himfelf, 

The often iterating of Sejans: 

They then will lofe their choughts, and be afham’d 
To take acquaintance of them. Sey. I mult make 
A rude departure, Lady. Cefar fends 

Wicth all his hafte both of Command and Prayer. 
Be refolute in our Plot; you have my Soal, 

As certain yours as it is my Bodies. 

And, wife Phyfician, fo prepare the Poyfon, 

As you may lay the fubtil Opdration 

Upon fome natural Difeafe of his. 

Your Eunuch fend tome. Ikifs your Hands, 
Glory of Ladies, and commend my Love 

To your beft Faith and Memory. Ziv. My Lord, 
J thatl but change your words. Farewel. Yer, this 
Remember for your heed, he loves you nor; 

You know what I have told you : His defigns 

Are full of grudge and danger : we muft ufe 

More than , common fpeed. Sey. Excellent Lady, 


The thoughts be beft, are leaft fee forth to thew. 
Exd. When will you take fome Phyfick, Lady ? 
Liv. When I thall, Exdemws ; But lee Dra/as Drug 


Be firft prepar'd. Exd. Were Lygdus made, chat’s done; 


I haveic ready. And to morrow Morning 

Pil fend you a Perfume, firft co refolve 

And procure Sweat, then prepare a Bath 

To cleanfe and clear the Cutis; againft when 

Vil have an excellent new Facas made, 

Refiftive ’againit the Sun, the Rain or Wind,. 

Which you fhalllay on with a Breath or Oy}, 

As you beft like, and laft fome fourteen Hours. , 

This change came timely, Lady, for your Healch, 
nd the reftoring your Complexion, _ : 
hich Drufw Choler had almoft burnt up: 

Wherein your Fortune hath prefcrib’d you better 

Than Art could do. Liv. Thanks, good Phyfician, 


I'll ufe my Fortune (you thall fee) with reverence. | 
Is my Coach ready ? Ewd. Ic atrends your Highnefs. 


Sejanus. 


F this be not Revenge, when I have done 
And made it perfec, let egyptian Slaves, 


Parthians, and Bare foot Hebrews brand my Face, - _ 


And print my Body full of Injuries. 


Thou loft thy felf, Child Dra/ie, when thou thoughr’it 


Thou could’ft out-skip my Vengeance: or out-ftand 
The Power I had to crufh thee into Air. 

Thy Follies now fhall tafte what kind of Man 
They have provok’d, and this thy Fathers Houfe 
Crack in the Flame of my incenfed Rage, 

Whofe fury hall admit no fhame or.mean. 
Adultery ? ic is the lighteft ill, 

I will commit. A race of wicked Acts 

Shall flow out of my Anger, and o’re-fpread 

The Worlds wide Face, which no Pofterity 

Shall e’re approve, nor yet keep filent: Things 
That for their cunning, clofe, and cruet mark, 

Thy Father would wifh his; and fhall (perhaps) _ 
Carry the empty Name, but we the Prize, 

On then my Soul, and ftare not in chy Courfe ; 


Though Heav’n drop Sulphur, and Hell belch out Fire, 


Laugh at the idle Terrors: Tell proud Fove, 
Between his Power and thine there is no odds :: 


203’Twas only fear firft ia the World made Gods. 


~ 


—— « Lsbersas, Sejanus. 


I yet Scjanas come? Se. He’shere, dread Cefar. 


Tib. Let all depare thac Chamber, and che next: 


Of all che World, Sejanus, faith he fears ; 
Is it not fatal? Sey. Ycs, to thofe are fear’d. 


Sit down, my Comfort. When the Mafter Prince 


7+b. And not to him? Sej. Not, if he wifely curn 


That part of fate he holderh, firft on them. 


7:6. That Nature, Blood, and Laws of king forbid. 2 


Sej. Do Policy and State forbid ict? 774. No. 
Sej. The reft of poor refpeéts, then, let go by : 
State is enough to make th’ act juft, chem guiley. 
Zib. Long hate purfues fuch Aas. 
Sej. Whom hatred frights, 
Let him not dream of fov’raignty. 7:b. Are Rites 
Of Faith, Love, Piety, to be trod down, 
Forgotten, and made vain? Sej. All fora Crown. 
The Prince who thames a Tyrants name to bear, 
Shall never dare do any thing, but fear ; 
All che Command of Scepters quite doth perith 
If ic begin Religious thoughts to cherith : 
Whole Empires fall, fwayd by thofe nice refpeds ; 
It is the Licenfe of dark Deeds protects _ 
Ev’n Scates moft hated: when no Laws refift 
The Sword, but that it actech wha ic lift. 
7%. Yet fo, we may do all things cruelly, 
Noe fafely: Sey. Yes, and: do them throughly. 


Tsb, Knows yet Sejanus whom we point at ? Sej. I, 


Or elfe my Thought, my Senfe, or both do ert : 
"Tis Agrippina? Tsb. She, and her proud Race. 


Sq. Proud? dangerous, Cefar, For in them apace 


The Fathers Spiric thoots up. Germsenicas 


Lives if their Looks, their Gate, their Form, ¢° upbraid us 


With this clofe Death, if not revenge the fame. 

Zib. The AQ’s not known. 

Sej. Not prov’d : But whifpering Fame 
Knowledg and proof doth to the Jealous give, 
Who, then to fail, would their own thought believe. 
Te isnot fafe, the Children draw long breath, 
That aré provoked by a Parents death. 

71b. It is as dangerous to make chem hence, 

If nothing but their Birth be their offenee. 


Se]. Stay, till they ftrike at Ca/ar : chen their Crime 


Will be enough, bue late and out of time 


For him to punifh. 71+. Do they purpofe it? 
Sey. You know, Sir, Thunder fpeaks riot Eill it hit. 


Be not fécure : none fwifttyer are oppreft, 
Than they whom Confidence betrays to reft. 
Let not your daring make your danger fuch : 
All Power’s to be fear’d, where ’tis too much. 
The Youths are (of themfelves) hot, violent, 


ém. On: 


Full of great thought ; and ehae erie taki Dame - 
| Their Mother, flacks no means to put th ; 
| By large Allowance, popular Prefentings, 


Increafe of Train, and State, fuing for Titles ; 


Hath them commended wich like Prayers, like Vows, 


To the fame Gods, with Cefar: days and nights 
She {pends in Banguets and ambitious Feafts 

For the Nobility 5 where Carus SHins, | 
Titius, Sabinus, old Arruntius, 

Afiniws Gallus, Furnins, Regulus, 

And others of that difcontented Lift,. 


Are the prime Guefts. There, and to thefe, the tells 
Whole Niece the was, whofe Daughter, and whofe Wile; 24 


And then muft they compare her with dugufe ; 


I, and prefer her too; commend her Form, — 


Extol her. Fruitfulnefs ; at which 2 thowr 
Falls for the Memory of Germanicns, 


| Which they blow over ftrait with windy Praif, 


And puffing hopes of : her afpiring Sons, 
Whe, with thefé honrly ticklings grow fo pleas’d, - 


And wantonly conceited of themfdlva, ‘ 


| 
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As now, they ftick not to believe they’re fuch, 
As thefe do give ’em out: and would be thought 
(More than Competitors) immediate Heirs. 
Whilft to their thirft of Ryle they win the rout 
(That’s ftill the Friend of Novelry) with hope 
Of future Freedom, which on every change, 
That greedily, though emptily, expects. 
Gafar, tis age in all things breeds neglects, 
And Princes that will keep old Dignity, 
Muft not admit too yoothful Heirs ftand by ; 
Nor their own iffue ; but fo darkly fee 
As fhadows are ini Picture, to give height, 
And luftre to thémfélves. ib. We will command 
Their rank cheughts down, and with a ftri@er hand 
Than we have yet put forth, their trains rhuft bate, 
Their titles, feats anid factions. Sej. Or your ftace. 
But how, Sir, will you work? 
Tib. Confine °em. Sej. No. 
They are coo great, arid that too faint a blow, 
To give chem now: it would have ferv’d aé firit, 
When, with che weakeft touch, their knot had burft. 
Buc, now, your care muft be, riot to dered 
The finalleft Cord, or Line of your fafpect ; 
For fuch, who know the weigtit of Pririces Fear, 
Will, when they find themfelves difcover’d, réar 
Their Forces, like feen Sriakés, thae elfe would lie 
Roul’d in their Circles, clofé: Nought is moré high, 
Daring, or defperate, than Offenders found ; 
Where Guilt is, Rage atid courage doth abound. 
The courfe muft be to let em ftill {Well up, 
Riot, and furfeic on blirid Fortunes Cup ; 
Givé’em more Place, moré Dignities, more Stile, 
Call’em to Court, to Senafe : iri the while, -_ 
Take from their ftrerigth fonie one, ortwain, or Mrs 
Of the main Fautors ; (Ie will fright the ftore) _ 
And, by fome by-occafion. Thtis, with flight 
You fhall ddarm firft; afd chey Cin Night 
Of their Ambition) not péresive the train, 
Tih, in che Ingine, they are caughe and fain. 
Tib. We would not kill, if we knew how fo fave ; 
Yet, than a Throne, ’tis cheaper give a Grave. 
Is there no way to bifid them by Deferes?. —_(hearts. 
Sej. Sir, Wolves do change cheir Hair, bue not their 
While thus your chought unto 4 méan is tied, 
You neither dare enough, nor do provide. 
All Modefty is fond; and chiefly. where 
‘The Subjeé is no lefs compell’d co bear, 
Than praife his Sov’raign’s A&s. 
Tib. We can no loriger — - 
Keep of our Mask fo thee, our dear Seyanur ; 
‘Thy thoughts are ours, in all, and we spe sel 
Their voice, in our defigns, which by aflenting 
Hath more confirn’d us, than if hearening Jove 
Had, from his hundred Statues, bid us {trike, 
20g And at the ttroke clicke all his Marble Thumbs. — 
Bue who fhall firft be ftruck? Sej. Firft, Cains Silius 5 
He is the moft of Mark, and moft of Danger : 
In Power and Reputation equal f{trong, 
Having comianded an Imperial Army 
Seven years together, vanquifh’d Sacrovi> . 
In Germany, and thence obtain’d to wear 
“Fhe Ornaments triumphal. His fteep fall, 
By how much it doch give the weightier crack, © ., 
Will fend more wounding terror to the reft, 
Command them ftand a-loof, and give more way 
To our firprifing of the sancipat 
Tib. But what, Sabjrids ? Sef. Let him dt a while, 
His Fate is nor yet ripe { We. muff not plack | 
Atallcogether, left we catch our felves. 
And there's Arrantite too, he only talks. 
But Sofia, Sslius’s Wife, would be wound ih 
Now, for fhe hath a fury in her Breaft, . 
More, thar Hell ever knew ; ahd Would be fence 
Thicther in time. Then, is there one Cremutins 


— Sejanus. 


| That for her own, greatCefars, 4nd thé pub- 


0 oun awer 


Cordis, a writing Felldw, they have got 
To gather Notés of the precedent times, 

And make them into Annals ; a moft tart _ 

And bitter Spirie (I hear); who, under colour 

Of praifing thofe, doth tax the prefent State, 
Cenfares the Men, the AGtipns, leaves no trick, — 
No practice un-examin’d, parallels | 
The Times, the Governments; a profeft Charhpion 
For che old Liberty 776. A perithing wretch. 


| As if chere were that Chaos bred in things, 


That Lawsand Liberty would not rather chufe 
To be quite broken, and ta’ne hence by us, 
Than have the ftain to be preférv’d by fuch. 
Have we the meanis, to make thefe guilty, firft ? 
Sej. Truft chat to me: let Ce/ar, by his power, 
But caufe a formal miéeting of the Severe, | 
I will have Matter, and Accofers ready. 
7b. But how? let us confult.  Sej. We that! mifpend 
The time of AGion. Counfels are urifit 
In bufinefS, where all reft is more perhicious 
Than rathnef§ can be. Ads of this clofe kind 
Thrive inore by execution than advice. 


| There is no ingring in that work begun, 


Which cannot praifed be, until chrough done. 

_Tib. Our Edi& thall, forthwith, command a Court. 
While I can live, I will prevent Earths Futy : 
"Eu SavbvrO- yale pity Size mele 


Pofthumm, Scjanm, | 
Se. FP ulié Poftharits, | 


~°- 6 


| Mi Lord Sejanm— 
Come with my wifh! what news from Agrippina’s? 


Pof: Faith none. They all lock up chemfelves a-late ; 
Or talk in Chara@er ; I have nor feen | 
A Conipany fo chang’d. Except they had 


‘Antelligericé by Augury of our praétice. 
_ Sey. Wheh wete you there ? | 


Pof. Laft riight. ‘Se. And wht Guefts foutid you ? 
Pof: Sabinies, Siliws, (che old Lift) Arriuritin, | 
Furnins and Gallus. Sej. Would not thefe talk? Pof. Lietle. 

And yet we offer’d choice of Arguineiit. 

Satrius was with me. Sej. Welt: ’tis guile enough - 
Their often meeting. You forgot ¢’ éxtoll 

The hofpitable Lady 2 Pof? No, that trick * 

Was well pat home, and had fuccdedled tod, 

But that Sabisus caught a caution out ; = 

For fhe began to fwell: Sej. And may fhe burft. 

Fulius, I would havé you go inftatitly, a5 
Unto thé Palace of che great Ageia, _  Muithe 
And (by your kindeft friend) get {wift dccefS ; , Prifca. 
Acquaincher with thefé méétings': Tell the words a 
You brought: me, (th’ other day) ‘of Silias, 
Add fomewhat to ’éttt. Makdé hér underftind 

The danger of Sabitus, and thé times, = = ~~ 
Out of his clofenefS. Give Arruntius words 

Of Malice againft Czfar; fo, to Gallus: 

But (above all) to Agrippina. Say, 

(As you may trafy) that her infinite pride 


a/v 


Propt with the hopes of hes too fruittul Womb, 
1 


Wich popular Studies gapes for Soveraigney, 
And threatensCefer, Pray Aagu/ta chen, 


lick fafety, fhe be pleas’d to urge thefe dangers: ad 


| Caefar is coo fecure (he muft be told, 


And beft he’ll rake it from a Mothérs Tongue.) 
Alas ' what is’t for us fo found, ¢° explore, 

To watch, oppofé, plot, practice, or prevent, 
If he, for whom it is fo ftrongly labourd, | 
Shall, out of greatnefs, and free Spirit, be 


‘Supinely negligent? Our City’s now 


Divided as int time o’ ch’ Civil War, 
And Men forbear not ¢o declaré themfelves 
Of Agrippina’s party. Every day, - — 
The Fa@iort multipliés 5 and will da'tacre, 
if 
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If not refifted: you can beft inlarge ie, 
As you find audience. Noble Pofhumus, 
Commend me to your Prifca : and pray her, 
She will folicit this greac bufinefs, 
To earneft and moft prefene Execution, 
Wich all her ucmoft Credit, with Augufta. 

Pof. I thall not fail in my InftruGions, | 

Sej. This fecond (from his Mother) will well urge 
Our late defign, and {pur on Cefar’s rage : | 
Which elfe might grow remifs. The way to put 
A Prince in blood, is to prefent the fhapes 
Of dangers, greater than they are (like late, 
Or early fhadows), and, fometimes, to fain 
Where there are none, only, to make him fear ; 
His fear will make him cruel: And once entred, © 
He doth not ealily learn to ftop, or {pare 
Where he may doubt. This have I made my rule, 
To thruft Tiserivs into Tyranny, 
And make him coil, to turn afide thofe blocks, 
Which I alone, could noc remove with fafety. 
Drufus once gone, Germanicus three Sons 
Would clog my way; whofe Guards have too much faith 
To be corrupted : ‘and their Mother known 
Of too-too unreprov'd a Chaftiry, — 
To be atcempted, as light Livia was, 
Work then, my art, on Ce/ar’s fears, as they 
On thofe they fear, cill all my bets be cleard: 
And he in Ruines of his Houfe, and hate. 
Of all his Subjects, bury hisown State. 
When, with my peace, and fafety, I will rife, 
By making him the publick Sacrifice. 


| Satrius, Natta. 

1 grown exceeding circumfped, and wary. 
Nat. They have us in the wind : And yet Arrantius 

Cannot contain himfelf. Ser. Tut, he’s not yet 

Look’d after, there are others moredefir’d, = 

That are more filent. Nat..Here he comes. Away. 


Sabinus, Arruntis, Cordus. 


Ow is it, tliat chefe Beagles haunt the houfe 

Of Agrippma? Arr. O, chey hunt, they hunt. 
There is fome Game here lodg’d, which they muft ronfe, 
To make the great ones {fport. Cor. Did you obferve 
How they inveigh’d ’gainft Cefar ? Arr. I, baits, baits, 
For usto bite at: would I have my fleth 
Torn_by the publick hook, thefe qualified Hang-men 
Should be my Company. Cor. Here comes another. 

Arr. I, there’sa Man, Afer the Orator ! 

One that hath Phrafes, Figures, and fine Flowers, 
To ftrew his Rhetorick with, and doth make hafte 
To get him note,‘ or name, by any offer i. 
Where Blood, or Gain be Obje&s; fteeps his words, 
VVhen he would kill, in artificial tears: 
The Crocodile of 7yber! him 1 Jove, , 
That Man is mine; He hath my Heart and Voice, 
VVhen I would curfe; he, he. Seb. Contemn the Slaves 
Their prefenc Lives will be their future Graves. | 


Silius, Agrippina, Nero, Sofia. 
Mri pleafe your Highnef$ not forget your felf, 


[ dare not, wich my Manners, co attempt 
Your trouble farther. Agr. Farewell, noble Siius. 
Sil. Moft Royal Princefs. Agr. Sofie ftays with us ? 
Sil. She is your fervant, and doth owe your Grace 
An honeft, but unprofitable Love. | 
4Agr.How can thatbe,when there’s ho gain, but vertuous? 
Sil. You take the Moral, not the Politick Senfe. 
I meant, as fhe is bold, and free of fpeech, 


- Earneft to utter what her zealous thoughe 


Travails withal, in honour of your houfe ; 


A 


Sejanus. 


VVhich a&, as it is fimply born in her, 
Partakes of Love and Honefty ; but may, 

By th’ over often, and unfeafon’d ufe, 

Turn to your lofs and danger : For your State 
Is waited on by Envies, as By Eyes; 

And every fecond Gueft your tables take, 


{Isa feed Py t’ obferve who goes, who comes, 
ere 


VVhat conference you have, with whom, where, when, 
V Vhat the difcourfe is, what the looks, the choughts 
Of ev’ry perfon there, they do extrad, | 
And make into a fubftance. Agr. Hear me, Silinus. 
VVere all Tsberius body ftuck with Eyes, 
And ev’ry VVall and Hanging in my Houfe 
Tranf{parent, as this Lawn I wear, or air; 
Yea, had Sejanus both his Ears as long 
As to my in-moft Clofer, I would hate 
To whilper any thoughts or change an ad, 
To be made Funo’s Rival. Vertues forces 
Shew ever nobleft in confpicuous courtes. 
Sil, *Tis great, and bravely {poken, like che Spirie 
Of Agrippina : yet, your Highnefs knows, 
There is nor lofs, nor fhamein providence : 
ew can, what all fhould do, beware enough. 
You may perceive with what officious face, 
Satrins, and Natta, Afer, and the reft 
Vifit your houfe, of late, t? enquire the fecrets ; 
And with that bold, and priviledg’d Are, they rail 
Againft Augufta : yea, and at Ziberins ; 
Tell tricks of Livia, and Sejanus; all 
T’ excite, and call your indignation on, 
That they might hear it at more liberty. 
Agr. Yo’ are too fufpicious, Siliss. “Sil. Pray theGods, 
I be fo Agrippina : Buc I fear : 
Some fubtile pra@ice. They, thae durft to ftrike 
At fo examp-lefs, and unblam’d a Life, 212 
As, that of the renown’d Germanicus, ; 
Will nor fic down, with that Exploie alone: 
“‘ He threatens many, thac hath injur'd one. (eyes, 22 
Ner. *I'were bett rip forth cheir tongues, fear out their 
When next they come. Sof: A fit reward for Spies. 


Drufus ju. Agrippina, Nero, Silise. 


Ear you the rumour ? 
Agr. What? Dru. Drufas is dying. 

Agr. Dying! Ner. That’s ftrange | 

Agr. Yo’ were with him yefternight. 

_ Dru, One met Exdemus, the Phyfician, 
Sent for, but now: who thinks he cannot live. 

Sil. Thinks! if’e be arriv’d at chat, he knows, = 
Ornone. Agr. This’s quick! what fhould be his difeafe ? 

Sil. Poyfon, Poyfon———_ ! 

Agr. How, Silias! Ner. What’s that ? | 

Sil. Nay,nothing. There was (Jate) a certain blow 
Giv’n o' the face. Ner. I, to Sejanus? Sil. True. . 

Dru. And what of that? Si. I’m glad I gave ic not. 

Ner. But, there is fomewhat elfe ? 

Sil. Yes, private meetings, 
With a great Lady, ata Phyficians, 
And a Wife eurn’d away Ner. Ha! 

Sil. Toys, meer toys : 

What wifdom’s now 7 th’ ftreets, i’ ch’ common mouth ? 

Dru. Fears,’ whifp’rings, tumults, noife, I know not 
They fay the Senate ‘fits. (what: 

Ssl. Vle thither ftraighe ; | 7 
And fee what’s in the Forge. Agr. Good Silius, do; 
Sofia, and I willin. S¢. Hafte you, my Lords, 

To vifit the fick Prince ;.tender your loves, 
And forrows to the people. This Sejanns 
(Truft my divining foul) hath plots on all! 
No tree, that ftops his profpe@, but maft fall. 


HOR US——Of Maficians. 
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They take cheir places. 


Sejanus, - 
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AG LIL 

The SENATE ©" 
Sejanus, Varro, Latiaris. Cotta, Afer. | 

Gallus, Lepidus, Arruntine. Pracones, Lidfores. 


2-rIs only you muft urge againft him, Varro ; 
Nor I, nor Cefar may appear therein, 
Except in your defence, who are the Con/ful : 
And, under colour of late Enmity 
Between your Father, and his, may better doit, _ 
As free from all fufpicion of a pradtice. . | 
Here be your Notes, what Points to touch at; read : 
Be cunning inthem. Afer has chem too. 
Var. Butishe fummon’d? Sey. No. It was debated 
By Cefar, and concluded as moft fit : 
To take him unprepar’d. Afer. And profecute 
All under name of treafon. Var. I conceive. -. _ 
Sab. Drufus being dead, Cefar will not be here. 
‘Gal. What fhould the bufinefs of this Senate be 2 
Arr, That can my fubeil whifperers tell you: We, 
That are the good-dull-noble lookers on, os 
Are only call’d to keep the Marble warm. 
What fhould we do with thofe deep Myfteries, _ 
Proper to thefe fine heads? let them alone. | 
Our Ignorance may, perchance, help us be fav’d | 
From Whips and Furies. Gal. See, fee, fee their action! 
Arr. I, now their heads do travel, now they work ; 
Their Faces run like Shittles, they are weavin | 
Some curiousCobweb to catch flies. S2b. Oblerve, 


Arr, What, folow? Gal. Oyes, 

They muft be {een to flatter Cefar’s grief, 

Though but in fitting. Var. Bid us filence. Pre. Silence. 
Var, Fathers Confcript, may this our prefemt meeting 


Turn fasr, and fortunate to the Common wealth, | 


Silius, Senate. 


Ee, Silius enters. Sil. Hail grave Fathers. Lic. Stand. 

Sslius,forbear thy place. Sen. How! Pra.Silius ftand forth, 
The Conful hath to charge thee. Lic. Room for Ce/ar. 

Arr, Ishe come too? nay ether expect a trick. 

Sab. Sslius accus’d? fure he will anfwer nobly. 


Tiberius, Senate. - 


W3: ftand amazed, Fathers, to behold _ 
This general deye@tion. Wherefore fit 


2/9 Rome’s Confuls thus diffolw’d, as they had loft. 


All che remembrafce both of ftile and place ? 
It not becomes. No woes are of fit weight, 
To make the Honour of the Empire ftoop : 
Though I, in my peculiar felf, may meet 

Juft reprehenfion, chat fo fuddenly, 

And, in fo frefh a grief, would greet che Senate, 
When private tongues, of Kinfmen and Allies, 
(Infpir’d with comforts) lothly are endur’d, 
The Face of men not feen, and {carce the day, 


2/4'To thoufands, chat communicate our lofs. 


Nor can I argue thefe of weaknefs 3 fince | 
They take but natural ways; yet I muft feek 
For ftronger aids, and thofe fair Helps draw out 
From warm Embraces of the Common weaith. 
Our Mother, great Augufta, "is ftruck with time, 
Our felf impreft with aged Chara@ers, _ | 
Drufus is gone, his Children young and Babes; 
Our aims muft now refie& on thofe that may 
Give timely fuccour to thefe prefent ills, 

And are our only glad-furviving hopes, 

The Noble Iffue ef Germanicas, - : 


_ | Receive them, youw ftrong Guardians; and bleft God 


3 


- ‘So in Example, above. all: che Romans : 


Nero aiid Drufus: Might ie pleafe the Con/is 
Honour them in, (they both attend without.) 

I would prefent them to the Senates care, : 
And raife thofe Sims of joy that thould drink up 


Thefe floods of forrow in your drowned Eyes. J 


Arr. By Jove; Tam not Oedipus enough, - 
To underftand this Sphynx. Sab, The Princes.come. 


Tiberius, Nevo, Drufus:juntor. 


Ava you Noble: Nero, Noble Dra/us. Me 
Thefe Princes, Fathers, when-their Parent died, 
I gave unto their Uncle, with this prayer, 

That, though h’ had proper Iflue of his own, 

He would no lefs bring up, and fofter thefe, 

Than that felf-blood 5 and by that a@ confirm | 
Their worths to him, and to pofterity :... : 

Drufus tane hence, I turn my prayers to you, 

And, fore our Country, and our Gods; befeech 
You take, and rule Augufus Nephews Sons, 

Sprung of the Nobleft Anceftors; and fo 
Accomplith both my Dury, ‘and your.own.: 

Nero, and Drufus, thefe thal be to you 

In place of Parents, thefe your Fathers, thefe; 
And not unficly : For you are fo born, 

Asall yout good, or ill’s che Commonwealths. 


Make all their aQions.anfwer to their bloods: 

Lec their great ticles find increafe by them, | 

Not they by.titles: Set chem, as in place, 

And may they knowvao Rivals bute themfelve 

Let Fortune give chem. noching ; but arrend 

Upon their Vertue: and chat fill come-fotth 

Greater than hope, and botter chan their fame... 

Relieve me, Fathers, with your general. Voice. _ 
Sen. May all the Gods cbnfent.to Cafar’s wifh, 4 form of fpeak- 

And add to any Hamcurs, that may cravn - Mb they, had. 

The rig Ifjue of Germanicu. =. Sie 
Ib, We thank you, reverend Fathers, in their right. 
Arr. Vf this were true now ! but.the {pace, che {pace 

Between the Breaft and Lips ———— Tiberius Heare . 

Lies a thought farther than another Mati’s. a 
Tib. My comforts are fo flowing in my Joys, \ | 

As, in them, all-my Streams of Grief are loft, | .- 

No lefsthan are Land-watersin the Sea, ne 

Or Showers in Rivers; though their Caufe was fuch, 

As might have {prinkled ev’n the Gods with tears : 

Yet fince the greater doth embrace the lefé, *. 

We covetoufly obey. (Arr. Well aded, Cefer.) 

_ Tab. And now Iam the happy witnefs made 

Of your fo much defiz’d affections, 

To this great Iffue, I could with, che Fates 

Would here fec’ peaceful period to my days ; 

However, to my Labours, IJ intreat 

(And beg ic of this Senate) fame fit eafe. 


. 


ain 


you?) 
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(Arr. Laugh, Fathers, laugh: Ha’ heel eae | 


Tib. The burden is too heavy I fu 


| On my unwilling thoulders; and I pray 


It may be taken off, and re-confer’d 

Upon the Con/uls, or fome other Roman, | 

More able, and more worthy. (4rr. Laugh on ftill.) - 
Sab. Why, this doth render all the reft fufpe@ed: 
Gal. It poyfons all. Arr. O, do you tafte it then? — 
Sab. Ic takes away my faith to any thing 

He fhall hereafcer {peak. Arr. I, co pray thar, 


Which would be to his head as hot as thunder, 


C(Gainft which he wearsthat Charm) fhould 4 Wreath 

but the Court of Lawvel, 
Receive him at his word. 

Gal. Hear. 7b. For my felf, : 
I know my weaknefs, and fo little covet | 
(Like fome gone paft) the weight that will opprefs me, 
As my ambitionis the Counter-point. 

| rr. 
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pay 


-- Cannot admit.it but wich general ruine. 


- For thy late: Victory on Sacrovir,: 
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Cérr. Finely maintain’d ; good ftill.) 

Sey. But Rome, whole Bload, _ | 
Whofe Nerves, whofe Life, whofe very Frame relies 
On Cefer’s ftrength; no lefs than Heav’n on Atlas; 


C4érr. Ah! are you there, to bring him off ?) 

Se,. Let Cafar - | 
No more than urge a Point fo contrary 
To Cefar’s Greathefs, the griev'd Senates Vows, 

Or Rome’s Neceflity. (Gal He comes about. 
Arr. More nimbly than Vertumnus.) 
73. For the publick, 
I may be drawn, to thew, I can negleé 
All private aims ; though I affe@ my reft : 
But, if the Senate ftill command me ferve, 
I muft be glad to practife my obedience. 

CArr. You muft and will, Sir. We do know it. 

Sen. Cefar, 2s . 
Live long and happy, Great and Royal Cxfars Another form, 
The Gods preferve thee, and thy Modefty, | 
Thy IVifdom, and thy Innocence. (Arr. Where is’t ? 

The Prayer’s made before the Subje@.) Sen. Guard 

Hs Meekne{s, Jove, bx Piety, bss Care, | 

His Bounty Arr. And his Subtiley, Ile put in: 

Yet hell keep that himfelf, without the Gods. ; . 

All Prayers are vain for him.  7#b. We will not hold 

Your Patience, Fathers, withlong anfwer; but _ . 

Shall ftill contend to be what you defire, 3 

And work to fatisfie fo great a hope: . ee 

Proceed to your affairs. Arr. Now, Silivs, guard thee ; 

The Curtain’s drawing. fer advanceth. Pre. Silence. | 
Afe. Cite Caius Silius. Pree. Cams Silius. Sil. Here. 
Aye. The triumph that thou hadft in Germany 


Thou haft enjoy’d fo freely, Caste Silins, 

As no man it envy’d thee ; nor would Cefar, : 

Or Rome admit, that chou wert then defrauded 

Of any Honours thy Deferts could.claim, 

In the fair Service of the Commonwealth : 

But now, ‘if, after all their Loves and Graces, 

(Thy AGions, and their Courfes being difcover’d) 

Ic thall appear to Cefar, and this Semate, — 

Thou haft defil’d chofe Glories wich thy Crimes——— 
Sil. Crimes? fe. Patience, Silins. 
Sil. Tell chy Moil of Patience : 

I’ am a Roman. What are my Crimes? Proclaim them. 

Am I too rich ? too honeft for the times? 

Have I'or Treafure, Jewels, Land, or Houfes 

That fome informer gapes for? Is my ftrengeh 

Too muck to be admitted ? Or my knowledge ? ° 

"Thefe now are Crimes. Afe. Nay, Silins, if the Name 

Of Crime fo touch thee, with what impotence | 

Wilt chou endure the matter to be fearch’d ? 

Sil, Teel thee, fer, with more fcorn than fear : 
Employ your mercenary tongue and art. 3 
Where’s my. accufer? Var. Here. 

Arr. Varro, the Conful, 
Is he chruft in? Varr. ’Tis I accufe thee, Sslins. 
Againtt the Majefty of Rome, and Ce/ar, 


- Ido pronounce thee here a guilty Caufe, 


Firft, of beginning and occafioning, 

Next, drawing out the War in Gakka, 

For which thou late triumph’ft; diffembling long 

That Sacrovirto bean Enemy, . 

Only to make thy Entertainment more, 

Whilft thou, and thy Wife Sofa poll’d the Province ; 

Wherein, wich fordid-bafe defire of Gain, 

Thou haft difcredited thy A@ions worth, 

And been a Traitor tothe State. Si/. Thou lieft. 
Arr. I thank thee, Silias, {peak fo ftill and often. 
Var. If I not prove it, Cefar, but unjuftly — 

Have call’d him intotrial 5 here I bind- 

My felf to faffer, what I claim ’gainft him; 

And yield to have what I have-fpoke, contirm’d: 


Sejanus, 


By Judgment of the Court, and all good Men. 
Sil. Cafar, I crave to have my. Caufe deferr’d, 
Till this Man’s Confulfliip be out. ib. We cannot, 


| Nor may we grancit. Si. Why ? thall he defign 


My day of trial ? Is he my accufer ? 

And muft he be my Judge? 77. It hath been ufual; 
And is a Right chat Cuftom hath allow’d 

The Magiftrate, to call forth private men ; 

And to appoint their day : Which priviledge 

We may notin the Con/xl fee infring’d, 

By whofe deep watches, and induftrious care 

It is fo labour’d, as the Commonwealth 


| Receive no lofs, Py any oblique courfe. 
r. 


Sil. Cefar, thy Fraud is worfe than Violence. 
Tb. Siliws, miftake us not, we dare not ufe 


| The Credit of the Ccnful, to thy wrong ; 


But only do preferve his Place and Power, 


|So far as it concerns the Dignity 


And Honour of theStace. Arr. Believe him, Silias. 
Cot, Why, fo he may, Arruntin. Arr. I fay fo. 

And he may chufe too. is. By the Capitol, 

And all our Gods, but that the dear Republick, 

Our facred Laws, and juft Authority 


| Are interefs’d therein, I fhould be filent. 


Afe. Pleafe’ Ce/ar to give way unto his trial. 


He fhall have Juftice. Sid. Nay, I fhall have Law; 


Shall I not Afer? Speak. 4fe. Would you have more? 
Sil. No, my well-{poken man, I would no more ; 


| Nor lefs: mighe I enjoy it natural, 


Not taught to {peak unto your prefent ends, 
Free from thine, his, and all your unkind handling, 
Furious enforcing, moft unjuft prefuming, 


| Malicious, and manifold applying, 
| Foul wrefting, and impoffible conftruétion. 


4fe. He raves, he raves. , 

Sil. Thou durft not tell me fo, 

Had’ft thou not Ce/far’s warrant. I can fee 
Whofe Power condemns me. | 

Var. This betrays his Spiric.. 

This doth enough declare him what heis, 

Sil. Whac am I? fpeak. 

Var. An Enemy to the State. 

S#. Becaufe I am an Enemy to thee, 
And fuch corrupted Minifters 0’ the State, 
That here art made a. prefent Inftrument 
To gratifie it with thine own difgrace. 

Se. This, to the Con/ul, is moft infolent? 
And impious! S/. I, take part. Reveal your felves, 
Alas! I i{cene not your Confed’racies , 

Your Plots and Combinations ! I not know 

Minion Sejanss hates me 3 and that all 

This boaft of Law, and Law, is buta form, 

A Net of Vulcen’s filing, a meer Ingine, 

To take that Life by a Pretexe of Juftice, 

Which you purfue in malice? I want Brain, 

Or Noftril to perfwade me, that your ends, 

And purpofes are made to what they are, 

Before my anfwer? O, you equal Gods, | 
Whole Juftice not a world of wolf-turn’d men 

Shall make me to accufe (how e’re provoke;) 

Have I for this fo oft engag’d my {@lf? 

Stood in the heat and fervour of a fight, 

When Phebus fooner hath forfook the day 

Than I the Field, againft the blew-ey’d Gauls, — 

And crifped Germans? When our Roman Eagles 
Have fann’d the fire, with cheir labouring wings, 
And no blow dealt, that left not death behind ie ? 
When I have charg’d, alone, into the Troops 

Of curl’d Sicambrians, routedthem, andcame —_-._2s 
Not off, wich backward Enfigns of a Slave ; 
But forward marks, wounds on my Breaft and Face, 
Were meant to thee, O Cefar, and thy Rome ? 
And have I chis return’'d ? Did I, for this, 
Perform fo noble, and fo brave’ defeat, 


| 


™ 


On Sacrovir? (O Fove, let ic become me 
To boaft my Deeds, when he, whom they concerh, ° 
Shall chus forget them.) dfe. Sélius, Silius, 
Thefe are the common Cuftoms of thy Blood, 
When itis high with Wine, as now wich Rage : 
This well agrees wich that intemperate Vaunr, 
2ieThou lately mad’ft at Agrippina’s table, 
That when all other of the Troops were prone 
To fallinto Rebellion, only yours 
Remain’d in their obedience. You were he, 
That fav’d the Empire, which had then been loft, 
Had bue your Legions, there, rebell’d, or mutind, 
Your Vertue met, and fronted every Peril. 
You gave to Cefar, and to Rome their Surety, 
Their Name, their Strength, their Spirit, and their State, 
Their being was a Donative from you. 
Arr. Well worded, and moft like an Orator. 
Tib. Is this true, Silsus ? | | 
Sil. Save thy Queftion, Ce/ar, | 
216 Thy Spy, of famous Credit, hath affirmd it. 
“4rr. Excellent Roman! Sab. He doth anfwer ftoutly. 
Sej. Uf this be {o, there needs no farther Caufe 
OF Crime againft him. Var. What can more impeach 
The Royal Dignity, and State of Cefar, 
Than to be urged with a benefit 
He cannot pay? Cot. In this, all Cefar’s fortune 
Is made unequal! to the Courtefie. | 
Zt, His means are clean deftroy’d that fhould requite. 
Gal. Nothing is great enough for Siliws’s Merit. 
Arr. Gallus on that fide to? 
Sil. Come, do not hune, 
And labour fo about for Circumftance, 
To make him guilty, whom you have fore-doom’d: 
Take fhorter ways, le meet your purpofes. 
The words were mine, and more I now will fay: 
Since I have done thee that great Service, Cefar, — 
Thou ftill haft fear’d me ; and, in place of Grace, 
Return’d me Hatred : fo foon all beft turns, 
With doubeful Princes, turn deep myuries 
Ineftimation, when they greater rife | 
Than can be anfwer’d. Benefits, with yous 
Are of nolonger pleafure, than you can . 
With eafe reftore them; that tranfcended once, 
Your Studies are not how to thank, bue kill. . 
Tt is your Nature, to have all Men Slaves 
To you, but you acknowledging to none. 
The means that makes your Greatnefs, muft not come, 
In mention of it; if it do, it takes i 
So much away, you think : and that which help’d, . 
Shall fooneft perith, if it ftand in Eye, 
Where it may front, or but upbraid the High. 
Cot. Suffer him {peak no more. | 
Var. Note but his Spirit. 
Afe. This thews him in the reft. 
Lat. Let him be cenfur'd. | 
Sej. He hath fpoke enough to prove him Cefar’s 
Cot. His thoughts look through his words. 
Se. A Cenfure. Sil, Stay, 
Stay, moft officious Senate, 1 fhall ftraight 
Delude thy Fury. Silixs hath not placd 
His Guards within him, againft Fortunes Spight, 
So weakly, but he can efcape your gripe 
That are but Hands of Fortune : She her felf | 
When Vertue doth oppofe, muft lofe her threats. 
All chat can happen in Humanity, 
The Frown of Cafar, proud Sejanus’s Hatred, 
Bafe Varro’s {plecn, ae Afer's bloodying tongue, . 
The Senates fervile flattery, and thetic 
Muftred to kill, Pam fortified againft;: 
And can look down upon: they are beneath me. 
Itis not Life whereof I ftand enamour’d : 
Nor fhall my end make me accufe my Fate. 
The Coward, and the Valiant Man mutt fall, 
Oaly the Caufe, and Manner how, difcerns chem’: 


Foe. 


oy 
2 e . 
oly, 


Andhoneft. Jib. Whatishe? Sej. For th’ Annals, Cefar. 
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Which then are gladdeft, when they coft us deareft. 
Romans, if any here be in this Senate, 
Would know to mock Tiberius tyranny, 
Look upon Silius, and fo learn to die. 
Var, O, defperate ac ! 
4rr. An honourable hand ! 
T:b. Look, is he dead? sti. 
' Sab. >Twas nobly ftruck, and home. 
Arr. My thought did prompt him to it. Farewell, Siliat: 
Be famous ever for thy great Example. 
Tib. We are not pleas, in this fad accident, 
That thus hath ftalled, and abus’d our Mercy, 
Intended to preferve thee, Noble Roman: 
And to prevent thy hopes. Arr. Excellent Wolf / 
Now he is full he howls. Sey. Cefar doth wrong 
His Dignity and Safety, thus to mourn 
The deferv’d End of fo profeft a Traitor, 
And doth, by this his Lenity, inftruct 


Stabs himfelf. 2/7 


‘+ Others as faGious, to the like Offence. 


Tib. The Confifcation meerly of his State 

Had been enough. .drr. O, that was gap’d for then? 
Var. Remove the body. Sej. Let Citation 

Go out for Sofia. Gal. Let her be profcrib’d. 

And for the Goods, I think it fit that half 

Goto the Treafure, half unto the Children. 
Lep.» With leave of Cefar, I would think, that fourth 

Part, which the Law doth eaft on the Informers, 

Should be enough ; the reft go to the Cimldren : 

Wherein the Prince fhall fhew Humanity, 

And Bounty, not to force them by their want 

(Which in their Parents trefpafsthey defervd) 

To take ill courfes. 7b. It fhatl pleafeus. rr. I, 

Out of neceflity. This Lepidus 

Is grave and honeft, and I have obférv’d 

A Moderation ftill in all his Cenfures. ag 
Sab. And bending to the better———Stay, who’s this ? 

Cremutius Cordus? What! ishebroughtin? 
Ar.- More Blood ‘unto the Banquet? Noble Cordus, 

I with thee good : Be, as thy Writings, free, ie 


Pan 


< 


19 
Praco, Cordus, Satrius, Natta. 


RemutiusCordus. Cor. Here. Pre. Satrius Secundus, 
dPinnarius Natta, you are his accufers, eT es 
Arr. Two of Sejanus’s Blood-hounds, whom he breeds 
With humane fiefh, to bay at Citizens. | 
Afe. Stand forth before the Senate, and confront him. 
"Sat. I do accufe thee here, Crematins Cordus, 
To be a Man fagtious and dangerous, _ 
A Sower of Sedition in the State,° 


- | A turbulence, and difcontented Spirit, 


Which I will prove from thine own Writitigs, here, 
The Annals Hoe haft publith’d ; where thou bic’ft . 
The prefent Age, and with a Vipers tooth, | 
Being a Member of it, dar’ft that ill 
Which never yet degenerons Baftard did” . 
Upon his Parent. Nat. ‘To this, I fubfcribe ; 
And, forth a World of more Particulars, 
Inftance in only one: Comparing men, 
And times, thou praifeft Brutus, and affirm’ ft 
That Cafius was the laft of all the Romans. 

Cot. How ! what are we then? oe 

Var. What is Cefar, nothing? | a 
_ Afe. My Lords, this {trikes at every Romav’s private; 
In whom reigns Gentry, and Eftate of Spirit, 
To have a Bratus brought in parallel, | 
A Parricide, an Enemy of his Countrey, 
Rank’d, and preferr’d to any real worth 
That Keme|now holds.| This iymoft ftrangely inyegfive, // 
1 Moft full of Spight, and infolent upbraiding. 
Nor is’t the time alone is here difpris’d, 
But the whole man of time, yea, Ce/ar’s felf 
Broughe in difvalue ; and a aim’d at moft 


2/3 


2/9 


By 


2/8 
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Sejanus. 


By oblique glance of his licentious Pen. 
Cafar, if Caffius were the laft of Romans, 


Thou haft no Name. 715. Let’s hear him anfwer. Silence. 


Cor, So innocent I am of Fa&, my Lords, 
As but my words areargu’d ; yet thofe words 
Not reaching either Prince, or Princes Parent: 
The which your Law of Treafon comprehends. 
Brutys and Caffius, lam charg‘ te’ have prais’d : 
Whofe deeds, when many more, befides my felf, 
Have writ, not one hath mention’d without honour. 
Great Titus Livius, great for Eloquence, 
And Faich, amongit us, in his Hiftory, 
Wich fo great Praifes Pompey did excoll, 
As oft Auguftus cal?’'d him a Pompetan: 
Yet this not hurt their Friendfhip. In his Book 
He often names Scipio, Afranius, 
Yea, the fame Cafius, and this Brutus too, 
As worthi’ft Mens not Thieves and Parricides, 
Which Notes, upon their Fames, are now impos’d. 
Afinius Pollio’s writings quite throughout 
Give them a Noble Memory; So Meffalla 
Renown’d his general Cafius: yet both thefe 
Liv’d with Augufus, full of wealth and honours. 


2/4 To Cicero’s Book, where Cato was heav’d up 


Equal with Heav’n, what elfe did Cz/ar anfwer, 
Being then Dicfator, but with a penn’d Oration, 
As if before the Judges ? Do but fee 

Antonius’s Letters; read but Brutus’s pleadings : 
VVhat vile reproach they hold againlt Augufus, 
Falfe I confefs, but with much bitternefs. 
The Epigrams of Bibaculus, and Catullus, 

Are real, full ftuft wich Spight of both the Ce/fars ; 
Yet Deified Fulias, and no lefs Auguftus : 

Both bore them, and contemn’d them: (I not know 
Promptly to fpeak it, whether done with more 
Temper, or wifdom) for fuch Obloquies 

If they defpifed be, they die fupprett ; 

But, if with Rage acknowledg’d, they are confeft. 
The Greeks I flip, whofe Licence not alone, 

But alfo Luft did fcape unpunifhed : 

Or where fome one (by chance) Exception took, 
He words with words reveng’d. But, in my work, 
VVhat could be aim’d more free, or farther off 
From the times Scandal, than to write of thole, 


VVhom Death from Grace, or Hatred had exempted ? 


Did I, with Brutus, and with Cafius, 
Arm’d, and poffefs’d of the PAsiippi Fields, 
Incenfe the People in the Civil Caufe, 
VVith dangerous Speeches? Or do they, being flain 
Sevnty years fince, as by their Images | 
(VVhich not the Conquerour hath defac’d) appears, 
Retain that guilty Memory with writers ? 
Pofterity pays every Man his Honour. 
Nor fhall chere want, though I condemned am, 
That will not only Cafi#s well approve, 
And of great Brutus's Honour mindful be, 
But that will, alfo, mention make of me. 
4rr. Freely, and nobly fpoken. 
Sab. With good temper, 
I like him, that he is not mov’d with paffion. 
Arr. He puts ’em to their whifper. 
Tib. ‘Take him hence, 
We fhall determine of him at next fitting. 
Cot. Mean time, give order, that his Books be burnt, 
220 Totheediles. Sei. You have well advis'd. 
Afe. Ie fits not fuch licentious things fhould live 
_ T’ upbraid the age. 
Arr. If th’ age were good, they might. 
Lat. Let ‘em be burnt. 
~ Gal, All foughe, and burnt to day. 
Pra. The Court is up ; Lifors, refume the Faces. 


Arruntim, Sabinus, Lepidus. 


Et ’ermn be burne! O, how ridiculous 
Appears the Senate’s brainlefs diligence, 
Who think they can, with prefent power, extinguith - 


| The Memory of all fucceeding times! 


Sab. Tis true, when (contrary) the punifhmene 
OF wit, doth make th’ authority increafe. | 
Nor do they ought, that ufé this Cruelty 
Of interdiction, and this rage of burning; 

But purchafe to themfelves rebuke, and fhame, 
And to the writers an eternal Name. 

Lep. It is an argument che times are fore, 
When Vertue cannot fafely be advanc‘d ; 

Nor Vice reprov'd. Arr. 1, Noble Lepidus, 


Auguftus well forefaw, what we fhould fuffer, 29 


Under Tiberius, when he did pronounce : 
The Roman Race moft wretched, that fhould live 
Between fo flow jaws, and fo long a bruifing. 


Tiberins, Sefanus. 


bik bufinefs hath fucceeded well, Sejansus: 
And quite remov’d all jealoutie of pra@ice 
’Gainit Agrippina, and our Nephews. Now, 
We muft bechink us how to plant our Ingines 
For th’ other pair, Sabinus, and Arruntius, 
And Gallss too (how e’re he flatter us,) 
His heart we know. Sej. Give it fome refpite, Cefar. 
a fhall sacle te and pring to perfect Crown, 
at we, with fo good Vultures, have begun: 2a 
Sabinus fhall be nexc. 7b. Rather as 
Se. By any means, preferve him. His trank tongue 
Being lene the Reins, willtakea vay all choughe 
Of Malice, in your courfe again. ° the reft. 
We mutt keep him to ftalk with. 7%. Deareft head, 
To thy moft fortunate defign I yield ic. 
Sey. Sir———I_ have been fo long train’d up in Grace, 
Firft wich your Father, great Auguftus, fince, 
With your moft happy Bounties fo familiar, 22/ 
As I not fooner would commit my hopes. 
Or withes to the Gods, than to your Ears, 
Nor have I-ever, yet, been covetous 
Of over-bright and dazling Honours: rather 
To watch, and travail in great Ce/ar’s Safety, 
With the moft common Souldier. 7b. Tis confeft. 
Sej. The only gain, and which Icount nioft fair 
OF all my Fortunes, is, that mighty Cefar, His daughterwa 
Hath thoughe me worthy his alliance. Hence 2troth'd to 29, 
Begin my hopes. ib. H’mh ? pea o 
Sey. Thave heard, Auguftus ; 
In the beftowing of his Daueheer: thought 
But even of Gentlemen of Rome: If fo, 
(I know not how to hope fo great a favou-) 
But if a Husband fhould be fought for Livia, 
And 1 be had in Mind, as Ce/ar’s Friend, 
I would but ufe che Glory of the Kindred. 
It fhould not make me flothful, or lefs caring 
For Cefar’s State ; it were enough to me 
It did confirm, and ftrengthen my weak Houfe, 
Againtt the-now-unequal cppofition 
Of Agrippina ; and for dear regard 
Unto my Children, this I with: my felf 
Have no ambition farther than to end 
My Days in fervice of fo dear a Mafter. 
7ib. We cannot but commend thy Piety, 


| Moft-lov’d Sejanus, in acknowledging 


Thofe Bounties ; which we, faintly, {uch remember, 
But to thy fuit. The reft-of Mortal Men, ° 

In all their Drifts, and Counfels, purfue profit : 
Princes, alone, are of a different fort, 

Dire&ing their main Actions {till to Fame. 


We 


uy: Lhe Juyce of Poppy and of Mandrakes. 
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We therefore will take time to think, and anfwer. 
For Livia, the can beft, her felf, refolve 

If the will marry, after Drafss, or 

Continue in the Family ; befides, ee 
She hath a Mother, and aGrandame yet, ; © 
Whofe nearer Counfels fhe may guide her by: . 

But I will fimply deal. That Enmiry 

Thou fear’ft.in Agrippina, would‘burn more, 

If Livia’s Marriage fhould (as ’twere in parts) 
Divide th’ Imperial Honfes; an Emulation 
Between the women might break forth: and difcord 
Ruine che Sons, and Nephews on both Hands. 
What if it caufe fome prefent difference ? 

Thou are not fafe, Sejasus, if thou: prove it. | 

Canft thou believe, that Livia, firft che Wife 

To Caius Cefar, then my Drafus, now 

Will be contented to grow Old with thee, 

Born but a private Genrleman of Rose ? 

And raife thee wich her lofs, if not her fhame? 
Or fay, that I fhould with it, canft thou think _ 
The Senate, or the People (who have feen 

Her Brother, Father, and our Anceftors, — 

In higheft place of Empire) will endureit?. — 
The Srate chou hold’ft already, is in talk ; | 
Men murmure at thy Greatnefs ; and the Nobles _ 
Stick not, in publick, to upbraid thy climbing 
Above our Fathers Favours, or thy Scale : | 

And dare accufé me, from their hate to thee. : 


Be wife, dear Friend. We would nat hide. thefe things . 


For Friendthips dear refpe&. Nor will we ftand 
Adverfe to thine, or Livia’s defignments, _ 
What we had purpos‘d to thee, in our thoughe, 
And wieh what near degrees of love to bind thee, 
And make thee equal to us; for the prefent, 
We will forbear to fpeak. Only, thus much 
Believe, our lov’d Sejanus, we notknow |: 
That heighe in Blood, or Honour, which thy Vertue, 
And Mind ta us, may not afpire with Merit, 
And this we'll publith, on all watche occafian 
The Serzate, or the People fhall prefent. | 
Se. L am reftor’d, and to my Senfe again, 
Which I had loft in this fo blinding Suir. 
Cefar hath taught me better to refufe, 2 
Than I knew how to ask. How pleafeth Cz/far 
T imbrace my late Advice, for leaving Rome ? 

Tih, We are refolv’d. 


Sej. Here are fome Motives more e 


Which I have thought on fince, may more confirm. 
Tib. Careful Sejanus ! we will ftraighe perufe them: 
Go forward in our main defign and profper. | 


Sejanus, : 


F thofe but take, I thall: dull, heavy Cefar ! 
VVouldft thou cell me, thy favours were made Crimes? 
And that my Fortunes were efteem’d thy Faults ? 

That thou for me wert hated? and not think 

I would with winged hafte prevent chat change, 
VVhen thou migheft win all to chy felf again, 

By forfeiture of me? Did thofe fond words — 

Fly f{wifter from thy Lips, than this my Brain, 

This fparkling Forge, created me an Armour 


T’ encounter chance and thee? VVell, read my Charms, | 


And may they lay that hold upon thy Senfes, 
As thou hadft fnuft up Hemlock; or tane down. 
Mat “Sleep; 

Voluptuous Cefar, and fecurity a, 2 
Seize on thy ftupid Powers, and leave them dead © 
To publick Cares; awake but to thy Lufts, 
The ftrength of which makes thy libidinous Soul 
lich to leave Rome ; and I have chruft it on: 

VVith blameing of the City Bufinefs; 

The multitude of Suits, the confluence 

Of Suitors, then cheir Importunacies, 


For when they fee me Arbiter | } 
‘They muft obferve: of elfe with Cefar fall. | 


The manifold Diftraétions he muft {affer, 
Befides ill Rumours, Envies, and Reproaches, ~ 
All which a quiet and retired Life, : 
(Larded with eafe and pleafure) did avoid ; 
And yet, for my weighty and great Affair, 

The fitteft Place to’ give the foundeft Counfels, 
By this thall Tremove him both from thought | 
And knowledge of his own moft dear Affairs ; 
Draw all difpatchés chrough my, private Hands: 
Know his defignments, and purfue, mine own; . 


Make mine own ftrengths, by giving Suits and: Places: 
‘Conferring Dignities and Offices . | mee 
And thefe, that hate me now, 


wanting accefs | 
none orlefs; 
of all, ; 


To him, will make their envy 


i. | Tiberins, Servps, ee os ere 

O marry Livia? will no lef, Sejangs, 

Content thy aims? no lower Obje@? well! ~ 
Thou know’ft how chou art wrought into our Truft é. 
Woven in our defign ; and think’it we muft a 
Now ufe thee, whatfoere thy Projects are: 
Tis true. But yet with caution and fit care. an 
And, now we better think who’s there, within? _- 
woe? Cefar? Tib. To leave our Journey off, were Sin * 
Gainft our decreed delights ; and would appear = 
Doubt : or (what lefs becomes a Prince) low fear. 
Yet doubt hath Law,. and fears have their excufe 
Where Princes States plead neceflary ufe; 
As ours doth now: more in Sejanus Pride, 
Than in all Agripping’s Hates befide: 
Thofe are the dreadful Enemies, we raife 
With favours, and make dangerous with praife; 


a an, a 
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The injur’d by us may have will alike, — 
Bue ’tis che Favourite hath the power toftrike: __—- 
And fury ever boils more high and ftrong, os 
Heat with ambition, than revenge of: wrong. nee 
‘Tis then a part of fupreme skill, to grace . po 
No Man too much ; but hold a certain {pace =. 
Between th’ afcenders rife, and thine own flat, -_ 
Left, when all rounds be reach’d, his aim be that 
"Tis thought ——Is Macro in the Palace ? See: 
If not, go, feek him, to come to usy-——He 7 
Muft be the Organ we muft work by now: 
Though none lefs apt for truft : Need doth allow 
What choife would not. Ihave heard, that Aconite 
Being timely taken, hath a healing might 
Againft the f{corpions ftrokes the Proof we'll give : 
That, while two Poifons wraftle we may live. 
He hath a Spirit too working to be us’d 
But to th’ encounter of his like 3 excus’d 
Are wiler Sov’raigns then, that raife one ill 
a carta: = both fafely kill : , 

¢ Prince that feeds great Natures they will {way him « 
Who nourifhech a Lyon muft obey im | a _ 
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" Tiberins,* Macro. 


Acro, we fent for you. Mac; Iheard fo, Cefar, - 
Tib. (Leave us a while!) when you fhall know, 
good Adacro | 


'| The caufes of your fending, and the ends ; 


You then will harken nearer: and be pleas’d 

You ftand fo high both in our choife, and truft. 
Mac. ‘The humbleft Place in Cefar’s choife or truft 

May make glad Adscro proud ; without Ambition, 

Save to doCe/far fervice. ib. Leave your courtings. 

We are in purpofe, Macro, to depart 

The City for a time, and fee Campania ; 

Not for our Pleafures, but to dedicate 

A pair of Temples, one to Jupiter 


T 2 At 
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At Capac ; th’ other at Nola, to duguftys: 
In which great work, perhaps our ftay will be 
Beyond our will producd. Now, fince we are 

Not ignorant what danger may be born : 
Out of our fhorteft abfence in a State | 

So fubje& unto Envy, and embroild . 
With hateand fa@ion ; we have thought on thee, 
-(Amongft a Field of Romens,) worthielt Macro, 

To be our Eye and Ear: to keep ftrict watch 

On Agrippina, Nero, Drufus ; I, 

And on Sejenus: Not, that we diftruft 

His Loyalry, or do repent one grace, . 

Of all that heap, we have confei’d on him: 

(For that were to difparage our Election, 

And call that judgment now in doubt, which then 
Seem’d as unqueftion’d as an Oracle,) 

But, greatnefs hath his Cankers. Worms and Moths 

222 Breed out of toomuch humour, in the things 

Which after they confume, transferring quite 
- The fubftance of their Makers ine’ shemulelves 

Macro isfharp, and apprehends: befides, | 

I know him fubtil, clofe, wife, and well-read 

In Man, and his large Nature : He hath ftudied 

Affe&ions Paffions, knows their fprings, their ends, 


Which way, and whether they will work: ’tis proof. 


Enough of his great Merit, that we truft him. — 
Then, toa points (becaufe our conference 
Cannot be long without fufpicion) 
Here; Macro, we affign thee, both to fpy, 
Inform, and chaftife ; Think, and ufe thy means, 
Thy Minifters,.what, where, on whom thou wilt ; 
Explore, plot, practife : All chou doft in this, 
Shall be, asif. the Sexate, or the Laws 
4 givn it priviledg, and thou thence ftil’d 
The Saviour both of Cafar and of Rome. 
We will not take thy anfwer but in a@ : 
Whereto, : as thou proceed’ft, we hope to hear 
By trufted Meflengers. If’e be enquir’d, 
Wherefore we call’d you, fay you have in charge 
To fee our oo ready, and our Horfe. 
Be ftill our lov’d and (fhortly) honour'd Macro. 


Macro. 


Will.not ask, why Czfar bids do this : 
But joy, that he bids me. It is the blifs 
Of Courts, to be imploy’d, no matter, how ; 
A Princes power makes all his Actions Vertue. 
We, whom he works by, are dumb Inftruments, 
To do, but not enquire : His great intents | 
Are to be ferv’d not fearch’d. Yet, as that Bow 
Is moft in hand; whofe owner beft doth know 
T’ affect hisaims; fo lee that States-man hope 
_ Moft ufe, moft price, can hit his Princes {cope. 
Nor muft he look at what, or whom to ftrike, 
But lofe at all; each mark mutt be alike. 
‘Were it to plot againft the Fame, the Life 
Of one, with whom I twin’d: remove a Wife 
From my warm fide, ‘as lov’d, as is the Airs 
PraGife away each Parent; draw mine Heir 
229 In compafs, though bur one; work all my kin 
To fwift perdition ; leave no untrain’d Engin, 
For Friendfhip, or for Innocence; nay, make | 
The Gods all guilry : I would undertake 7 
This, being impos’d'me, both with gain and eafe. 
The way to rife isto obey and pleafe. 
He that will thrive in State, he muft negle& 
The trodden Paths thae eruch and right refpe& ;_ 
223 And prove new, wilder ways: for Vertue there 
* Is nor chat narrow thing, fhe is elfewhere 3 
Mens Fortune there is Vertue ; reafon their will : 
Their Licence, Law ; and their obfervance skill. 
~ Occafion is their foil ; Confcience their ftain ; 
Profic their luftre: and what elfe is vain. | 


Sejanus. 


If then ic be che Luft of Cefars Power, 
T’ have rais’d Sejanas up, and in an hour 

O’return him, tumbling down, from height of all ; 
We are his ready Engin : and his fall 

May be our rife. It isno uncouth thing 

To fee freth buildings from old ruins {pring. 


CHOR B S—OF Moficiens. 


A@ IV. 


Gallus, Agrippina, Nero, Drufu, Caligula. 


; \ an mult have patience, Royal Agrippina. 


Agr. I-muft have vengeance, firft; and chat were 
Neétar 
Unto my famifh’d Spirits. O, my Fortune, 
Let it be fudderrthou preparft againft me 5 
Strike all my powers of Underftanding blind, 
And ignorant of deftiny to come : : 
Let me not fear, that cannot hope. Ga/. Dear Princefs, - 
Thefe Tyrannies on your felf, are worfe than Cefar’s. 
gr. Is this che happinefs of being born great ? 
Still co be aim’d at? ftill to be fufpedcted ? 
To live the fubjeé of all Jealoufies ? 
Ac leaft the colour made, if not the ground 
To every painted danger ? who would not 
Choofe once to fall, than thus to hang for ever? 
Gal. You might be fafe if you would—— - 
Agr. What, my —Galles? ' 
Be lewd Sejanus Strumpet ? Or the Baud 
To Cefar’s Lufts, he now is gone to praétife ? 
Not thefe are fafe, where nothing is. Your felf 
While thus you ftand but by me are not fafe. 
Was Silins fafe? or the good Sofia fafe? 
Or was ‘my Niece dear Claudia Pulchra fafe ? 
Or innocent Furie? They that lateft have 
(By being made guilty) added Reputation 
To 4fers Eloquence? O, foolith Friends, 
Could not fo frefh example warn your loves, 
But you muft buy my favours with that lofs 
Unto your felves: and when you might perceive 
That Cefar’s Caufe of raging muft forfake him, 
Before his will: Away, good Gallus leave me. 
ere to be feen, isdangers to {peak, Treafon: 
To do me leaft obfervance, is call’d Fa@ion. 
You are unhappy in me, and I in all. 
Where are my Sons, Nero and Drafas ? We 
Are they be fhoe at; Let us fall apart : 


| Not in our ruins, fepulchre our’Friends. 


Or thall we do fome a@ion like offence, 
To mock their Studies chat would make us faulty ? 
And fruftrate praGice by preventing it? 
The danger’s like: For what they can contrive, 
They will make good. No innocence is fafe, 
When Power contefts. Nor can they trefpafs more, 
Whofe only being was all Crime before. _ 
Ner. You hear Sejanws is come back from Cefar ? 
Gal. No. How? Difgrac’d ? | : 
Dru. More grac’d now than ever. 
Gal. By what mifchance ? 
Cal. A Fortune like enough ‘ 
Once to be bad. Drs, But cturn’d too good, to both. 
Gal. What was’t ? Ner. Tiberius fitting at his Meat, 223 
In a Farm-houfe, they call Spelunca, ficed 
By the Sea-fide, among the Fundane Hills, 
Wichin a natural Cave, part of the Gror 
( About the entry ) fell and overwhelm’d 
Some of the Waiters; others ran away : 
Only Sejanus with his Knees, Hands, Face, 
O’re-hanging Czfar, did oppofe himfelf 
To the remaining Ruins, and was found 


\ 
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Sejanus: — 


In that fo labouring Pofture by the Soldiers 

That came to fuccour him. With which adventure, 

He hath fo fixe himfelf in Cefar’s truft, | 

As thunder cannot move him, and:iscome 

With all che height of Cefar’s praife to Rome. | 
Agr. And power, to curn thofe Ruines all on us ; 

And bury whole Pofterities beneath them. 

Nero, and Drafus, and Caligula, | 

Your places are the next, and therefore: moft 

In their offence. Think on your Birth and Blood, 

Awake your Spirits, meet their violence, 

Tis Princely when a Tyrant doth oppole ; 

And isa Fortune fent to exercife 

Your Vertue, asthe Wind doth try ftrong Trees: 

Who by vexation grow more found and firm, - 

After your Fathers fall, and Uncles fate, 

- What can you hope, but all the change of ftroke 
That force or flight can give? then ftand upright; 
And though you do not a&, yet fuffer nobly : 

Be worthy of my Womb, and take ftrong chear ; 
What we do know will come, we fhould not fear. 


Macro. 


Eturn’d fo foon ? renew’d in truft and grace ? 
Is Cefar then fo weak? or hath the Place © 

But wrought this alreration with the Air ; 
And he, on next remove, will all repair ? 
Macro, thou art ingag’d : and what before 
Was publick ; now, muft be thy private, more. 
The weal of Cefar, fitnefs did imply 3 
But thine own fate confers neceflity — 
On thy employment: and the thoughts born neareft 
Unto our felves, move {wifteft ftill, and deareft. | 
If he recover, thou are loft: yea, all 
The weight of preparation to his fall 2 
Willturn on thee, and crufh thee. Therefore, ftrike | 
Before he fettle, to prevene the like : 
Upon thy felf. He doth his vantage know, 7 
That makes ic home, and gives the foremoft blow. 


Latiaris, Rufus, Opfms. 


124-97 T is a Service, great Sejanus will : | 
“EL See well requited, and accept of nobly. 
24Here place your felves, between the Roof and Seiling; 
And when { bring him to his words of danger, _ 
Reveal your felves, and take him. Rwf. Is he come? 
ae I'll now go fecch him. Op/:-With good fpeed: I 
ong a oo 
To merit from the State in fuch an AGion. os 
Ruf. I hope, ie will obtain.che Confulfhip’ 
For one of us. Op/- We cannot think of fefs, | 
To bring in one, fo dangerous as Sabinus. 
Rsf. He wasa follower of Germanicns, 
And ftill is an obferver of his Wife 
And Children, though they be declin’d in grace; 
A daily vificant keeps them.company 
In private and in pubdlick ; and is noted 
To be the only Client of the Houfe: 
Pray Fcve, he will be free to Latiaris. | 
Op/. H? is ally'd co him, and doth truft him well. 
Ruf. And he'll require his truft ? Op’ To do an Office 
So grateful co the State, I know no Man 
Buc would ftrain nearer Bands, than kindred— Ruf. Lift, 
I hear themcome. Op/f- Shift co our holes with filence. 


| > Latiavis, Sabinns. 


T isa noble conftancy you fhew ; 
To this affli&ed Houfe: that noe lixe others 
(The Friends of feafon) you do follow Fortune, 
And in the Winter of their fate, torlake 
The Place, whofe Glories warm’d you. You arejutft, 


AE 


And worthy fuch 4 Princely Patrons love, 
As was the Worlds renown’d Germanicus: 
Whofe ample Meric when I call tq ehoughe, 


| And fee his Wife, and Iffue, Obje&s made 


To fo muchenvy, jealoufie, and hate : 
It makes me ready to accufe the Gods 
Of negligence, as Men of tyranny. oe ee 
Sab. They muft be patient, fo muft we, Lat. O Fove, 
What will become of us, or of che Times, _. 
When, to be high or noble are made Crimes? ) 
When Land and Treafure are moft dangerous faults? 
Sab. Nay, when our Table, yea our Bed affaults 
Our peace and fafecy 2? when our Writings are; 
By any envious Inftruments (chat dare , 
Apply them to the guilty) madetofpeak i, 
What they will have to fic their tyrannous wreak ? 
When Ignorance is fcarcely Innocence; - 
And Knowledge made a capital Offence? 
When not fo much, but the bare empty fhadeé 
OF Liberty is reft us? and we made, - 
The prey to greedy Vultures and vile Spies, 
That firft transfix us with their murdering Eyes? 
Lat. Methinks the Genins of the Roman Race 
Should not be fo extin@, bur that bright Flame 
Of Liberty might be reviv’d again, 
(Which no good Man but with his Life fhould lof) 
And we not fit like fpenc and patient Fools, 
still puffing in the dark at one poor Coal; 
Held on by hope till the laft fpark is our. 
The Caufe is publick , and the Honour, Name, 
The immortality of every Soul 
That is noc Baftard or a Slave in Rome, 
Therein concern’d : whereto, if Men would change 
The wearied Arm, and forthe weighty Shield 
So Jong fuftaind, employ the ready Sword, 
VVe — have foon. affurance of our Vows. 
This: Affes’ forticade doth cyre us all. 
Ic muft be aétive Valour muft redeem ee ee 
Our lofs, or none.., The Rock and our hard Steel 
Should meet, t’enforce thofe Glorious Fires again, 
VVhofe {plendor cheer’d the world, and heat gave Life 
No lefs chan doth the Sun’s. Sab. ’Twere better ftay 
In lafting darknefs and defpair of day. | ‘ 
No ill fhould force the fubje@ undercake | 
Againft the Soveraign, more than Hell fhould make 
The Gods do wrong. A good Marr fhould and muft 


2th 


| Sie rather down with lof than rife unjuft. 


Though, when the Romans firft did yield chemfelves 
Toone Mans power, they did not mean their Lives, 
Their Fortunes and their Liberties fhould be 
His abfolute Spoil as purchas’d by the Sword. 
Lat. VVhy we are worfe, if to be Slaves,- 
To Cafar's Slave. be fuch, the proud Sejanas.f 
He that is all, does all, gives Cefar leave 
To hide his ulcerous and anointed Face 
VVith his bald Crown at Rbodes, while he here {talks 
Upon the heads of Romans, and their Princes, 
Familiarly to Empire. Sab. Now you touch 
A Point indeed, wherein he fhews his Art, 
As well as power. Let. And villany in both. 
Id you obferye where Livia lodges ? How 
Drufus came dead ? what Men have been cut off? - 
Sab. Yes, thofe are things remov’d: I never look’r, 
Into hig later pra@tice, where he ftands 
Declar'd a Mafter in hisMyftery, 
Firft, ere Tiberias went, he wrought his fear 
To think that Agrippina fought his deach. 
Then put thofe doubts in her ; fenc her oft word, 
Under the fhow of Friendfhip, to Beware 
Of Cefar, for he laid to Poyfon her : 
Drave them to frowns, to mutual jealoufies, 
Which, now, in vifible hatred are burft our. 
Since, he hath had his hired Inftruments 
To work on Nero ; and to heave him up ; 
\ 


and bond 
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142 | Sejanus. -. 


Yea, all che Army have their Eyes on him ; 

That both do long to have him undertake 

Something of worth, to give the world a hope ; | 

Bids him co court their grace: The eafie youth, 

Perhaps gives ear, which ftraic he writes to Cefar ; 

And with this Comment ; fee yond dangerous Boy ; 

Note bur the pra@ice of the Mother, there; _ , 

She’s tying him for purpofes athand, 

With Men of Sword. Here’s Cefar put in frighe — 

*>Gainit Son and:Mother.:’ ‘Yer; he leaves not-chus. 

The fecond Brother, Dru/m, (a fierce Nature, 

And fitter for his Snares, becaufe ambitious 

And full of envy) him he clafps and hugs, 

Poyfons with praife, tells him what Hearts he wears, 

How bright he ftands in popular expeGance;' 

That Rome doth fuffer with him in the wrong 

His Mother doés him, by preferring Nero: 

Thus fet he them dfander, each ’gainft other, ~ 

Projeéts the courfe, that ferves him to condemn, 

Keeps in opinion of a Friend to all, 

And all driveson to ruin. Lat. Cafar fleeps, 

And nods at this? Seb. Would he might ever fleep, 

Bogg’d in his filthy: Lufts. Op/- Treafon to Cefar. 

Ruf. Lay hands upon the Traitor, Latsaris, - 

Or take the name thy felf. Lat. 1 am for Cefar. 
Sab.Am I then eatcht? Ref.How think you,Sir?you are, 
Sab. Spies of ‘this'Head ! fo white! fo full of years! - 

Well, my moft ‘reverend Monfters, you mav live . 

To fee your felves thus {nar'd. Op/, Away with him. 
Lat. Hale him away. Ruf. To be a Spy for Trairors, - 

Is honourable vigilance. Sab. Youdo well, + - 

My moft officious Inftruments of Stare}  < 

Men of all ufes: Drag me hence, away. 

The year is well*begun, and I fall.fic. | 

To be an Offering to Sejanus. Go. 
Opf. Cover him with his Garments, hide his Face. 
Sab. Ie thall not need. Forbearcyour rude affaule, 


To cell him Cefar’s old; that all che People, : | 


_ The fault’s not-thameful; villany makes faule..'~ 


- Macro, Caligula. ' on 
Ir, but obferve how thick your dangers meet , 
In his clear drifts! Your Mother, and your Brothers, 

Now cited to the Senate ! Their Friend Galles, . 

Feafted to day by Cé/ar, fince committed ! 

Sabinus, here we met, hurryed to Fetters ! 

The Senators all ftrook with fear and filence, 

Save thofe whofe hopes depend not on good means, ' 

But force their private Prey from publick Spoil! 

And you muft know, if here you ftay, your State 

Is {ure to be’ che Subject of his-hate,-. =: - 

As now the Obje&. Ca/.. What would you advife me? | 
Mac. To go for Capree prefently::.and there - 

Give up your felf entirely co your Uncle. 

Tell Cefar (fince your Mother is accus’d 

To fly for fuccours to Augu/tws Statue, 

And to the Army, with your Brethren). you 

Have rather chefe, to place your aids in him, 

Than live fufpected ; or in hourly fear 

To be thruft our, by bold Sejanns’s Plots : 

Which, you ‘hall confidently urge to be 

Moft full of peril to the State, and Ce/ar, 


" As being laid to his peculiar ends, 


And not to be let run with common fafety. 
All which (upon the fecond) Pll make plain, 
So both fhall love and truft with Cefar gain. 
Cal. Away then, let’s prepare us for our Journey. 


_ Arruntits. 
Till, doft thou fuffer Heav’n ? will no Flame, — 


No heat of Sin; make thy juft wrath to'boil 
In thy diftemp’red Bofom, and o’reflow 


‘| Thefe Arms againft che Torrent; live at home, 


Not tempting the Wolves Jaws : thefe are my Arts. a 


‘] And not be racke ?. What danger is’t to’dream ? 


| Death, with fome litle difference of. place, 


The Pitchy blazesof Impiety, 7 | 
Kindled beneath thy Throne? Still canft chou fleep, 
Patient, while Vice doth make an antick Face . 

Act thy dread power, and blow Duft and Smoke 

Into thy Noftrils?, ‘fove, will nothing wake thee ? 
Muft vile Sejanas pull thee by the Beard, : 226 
Ere thou wilt open thy Black-lidded Eye, 

And look him dead ? Well! Snore on dreaming Gods. 
And ler this laft of that proud Giant-race, oe 
Heave Mountain upon Mountain, ’gainft your State~ 
Be good unto nie, Fortune and you Powers, 

Whom I, expoftulating, have prophan‘d ; 

I fee (what’s equal with a Prodigy) . 

A great, a noble Romen, and an honeft, 

Live an old Man! O, Mavens Lepidus, 

When is our turn to bleed? Thy felf and I 

(Without our boaft), are a’moft all the few 

Left to. be honeft in thefe impious times. 


Lepidus, Arruntius. _. 
Wi we are left tobe, we will be, Lucius, . 
Though Tyranny did ftare as wide as Death; a 
To fright us trom it. Arr. °T hath fo on Sabinus. 4 
Lep. I faw him now drawn from the Gemonies, - : 
And (what increas’d the direnefs of the Fada) , 
His faithful Dog (upbraiding all us Romans) | 226 
Never forfook the Corps, but, feeing it thrown | 
Into the Stream, Icap’d in, and drownd with it. 
Arr, O a&! to be envi’d him of us Men! 
We are the next, the Hook lays hold on, Marcus : 
What are thy Arts) good Patriot, teach them me) 


' fi Thachave preferv’d thy Hairs to this white dye, | - 
| And kept fo reverend and fo dear a Head, S 


‘Safe, on his comely Shoulders? -Lep. Arts, Arruntins 2 
None, but the plain and paffive fortitude, |. 
To. fuffer and be filent ; never ftretch if 


t 


With my own thoughts, and innocence about me, 


_ Arr. T would begin to ftudy ’em, if I choughe 
They would fecure me, May I pray to ‘Feve, 
In fecret, and be fafe? I, or aloud? 

With open wifhes ? fo I do not mention 
Tsberins or Sejanus?. yes 1 mutt, 
If Ifpeak out. “Tis hard, chat. May I think, 


‘Talk in ones fleep ? or cough ? who knows the Law ? 
May I fhake my.Head without a Comment ? fay 

Ic rains, or it holds up, and not be thrown | 
Upon the Gemonies? Thefe now,are things, 
Whereon Mens fortune, yea their face depends. 
Nothing hath priviledg *gainft the vialent ear. 

No place, no day, no hour (we fee) is free . 

(Nor our religious and moft facred times) - 7) 
From fome one kind of. cruelty : all matter, . . 
Nay all occafion pleafeth.. Mad-mensrage, : 
The idlenefs of Drunkards,.. Womens nothing, - 
Jefters fimplicity, all, all is goad z 
That can be catche.at. Nor is now th’ event 2 
Of any Perfon, or for any Crime, | | “4 
To be expected ; for, ’tis always one: 7 . 


Or time—— what's this? Prince Nero, guarded ? 
Laco, Nero, Lepidus, Arruntins. 


O>: Litiors, keep your way : My Lords, forbear. 
On pain of Cefar’s wrath, no Man attempt LW 
Speech with the Prifoner. Ner. Noble Friends be fafes - 
To lofe your felves for words, were as vainhazard, ; ! 
As unto me fmall comfort : Fare you well. un 

Would all Rome’s fufferings in my face did dwell. 
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Lac. Ligors, 


- Sejanus. 


Lac. Littors; away. Lep. Where goes he, Laco ? Lac. Sir, 
He’s banith’d into Pontia by the Senate. | 

Arr. Do’ I fee, and hear, and feell ? May I trnft Senfe: 

_Ordoth my Phante’fie form it ? Lep. Where’s his Brother ? 


220 Tac, Drufws is Prifoner in the Palace. Arr. Ha? 


I fell ic ngw : ’tis rank. Where’s Agrippina ? 

Lac. The Princefs is confin’d to Pandataria. 

Arr. Bolts, Vulcan ; bolts, for Fove! Phebus, thy Bow 3 
Scern Mars, chy Sword; and blue-e/d Maid, thy Spear ; 
Thy Club, Alcides:, all che Armory 
Ot Heaven is too little! —— Ha? to guard 
The Gods, I meant. Fine, rare difpatch ! This fame 
Was {wiftly born‘ confin’d, imprifon’d, banifh’d? 
Molt tripartite! The caufe, Sir ¢ Lac. Treafon. Arr.O! 
The Complement of all accufings? that 
Will hic, when all elfe fails. Lep. This turn is ftrange! 
But yefterday, the People would not hear . 

Far lefs objected, but cry’d Cz/ar’s Letters 

Were falfe and forg’d 5 that all chefe Plots were malice: 

And that the ruin of the Princes Houfe | 

Was practis’d *gainft his knowledge. Where are now 

Their Voices? now, that they behold his Heirs 

Lock’d up, difgracd, led into exile? .4rr. Huth'd. 

Drown’d in their Bellies. Wild Sejanas breath 

Hath, like a Whirl-wind, {catter’d chat poor Duff, 

With chis rude blaft. We'll calk no Treafon, Sir, 
(He turns to Laco and the ref. 

If cthae be ic you ftand for. Fare you well. 

We have no need of Horfe-leeches. Good Spy, 

Now you are fpy’d, be gone. Lep. I fear you wrong him. 

He has the Voyce to be an honeft Roman. 

Arr. And trufted to this Office ? Lepidus, 

Tl fooner truft Greek-Sinon, than a Man 

Our State employs. He’s gone: and being gone, 

I dare tell you (whom I dare better eruft) 


227 That our night-ey’d Tzberiws doth not fee 


His Minions drifts; or, if he do, he’s not 
So errant fubtil, as we Fools do take him : 
To breed a Mungrel up, in his own Houfe, 
With his own Blood, and (if: the good Gods pleafe) 
At his own Throat, flefh him, totakealeap. ~ 
I do not beg it, Heav’n : but, if che Fates 
Grant it thefe Eyes, ——— not wink. Lep. They muft 
Not fee it, Lucius. Arr. Who fhould let em? Lep. Zeal, 
And Duty; with the thought he is our Prince. 

Arr. He is our Montfter : forfeited to Vice 
So far, asno racke Vertue can redeem him. 
His lothed Perfon fouler than all Crimes : 
An Emp’ror, only in his Lufts. Retir’d 
(From all regard of hisown Fame, or Rome’s) 
Into an obfcure Ifland 5 where he lives 
(AGing his Tragedies with a Comick Face) 
Amidft his rout of Cbeldees : {pending Hours, 
Days, Weeks, and Months, in the unkind abufe 
Of grave Aftrology, to the bane of Men, 
Cafting the {cope of Mens Nativities, 
And having found ought worthy in their Fortune, 
Kill, or go them in the Sea, 

] 


And boaft, he can mock Fate. Nay, mufe not: thefe 
228 Are far from ends of Evil, {carce degrees. 
He hath his Slaughter-houfe, at Capree ; 
Where he doth ftudy murder, as an Art: 
. And they are deareft in his grace, that can 
Devife the deepeft Tortures. Thither, coo, 
He hath his Boys, and beauteous Girls tane up, 
Out of our nobleft Houfes, the beft form’d, 
Beft nurtur’d, and moft modett : what’s their good, 
Serves to provoke his bad. Some are allur’d, 
Some threatned ; others (by their Friends detaind) 
Are ravifh’d hence, like Captive:, and, in fight 
OF their moft grieved Parents, dealt away 
Unto his Spintries, Sellaries, and Slaves, 
Mafters of itrange and new-commented Lufts, 
For which wife Nature hath not left 4 Name. 


143 
To this (what moft ftrikes us, and bleedin Rome;) - | 
He is, with all his Craft, become che Ward 

To his own Vaffal, a ftale Catamite : | 
Whom he (upon our low and fuffering Necks) 
Hath rais’d, from Excrement, to fide the Gods; 
And have his proper Sacrifice in Rome : 

Which Jove beholds, and yer will fooner rive 
A fenflefs Oak with Thunder than his Trunck. 


[To them. 
Eo Letters make Men doubtful what ¢? expect, 


Whether his coming, or his death. Por. Troth, both : 
And which comes fooneit, thank the Gods for. (Arr. Lift, 


Laco, Pomponinus, Minutins, Terentins. 


| Their talk is Cefar 5 I would hear all Voyces.) 


Min. One day, he’s well ; and will rerurn to Rome : 
The next day, fick ; and knows not when to hope ie. 

Lac. True, andtoday, oneof Sejanms’s Friends 
Honour’d by {pecial Writ 3 and on the morrow 
Another punifh’d Pom. By more {pecial writ. 

Min. ‘This Man receives his Praifes of Sejanss ; 

A fecond but flight mention; a third none. 
A fourth rebukes. And thus he leaves the Senate - 
Divided, and fufpended, all uncertain. 

Lac. Thefe torked tricks, I underftand ’em not, 
Would he would tell us whom he loves or hates, 

That we might follow, without fear or doubt. - 

(Arr. Good Heliotrope'Is this your honeft Man? 
Let him be yours fo ftill. He is my Knave.) 

Pom. I cannot tell, Sejanas ftill goes on, 

And mounts we fee : New Statues are advanc’d, 

Freth leaves of Titles, large Infcriptions read, 

His Fortune {worn by, himfelf new gone cut 

Cefar’s Colleague, in the fifth Con/ulfhip, 

More Altars {moke to him than allthe Gods: . 

What would we more? (Arr. That the dear Smoke 
would choak him, _ 

That would I more. Lep. Peace, good Arruntins.) 

Lac. But there are Letters come (they fay) ev’n now, 
VVhich do forbid that laft, Adis, Do you hear fo 2 

Lac. Yes. | 
= a Pollux, that’s the worft. (Arr. By Hercules, 
eff ) 2% : 

Min. I did not like the fign when Regules, 
(VVhom all we know no Friend unto Sejanm) 
Did by Tiberius fo precife command, | 
Succeed a Fellow in the Confulfhip: . 

It boded fomewhat. Pom. Not amote. His Partner, 

Fulcinins Trio, ishis own, and fure. | 

Here comes Jerentsys.. He can give us more. ~ 4 
—.-.. [They whifper with Terentius. 

Lep. Pilne’re believe, but.Ce/ar hath fome fcent . 
Of bold Sejanus footing. Theie crofs Points 
Of varying Letters, and.oppofing Con/uls, 

Mingling his Honours and his Punifhments, 
Fayning now ill, now. well, rayfing Sejanus, 

And then deprefling him, (as now of late 

In all reports we have it) cannot be 

Empty of Practice : "Tis Tsberiss’s Art. 

For (having found his Favourite grown too great, .. . .. 
And with his greatnefs ftrong ; that all the Soldiers 
Are, with their Leaders, made at his devotion ; 
That almoft all the Sesate are his Creatures, 

Or hold-on him thei: main dependances, 

Eicher for benefit, or hope, or fear ; 

And that himfelf hath loft much of his own, 

By parting unto him; and by th’ increafe 

Of his rank Lufts and Rages quite difarm’d 
Himfelf of love, or rather publick means, 

To dare an open Conteftation) _ 

His fubtiley hath chofe this doubling Line, 

To hold him.-even in: not fo to tear him, 

As wholly put him.out, and yet give check 

Unto his tarther boldnefs. In mean time, 
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By his Employments, makes him odious 

Unto the itaggering rout, whofe aid (in fine) 

He hopes to uf, as fure, who (when they fway) 

Bear down, o’re-turn all Objeds in their way. 
Arr. You may be a Lincens, Lepidus: yet, I 

See no fuch caufe, but that a politick Tyran 

(Who can fo well difguife it) thould have tane 

A nearer way : fain’d honeft, and come home 

To cut his Throat, by Law. ep. I, but his fear 

Would ne’re be mafqu’d, all-be his Vices were. 
Pom. His Lordthip then is {till in grace ? Ter. Affure you, 


‘Never in more, either of Grace or Power. 


Pom. The Gods are wife and juft. (4rr. The Fiends they 
To fuffer thee bely’em ?) Jer. I have here (are. 
His laft and prefent Letters, where he writes him 
The Partner of bis cares, and bis Sejanus————— 

Lac. Butis that true, it is prohibited 
To facrifice unto him ? Ter. Some fuch thing 
Cefar makes {cruple of, but forbids it not 5 
No more than to himfelf: fays, he could wifh 
It were forborntoall. Lac. Is ic no other ? 

Ter. No other, on my truft. For your more furety, 
Here is that Lettertoo. (rr. How eafily, 

Do wretched Men believe, what they would have! 
Looks this like a Plot ? Lep. Noble Arruntsus ftay.) 

Lac. He names him here without his Titles. (Lep. Note. 

Arr. Yes, and come off your notable Fool. I will.) 

Lac, Noother than Sejanus. Pom. That’s but hafte 
In him that writes. Here he gives large amends. 

Mar. And with his own hand’ written? Pom. Yes. Lac. 

Indeed ? | 

Ter. Believe it, Gentlemen, Sejanus’s Breaft 
Never receiv’d more full contentments in, 

Than at this prefent. Pom. Takes he well th’ efcape 
Of young Caligaiz, with Macro? Ter. Faith, 
At the firft Air ic fomewhat troubled him. 

(Lep. Obferve you ? Arr. Nothing, Riddles. Till I fee 
Sejanus ftruck, no found thereof ftrikes me.) 

Pom. 1 like it not. I mufe h? would not attempt. 


- Somewhat againft him in the Confulfhip, 


Seeing the People gin to favour him. 
Tr. He doth repent it, ‘now ; but h’ has employ’d 
Pagonianus after him : and he holds 
That correfpondence there, with all that are 
Neer about Cefar, ‘as no thought can pafs" 
Without his knowledge, thence in act to front him. 
Pom. I gratulate the news. Lac. But how comes Macro 
So in craft and favour with Caligula 2 
Pom. O Sir, he has a: Wile; and the young Prince 
An Appetite : he can look up and {py : 
Flies in the Roof, when there are Pleas i’ Bed: 


-- And hath a learned Nofe to affure his fleeps. 


Who to be favour’d of the rifing Sun, 

Would not lend little of his waning Moon ? 

"Tis the fafeft Ambition. Noble Zerentiw. | 
Ter. The night grows faft upon'us.' At your Service. 


CHORUS——Of Maficians. | 
"Vp eneee | 
0) Seamus. 


Swell {well, my joys: and faint not to declare 
Your felves as ample as your Caufes are. 

I did not live till now ; this my firft hower: 
Wherein I fee my thoughts reach’d by my power. 
But this, and gripe my wifhes. Great and high, 
The World knows only two, that’s Rome and I. 
My Roof receives me not; "tis Air Ttread: 
And, at each ftep, I feel my advanced Head 
Knock out a Star in Heav’n! Reard to this height, 


_ All my defires feerm modeft, poor and fleight, 


That did before found impudent : ’Tis Place, 

Not Blood, difcerns the noble and che bafe, 

Is there not fomething more than to be Cefar ? 
Maft we reft there? it irks ¢ have come {fo far, 

To be fo neer a ftay. Caligula, | 

Would thou ftoodft ftiff, and many in our way. 
Winds lofe their ftrength, when they do empty fly, 
Unmet of Woods or Buildings ; great Fires dye, 
That want their matter to withftand them : fo, 

It is our grief and will be our lofs, to know 

Our Power thall want Oppofitess unlefs 

The Gods by mixing in the Caufe would blefs 

Our Fortune with their Conqueft. That were worth 
Sejanus f{trife ; durft faces but bring it forth. 


Terentius, Sejanus. 


Ses to great Sesanus. Sej, Now, Terent ius ? 


Ter. Hearsnotmy Lordthe wonder? Sej. Speak it, 


Ter. I meet it violent in che Peoples Mouths,  [no. 
Who run in routs to Pompey’s Theatre, 
To view your Statue: which they fay fends forth 
Smoke as from a Furnace black and dreadtul. 
Sej. Some Traitor hath puc Fire in: (you, go fee) 
And let the Head be taken off, to look 
What *tis—— Some Slave hath practis'd an impofture, 
To ftir the People. How now? why return you? 
Satrius, Natta. [Zo them 
He Head, my Lord, already is cane off, 
I {aw it : and at op’ning there leapt out 
A great and monftrous Serpent ! Sez. Monftrous : why, 
Had ita Beard, and Horns? no Heart ? a Tongue 
Forked as Flattery ? looke it of the hue, 
To fuch as live in great Mens Bofoms ? was 
The Spitie of it Macro’s? Nat. May it pleafe 
The moft Divine Sejanns, in my days, 
(And by his facred Fortune, I affirm it) 
Ihave not feen a more extended, grown, 
Foul, {potted, venemous, ugly —~ Sej. O, the Fates! 
What a wild mufter’s here of Attributes, 
T’ exprefsa Worm a Snake? Ter. But how that fhould 
Come there,*my Lord ! Sey. VVhat ‘ and you too, 
Terentius? 
I think you mean to mak’e a Prodigy 
In your reporting? Jer. Can the wife Sejamus 
Think Heav’n hath meant ic lefs? Sej. O, fuperftition ! 
VVhy, then the falling of our Bed, that brake 
This Morning, burd’ned with the populous weight 
Of our expecting Clients, to falute us ; 
Or running of the Cat, betwixt our Legs, 
As we fet forth unto the Capitol, 
VVere Prodigies. Jer. I think them ominous! 
And, would they had not hapned. As, to day, 
The fate of fome your Servants ! who, declining 
1 Their way, not able, for the throng, to follow, 
Slipt down the Gemonies; and brake their Necks: 
Befides, in taking your laft augury, 
No profperous Bird appear’d, but croking Ravens 
Flag’d up and down: and from the Sacrifice 
Flew to the Prifon, where they fate all night, 
Beating the Air with their ob{ftreperous Beaks: 
I dare not counfel, but I could enireat, 
That great Sejanus would attempt the Gods, 
Once more with Sacrifice. Sej. VVhat excellent Fools 
Religion makes of Men? Believes Zerentizs, 
(If thefe were dangers, as I fhame tothink them) | 
The Gods could change the certain courfe of Fate? 


| Or, if they could they would (now in a Moment) 


| For a Beeves Fat, or lefs, be brib’d ¢’ invert 
1 Thofe long Decrees? Then think the Gods like Flies, 


-- | Are co be.caken with che fteam of Fleth, 


* Or Blood,- diffus’d about cheir Alcars: think 
Their 
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hair power as cheap as I efteem it {mall. You find what place you hold, there, in the truft 
Of all che throng chac fill ch’ Olympian Hall; OF Royal Cafar? Lac. I, and l am—— Mae. Sir, 
And @without pity) lade poor Atlas back, | The Honours there propos’d are Buc beginnings | 
[know not that one Deity, but Fortune 3 OF his great favours. Lac. They are more- 
To whom I would throw up in begging fmoke, [ heard him | | 
One Grane of Incenfe: or whofe Ear I’ld buy When he did ftudy what to add———Laz. My Life, - 
With thus much Oyl. Her, I, indeed, adores _ 
And keep her grateful Image in m Houle, 
Sometimes belonging to a Riman King, 
Bat now call’d mine, as by the better ftile : 
To her I care dor, if (for facisfyin | 
Your fcrupulous Phant'fies) I go offer. Bid 
Oar Prieft- prepare us Honey, Milk, and Poppy, 
His mafculine Odours, and Night-veftments: fay, 
Our Rites are inftant, which perform’d, you'll fee 
How vain and worthy laughter your fears be. 


aCe 


Which doth confirm as much as you can {peak: | 
And will (if we fucceed) make more—— Your Guards 


Hold ftillin readinefs and undifcharg’d. 
- Lae. Lunderftand fo much. But how it can—— 
Mace. Be done without fufpicion, you'll obje& ? 


in Arms, { Return. 


and fee 
So early in the Temple, as all mark 
Of that will be avoided. Reg. If we need, 
We have Commiffion, to poifef$ che Palace, 
Enlarge Prince Drufus; and make him our chief. 
Mac(Ttat fecret would have burnt his reverend mouth, 
Had he not {pie it our, now:) by the Godsy _ 
You carry things too——Let me borrow’ a Man, 
Or two, to bear thefe—— That of freeing Drujus, 
Cfar projected as the laft and ucmoft 5 
Nor elfe to be remembred. Reg. Here are Servants. 
Mac. Thefeto <Arruntius, thefe to Lepidus. 
This bear to Cotta, this co Latiaris. 
If they demand yo’ of me: fay, I have tane 
Freth Horfe, and am departed. You (my Lord) 
To your Colleague, and be you fure, co hold him 
‘+ With long narration of the new frefh Favours, 
Meant to Sejanus, his great Patron; J, 
With trufted Laco, here, are for che Guards: 
Then, to divide. - For, night hath many Eyes, 
VVhereof, chough mott do fleep, yet fome are Spies. 


Cotta, Pompomus. 


Omponias | whither in fuch fpeed? ‘Pem. Igo | 

Pr give my Lord Sejanus notice—— Cot, What ? 

Pom. OF Macro. Cot. Is he come? Pom. Entred 

but now | 

The Houfe of Regulus, Cot. The oppofite Conful ? 

Pom. Some halt hour fince. | 

Cot..And, by nighe too! ftay, Sirs 
[ll bear you company. Pom, Along then—— 


Maro, Regulus, Laco.. 


And therefore muft your Edié&t lay deep mul@ 
On fuch as thall be abfenr. Reg. So it doth. 
Bear it my fellow Confub to adicribs. 
Mac. And tell him it muft early be proclaim’d ; 
The place Apollos Temple. Reg. That's remembred. 
Mec. And at what hour? Reg. Yes. Mac. You do forget 
To fend one for the Provoft of the Watch? 
Reg. I have not: here he comes. Mac. Gracinus Laco, 
You're a Friend moft welcom: by and by, | 
Til fpeak with you. (You muft procure this Lift 
Of the Pretorian Cohorts, with the names — 
Of the Centurions and their Tribunes, Reg. 1.) 
Mac. I bring you Letters and a Health from Cefar— | 
Lac. Sir, both come well. (Mac. And hear you with 
. your note, - - | 
Which are the Eminent Men, and moft of Action. 
Reg. That fhall be done you too.) Adac. Molt worthy 
Laco, 
Cefar falutes you. (Conful! Death and Furies: 
i . [The Conful goes ont. 
Gone now ? the Argument will pleafe you, Sir. 
(Hough ! Regulus? The anger of che Gods 
Follow his diligent Legs, and overtake ’em, — 
In likenefs of che Gout.) O, good my Lord, — (Returns. 
We lackt you prefent ; I would pray you fend 
Another to Fulcinius Trio, {traight, 
To tell him you will come, and fpeak with him: 
(The matter we'll devife) co ftay him there, 
While, I, wich Laco do furvey the Watch. 
What are your ftrengths, Gracinus? Lac. Seven Cohorts. 
: | [Goes out again. 
Mac. You fee, what Cefar writes: and ( 
+ gone again ? a 
H’ has fure a Vein of Mercury in his Feet) 
Knew you what ftore of the Pretorian Soldiers 
Sejagus. holds, about him, for his Guard ? 
Lec. I cannoc che juft number : bur, I think, 
Three Centurions. Mac. Three? good. Lac. At moft not 


Precones, Flamen, Miniffri, Sejanus , Terentius, Sa 
trius, &c. 


DE all profane far hence; Fly, fy far off: 
B:. abjent ph far hence be Ae 
Fla. We have been faulty, but repent us now, 
And bring pwre Hands, pure Veftments and _ pure Minds. 
(Tub. Tib. Thefe found while the Flamen airafhet B, 
Min. Pure Veffels. Min. And pare Offerings. Min. Gar- 
lands pure. | 
Fla.Beftow your Gerlands : and (with reverence) place 
The Versinon the Altar. Pra. Favour your tongues. 
Fla. Great Mother Forcune, Queen of human State, 
Reétrefs of Adion, Arbitre/s of Fate, 
To whom all fay, all Power, all Empire bowes, 
Be prefent, and propitions to our Vows. 
Pra. Favour it with your Tongues. 
_ Min. Be prefent, and propiticnsto cur Vaws. 
Accept our Offering, and be pleas'd great Goddefs: 
Ter. See, fee, the Image ftirs! Sat. And curns away: 
(While they found again, the Flamen takes off the Ho-. 
ney with bis Finger, and tajfes, then miniffers to all 


about, which done, be {prinkleth upon the Altar, Milk; 
shen impofeth the Honey, and kindleth bjs Gums, and 


on, into which they, put feveral Branches of-Poppy, and 
the Mufick ceafing, praceeds. : 
Nat. Fortune averts her Face! Fla. Avert, you Gods, - 
The Prodigy. Still! fill! Some pious Rite 
We have negle@ted. Yer! Heav’n, be appeas'd. 
And be all Tokens falfe or void, that fpeak 
Thy prefene Wrach. Se. Be chou dumb, {crupulous Prieft: 
And gather up chy felt, with thefe chy VVares, 
-\ VVhich I, in fpight of chy blind Miftrefs, or 
Thy juggling Myttery, Religion, throw 


Our. 7 
Mac. And who be thofe Centurions? Lac. That the 
Con{al 7 
Can bett deliver you. Adfac. (When he’s away : 
Spight on his nimble Indultry.) Gracinus, 


a 


And all I hold——— Mac. You were his own firft choice ; 


Reg. What's that? Lac. The keeping of the Watch 
| When Morning comes. Mac. The Senate thall be mer, 


Thus, 


Are feven Cohorts,you of Lac. Yes. Mac.Thofe we muft 


KBR 


az 


239 


she rept : fo of the Milk in an Earthen Veffel, be deals ~ 


after cenfing about the Altar, placeth bis Cenfer there- 
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Thus {corned on the Earth. Nay, hold thy look 
Averted, till I woe thee, eurn again ; 

And thou fhale ftand to all Pofterity, 

Th’ eternal game and laughter with thy Neck 
Writh’d to thy Tail, like a ridiculous Cat, 

Avoid thefe Fumes, thefe fuperftitious Lights, 
And all chefe cos’ning Ceremonies: you, 

Your pure and fpiced Confcience. I, the Slave, 
And mock of Fools, ({corn on my worthy Head) 
That have been titled and ador’d a God, 

Yea facrific’d unto my felf, in Rome, 

No lefs than fcve: and I be brought to do 

lot, Rites: Perhaps the thought 
And fhame of that, made Fortune turn her Face, 
Knowing her felf the leffer Deity, 

And but my Servant. Bafhful Queen, if fo, 
Sejanus thanks thy modefty. Who’s that ? 


Pomponius, Sejanus, Minutius, &c. 


Is Fortune fuffers, till he hears my news : 
AI have waited here too long. Macro, my Lord-—— 
Sej. Speak lower and withdraw. 
Ter. Are thefe things true ? 
Min. Thoufands are gazing at it in the Streets. 
Sej. What’schat ? Ter. Minutius tells us here, my Lord, 
That, anew Head being fet upon your Statue, 
A Rope is fince found wreath’d about it ! and, 
But now a fiery Meteor in the Form : 
Of a great Ball was feen to rowl along 
The troubled Air, where yer it hangs unperfeda, 
The amazing wonder of the Multitude! 
Se. No more. That Macro’s come, is more than all! 
Ter. Is Macro come? Pom, I faw him. Jer. Where? 
with whom? 
Pom. With Regulus. Sej. Terentius— Ter. My Lord? 
Sej, Send for the Tribunes, we will ftraight have up 
More of the Soldiers for our Guard. Minutius, 
We pray you, go for Cotta, Latiaris, = 
Trio the Conful, or what Senators 
You «know are fure, and ours. You, my good Natta, 
For Laco, Provoft of the Watch. Now Satrius, | 
The time of Proof comeson. Arm all our Servants, 
And without tumule. You, Pomponius, 
Hold fome good correfpondence with the Cos/u/, 
Attempt him noble Friend. Thefe things begin 
To look like dangers, now, worthy my fates. 
Fortune I fee thy worft ; Let doubrtul States, 
And things uncertain hang upon thy will : 
Me fureft death fhall render certain ftill. ; 
Yet, why is now my thought turn’d toward death, 
Whom fates have let goon, {fo far in breath, 
Uncheckt or unreprov’d ? I, that did help 
To fell the lofty Cedar of the World, 
Germanicus; that at one ftroke cut down 


’ Drufus that upright Elm ; wicherd his Vine ; 


Laid Silius and Sabinus, two {trong Oaks, 

Fiat on the Earth; befidesthofe other fhrubs, 

Cordus and Sofia, Claudia, Pulchra, 

Furnius and Gallus, which I have grub’d up; 

And fince, have fet my Ax fo ftrong and deep 

Into the Root of fpreading Agrippina ; 

Lopt off, and {catter’d her proud Branches, Nero, 
Drufus and Cains too, although re-planted ; 

If you will, Deftinies char after all, 

J taine now ere I touch my Period ; 

You are buc cruel; and [ already have done 

Things great enough. All Rome hath been my Slave ; 
The Senare fate an idle looker on, 

And witnefs of my power; when I have blufh’d 
kfore to command than it co fuffer ; alll 

The Fathers have fare ready and prepar’d, 

To give me Empire, Temples, or their Throats, 
When I would ask em ; and (whae Crowns the top) 


Sejanus. 


Rome, Senate, People, all che World have feen 

ove, but my equal : Ce/far, but my fecond. | 
Tis then your malice, Fates, who (but your own) 
Envy and fear t’ have any power long known. 


Terentins, Tribunes. 


Sy here: Pll give his Lordfhip, you are come. 


[ They confer their 
Letters. 


6 


Minutius, Cotta, Latiaris. 


Arcus Terentias, *pray you tell my Lord, 
Here’s Cotta, and Latiaris, Ter. Sir, I thall. 
Cot. My Letter is the very fame with yours ; 
Only requires me to be preient there, 
And give my Voice to rengthen his defign. 
Lat. Names he not what it is? Cot. No, nor to you. 
Lat. Tis ftrange and fingular and doubtful! Cor. {0 it is, 
It may be all is left to Lord Sejanus. 


| [Zo them. 


Entlemen, where’s my Lord? 7ri.We wait him here. 


Cot. The Provof Laco ? what’s the news ? Lat, My 
Lord 


Natta, Laco. 


[To them. 


N Ow, my right, dear, noble, and trufted Friends ; 
How much I ama captive to your kindnef ! 
Moft worthy Costs, Latiaris, Laco, 
Your valiant hand; and Gentlemen your loves. 
I with I could divide my felf unto you ; 
Or that it lay within our narrow Powers, 
To fatisfie for fo enlarged Bounty. 
Gracinus, we mult pray you, hold your Guards 
Unquit when Morning comes. Saw you the Cons? 
Min. Trio will prefently be here, my Lord. 
Cot. They are but giving order for the Edia, 
To warn the Senate. Sej. How ! the Senate? Lat. ¥es. 
This Morning in Appollc’s Temple. Cor. We 
Are charg’d by Letter to be there, my Lord. 
Sg. By Letter ? pray you let’s fee! Lat. Knows not 
his Lordfhip! 
Cot. It feems fo! Sej.-A Senate warn’d ? without my 
knowledge? 
And on this fudden ? Senators by Letters 
Required to be there ! who brought thefe ? Cor. Macro. 
Sej. Mine Enemy! And when? — - 
Cor. This Mid-night. Se. Time, 
With ev’ry other Circumitance, doth gfve. 
It hath fome ftrein of engin in’t ! How now ? 


Sejanus. 


Satriw, Sejanus, &c. 


Y Lord, Sertorins Macro is without, 

Alone, and prays t’ have private Conference. 
In bufinefs of high nature with your Lordfhip, 
(He faysto me) and which regards you much, 

Se.Let him come here. Sat.Better, my Lord,withdraw, 
You will betray what ftore and ftrength of Friends 
Are now about you; which he comes to fpy. 

Se. Ishe not arm’d? Sat. We'll fearch him. Sej. No, 

but take, | 
And lead him to fome room where you conceal’d, 
May keep a Guard upon us. Noble Leco, 
You are our truft : and, cill our own Cohorts | 
Can be brought up, your ftrengths muft be our Guard. 
Now, good Minutin honourd Latiaris, | 

| {He falutes them bumbly. 

Moft worthy and my moft unwearied Friends : 
I return inftancly. Let. Moft worthy Lord ! 

Cor. His Lordthip is curn’d inftant kind, me “oe 

| | > have 
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I have not obferv’d it in him, heretofore. _ 7 
Tri. 1. Tis true, and it becomes him nobly. Mi. I 
Am rapt withal. ri. 2. By Mars, he has my Lives, 
(Were they a Million) for chis only grace. 
Lac. I, andto name a Man ! Lat. As he did me! 
Min. And me! Let. Who would not {pend his Life and 
Fortunes, | 
To purchafe but the look of fucha Lord? - 
Lac. He, that would nor be Lords fool, nor the Worlds. 


Sejanws, Macro. 


Acro‘ moft welcom, as moft coveted Friend! _ 
Let me enjoy my longings. Whenarriv’d you? 
Mac. About the noon of night. Sej. Satrins, give 
leave, , 
Mac. I have been, fince I came, with both the Con/uls, 
On a particular delign from Cefar. 
Sej. How fares it with our Great and Royal Matter ? 
Mac. Right plentifully well; as, with a Prince, 
Thar ftill holds out the great proportion - 
Of his large. Favours, where his Judgment hath 
Made once divine Ele@ion : like the God 
That wants not, nor is wearied to beftow 
Where meric meets his Bounty, as icdoth 
In you, already the moft happy, and ere 
The Sun fhall climb the South, moft high Sejans. 


~ 287Let not my Lord be amus'd. For, to this end 


WasI by Ca/ar fent for to the Ifle, 
Wich fpecial caution to conceal my Journey ; 
And, thence had my difpatch as privately 
Again to Rome; charg’d to come here by night 3 
And only to the Confuls make naration 
Of his great purpofe; that che benefice 
Mighe come more full, and ftriking by how much 
Ie was lefs lookt for, or afpir’d by you, 
Or leaft informed to the common Thought. 
Sej. What may this be? part of my felf dear Macro, 
If good {peak out; and fhare wich your Sejanus. 
Mac. It bad I fhould for ever loath my felt 
To be the Meffenger to {o good a Lord. 
1.do exceed m’ Inftructions to acquaint 
Your Lordthip wich thus much ; but ’tis my venture 
On your retentive Wifdom : and becaufe — 
I would no jealous {cruple fhould moleft 
Or rack your peace of thougut. For I affure 
My noble Lord, no Senator yet knows 
The bofinefs meant : though all by feveral Letters 
Are warned to be there, and give their Voyces, 
Only to add unto the Srate and Grace 
OF what is purpos'd. Sej. You take pleafure Macro, 
Like a coy Wench, in torturing your Lover. 
What can be worth this fuffering? Mac. That which 
The Tribunicial Dignity and Power: (follows, 
Both which Sejanus is co have this day | 
Conferr’d upon him, and by publick Senate. 
Sej. Fortune be mine again ; thou haft facisfied 
For thy fufpected Loyalty. ac. My Lord, 
I have no longer time, the day approacheth, 
— AndI muft back toCefar. Sej. Where’s Caligula? 
Mac. That I forgot to tell your Lordfhip. Why, 
He lingers yonder about Capree, | 
Difgrac'd ; Tsberins hath not feen him yet:. _ 
- He. needs would chruft himfelf ‘to go wich me, . 
_Againft my with or will, but I have quitced _ . 
His forward trouble, with as tardy nore 
As my negle& or filence could afford him. - 
- Your Lordfhip cannot now command me ought, 
Becaufe I take no knowledge that. I faw you, 
Buc I fhall boaft to live to ferve your Lordthip ; 
-And fo take leave. Sey. Honeft and worthy Macro, 
-Your love and friendfhip. Who'sthere? Satriu, 
-Actend my honourable Friend forth, O!. | 
How. vain and vile a Paffion is chis fear? — 


What bafe uncomly things it makes Men do? 
Sufpe& their nobleft Friends, (as I did this) 
Flatter poor Enemies, intreat their Servants, 
toop, court, and catch at the Benevolence 
Of Creatures, unto whom (within this hour) 
I would not have vouchfaf’d a quarter-look, 
Or piece of Face? By you that Fools call Gods, 
Hang all the Sky with your prodigious Signs, 
Fill Earth with Monfters, drop the Scorpion down, 
Out of the Zodiack, or the fiercer Lyon, 
Shake off the loofned Glob from her (sag Hing, | 
Rowl all the World in darknefs, and let loofe 
Th’? a Winds to turn up Groves and Towns}; 
When I do fear again, let me be ftruck 
With forked Fire, and unpittyed dye : 
Who fears is worthy of Calamity. 


[To the ref. 


i not my Lord here? Ter. Sir, he will be ftraight. 
Cot. What news, Fulcinins Trio? 
Tri. Good, good Tidings. | 

(But keep it to your felf) my Lord Sejanus 

Is to receive this day in open Senate 

The Tribunicial Dignity. Cot. Ist¢rue? 

(7ri. No words; not to your thought : but, Sir,believe it. 
Lat. What faysthe Con/ul ? Cor. (Speak it not again,) 

He tells me, that to day my Lord Sejanus 
Tri. I muft entreat you Cotta, on your honour 

Not to reveal it. Cot. On my Life, Sir.) Lat. Say. 

Cor. Is to receive the Tribunicial Power. 

But as you are an honourable Man, 

Let me conjure you, not to utter it : 

For it is trufted to me with that Bond. oe 
Lat. 1 am Harpocrates. Ter. Can you affare it? 
Pom. The Con/ul told it me, but keep it clofe. 

Min. Lord Latiaris, what's the news? Lat. Til cell you, 

Buc you muft {wear to keep it fecret 


Pomponins, Regulus, Trio, 


‘ Sejanus. (To them. 
Knew the Fates had on their Diftaff left 
More of our Thread, than fo. Reg. Hail great Seamus. 
Zri. Hail the moft honour’d. ae 
Cot. Happy. Lat. High Sejanus. 
Sej. Do you bring Prodigies too? Tri. May all prefage 
Turn to thofe fair Effe@s,:- whereof we bring 
Your Lordfhip néws. Reg. May’c pleafe my Lord withdraw. _ 
Sej. Yes (I will fpeak with you anon.) Zer. My Lord 
[To fome that ftand by. 
What is your pleafure for the Trsbunes? Sey. Why, 
Let ’em be thanke and fent away. Min. My Lord— . 
Lac. Wil’e pleafe your Lordihip to command me—— 
Sef. No. You are troublefom. 
Min. The mood is chang’d. 7ri. Not fpeak ? 
Tr. Nor look? Lac. I. Heis wife,will make him Friends 
Of fuch who never love, but for their ends. 
Arruntins, Lepidwt.  —- [Divers other Senators 


paling by them. 


, Go, make hafte ; take heed you be not laft 
To tender your 4 bail in the wide Hall 

OF huge Sejanus: run a Lictors pace : 

Stay not to put your Robes on ; but away, 


‘With the pale troubled Enfigns of great Friendthip 


Stampt i’ your Face! Now Marcus Lepidwe, 
You {till believe your former augury ! 
Sejanus muft go downward ? you perceive 


_| His wane approaching faft? Lep. Believe me, Lucius, 


I wonder at this rifing ! Arr. I, and that we 

Mult give our fuffrage to it? you will fay, 

It is co make his fall more fteep and grievous ? 
V2 ae 
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‘Sejanus. 


It may be fo. Bue think ie, they that can 

Wich idle withes ‘ifay to bring back time : 

In cafes defperate, all hope is Crime. 

See, fee! what Troops of his officious Friends 
Flock to falure my Lord ! and ftart before 

My great proud Lord ! to get a Lord-like nod! 
Attend my Lord unto the Senate-houfe ! 

Bring back my Lord! like fervile ufhers, make 
Way for my Lord! proclaim his Idol Lordfhip, 
More than ten Cryers,.or fix noife of Trumpets! 
Make Legs, kifs Hands, and take a fcateer'd Hair 
Fronrmy Lords eminent Shoulder! See, Sangquinisa! 
With his flow Belly, and his Dropfie ! look, 

What toyling hafte he makes! yet, here’s another 
Retarded with the Gout, will be afore him! 


293 Get thee Liburnian Portets, thou grofs Fool, 


To bear thy obfequious fatnefs, like thy Peers. 
They are met ! The Gout returns, and his greatCarriage. 


Liétors, Confuls, Sejanns, &c. [Pals over the Stage. 


Ge way, make place; room for the Conful. San. Hail, 
Hail, great Sejanus. Hat. Hail, my honour’d Lord. 
arr. We thall be markt anon, for our not-Hail. 
Lep. That is already done. - arr. It isa note 
Of upftart greatnefs, to obferve and watch 
For thefe poor Trifles, which the noble Mind 
Negleéts and fcorns. Lep. I, and they think chemfelves 
Deeply difhonour’d, where they are omitred, 
As if they were Neceflities chat helpt 
To the perfection of cheir Dignities : 
And hate the Men, thac but refrain ’em. Arr. O! 
There is a farther caufe of hate. Their Breafts 
Are guilty, that we know their obfcure Springs, 
And bafe beginnings : thence the anger grows.On.Follow. 


Macro, Laco. 
“s 


XX 7 Hen all are entred, fhut the. Temple Doors 3 


_ And bring your Guards up tothe Gate. Lac. I will. 


Mac. If you thall hear commotion in the Senate, 
Prefent your felf: and charge on any Man 
Shall offerto come forth. Lac. I am inftruéed. 


-The SENATE. 


Haterius , Trio, Sanquinius , Cotta, Regulus » Sepanws , 
Pomponius, Latiavis, Lepidus, Arruntius, Pracones, Li- 
. Fores. | 


He well his Lordthip looks to day ! 77s. As if 
He had been born, or made for this hours ftate. 
Cot. Your fellow Confuls come about me-thinks? . 
Tri. I, he is wife. San. Sejanms trultshim well.» 
‘ “Tri. Sejanus is'a noble bounteous Lord. 
Hat. He is fo, and: moft valiant. Lat. And moft wife. 
‘Sen. He’s every thing. Lat. Worthy of all, and more 
“Fhan bounty can beltow. ri. ThisDignicy 
Wilf make him worthy. Pom. Above Cefar. San. Tut, 
Cefar is but the Rector of an Ifle, | 
He of che Empire. ri, Now he will have power © 
More to reward than ever. Cot. Let us look 
We be not flack in giving him our Voices. 7 
Lat. Not L. San. Nor I. Cot. The readier we feem 
To propagate his Honours, will more bind 
His Thoughts to ours. Har. I think right, with your Lord- 
It is the way to have us hold our Places.  Cfhip. 
San.1,and get more. Lat.More Office and more Titles. 
‘Pom. 1 will not lofe the part, LT hope tofhare = 
In thefe his Fortunes for my Patrimony. | 
Lat, See, how Arruntins tits, and Lepidas. 
Tri. Let ’erm alone; they will be marke anon. 


Sen. Plldo with others. Sen. So will I. Ses. And I. 


Men grow not in the State, but as they are planted 
Warm in his Favours, Cot. Noble Sejanas ! 
Hat, Honour’d Sejanss ! Lat. Worthy and great Sejanss! 
Arr, Gods! how the Spunges open, and take in! 
And fhut again ! look, look ! is not he bleft 
That gets a feat in Eye-reach of him? more, 
That comes in ear, or Tongue-reach? O, bute moft 
Can claw his fubtil Elbow, or with a buz 
Fly-blow his Ears. Pre. Proclaim the Senates peace, 
And give laft fummons by the Edi&. Pre. Silence : 
In the name of ‘Cefar, and che Senate. Silence. 
Memmius Regulus, and Fulcinius Trio, Confuls, thefe 
prefent Kalends of June, with the firft light, (hall bold 
Senate, 1s the Temple of Apollo Palatine; a2 that are 
Fathers, and are regiftred Fathers, that have right of en- 
tring the Senate, we warn or command you be frequently 


prefent, take knowledge the bufine{s is the Commonwealths ; <. ; 


whofoever is abfent bis fine or mulet will be taken, bis excufe 
will not be taken. 
Tri. Note, who are abfent and record their names. 
Reg. Fathers Confcript, May, what I am to utter, 
Turn good and happy for the Commonwealth. 
And thou polo, in whofe holy Houfe 
We here are met, infpire us all wich Truth, 
And liberty of cenfure to our Thought. 
The Majefty of great Tsberins Cafar 
Propounds to this grave Senate, the beftowing 
Upon the Man he loves, honour’d Sejanns, 
The Tribunicial Dignity and Power; 
Here are his Letters, figned with his Signet : 
What pleafeth now the Fathers to be done? 
Sen. Read, read em, open, publickly, read ’em: 
Cot. Cefar hath honour’d his own greatnefs much, 
In thinking of this Act. 77s. It was a chonghte 
Happy and-worthy Cefar. Lat. And che Lord 
As worthy i¢ on whom ic is directed ! \ 
Hat. Moft worthy! Sas. Rome did never bbaft the 
Vertue - 
That could give Envy bounds, but his: Sejasas—— 
Sen. Honour'd and Noble! Ses, Good, and great Se- 
janus' 
Arr. O, moft tame Slavery and fierce Flattery ! Pre. 
Silence. 


TIBERIUS CZSAR 
To the SENATE Greeting. 
The Epiftle is read. 
ie you, Confcript Fathers, with your Children, be in health, 


it 1s aboundantly well: we with our Friends bere are 


fo. Toe cave of the Commomvealth, howfoever we are re- 


mov'd in Perfon, cannot be abjent to our Thought; 
although, oftentimes, even to Princes moft prefent, the tratb 
of their cwn Affairs ts bids than which, nothing falls out 
more miferable to a State, or makes the art of Governin 

more difficult, But finee it bath been our eafeful hevpie: 
to enjoy both the Aids and Induftry of fo vigilant a Senate, 
we profefs to have been the more indulgent to our Plea- 
[ures, not as being carelefs of our Office, but rather fecure of 
the neceffity. Neither do thefe common Rumours of many, 
and infamous Libels publifhed againff our Retirement, at all 
afflid ss; being born more cut of Mens ignorance than their 
malice: and will, negletied, yind their own Grave quickly ; 
whereas too fenfibly acknowledg’d, it would make their 
obloqus ours. Nor do we defire their Authors ( though 
found): be cenfur'd, fincein a free State (as ours) all Men 


ought to emoy bith their Minds and Tongues free. 238 


(Arr. The Lapwing, the Lapwing.) 
Yer in things which fhall worthily and more meer concern the 
Mayjefty fe a Prince, we fhall fear to be fo unnaturally 
cruel to our cwn fame, as to neglect them. True it 
ss, Confeript Fathers, that we bave -raifed Sejanus 


from 


| 


| 
| 


- 


hope) defervingly; yet mot without danger: it being a moft 
bold hazard in that Soveraign, who by bw particular love to 
cue, dares adventure the hatred of all bss other Subjects. 
(Arr. This touches, the blood turns.) | 
But we affie in your Loves and Underftandings, and dono way 
fia[pect the Merit of oxr Sejanus to make our Favours offenfive 
to any. 
(Sen. O! good, good.) 
Though we could have wifhed his Zeal bad run acalmer courfe 
againft Agrippina, and our Nepbews, how/foever the openne/s 
of their Aétions declared them Delinquents; and, that be 
would have remembred, no Invocence is fo fafe, but it re- 
joyceth to ftand inthe fight of Mercy: The ufe of which in 
ws, be kath fo quite taken away, toward them, by bis Loyal 
<9¢ Fury, as now our Clemency would be thought but wearied Cru- 
elty, if we fhould offer to exercife st. : 
(Arr. Ichank him, there I look’c for’e. A good Fox’) 
Some there be that would interpret thes bus publichk feverity to 
be particular Ambition ; and that, under a pretext of Ser- 
vice to ws, be doth but remove bis own Lets: alledging the 
frengths be bath made to bimfelf, by the Praetorian Souldiers, 
by bis Faétion in Court and Senate, by the Offices be holds bim- 
self, and confers on others, bis Popularity and Dependents, bis 
urging (and almoft driving) ms to this our umwilling retirement, 
and laftly bis afpiring to be our Son-in-Law. 
(Sex. This ’s ftrange ! | 
Arr, 1 fhall anon believe your Vultures, Marcus.) 
Your Wifdors, Con{cript Fathers, are able to examine, and 
cenfure thefe Suggeftions. But, were they left to our abfolving 
Voice, we dur{t pronounce them, as we think them, msoft ma- 
licious. : 
(Ses. O, he has reftor’d all, Jift) | 
Yet are they offer'd to be averr'd, and on the Lives of tbe In- 
239 formers. What we fhould fay, or rather what awe hould 
not fay, Lords of the Senate, if this be true, our Gods and 
Goddeffes confound ws if we know! Only, we muft think, we 
have plac’d our Benefits ill; and conclude, that, in our choice, 
either we were wanting to the Gods, or the Gods to ms. 2 
(Arr. The place grows hot, they fhift.) 
a { Ihe Senators fhift their places. 
We bave not been covetoms, Honourable Fathers, to change; 
neither is st now any new Luft that alsers our Affection, or old 
loathing ; but thofe needful Fealoufies of State, that warn wi- 
fer Princes hourly to provide for their fafety, and do teach 
them bow learned a thing it s to beware of the bumbleft Ene- 
my, much more of thofe great ones, whom their own employ d 
Favours have made fit for their fears. | a 
(Sen, Away. Sen. Sit farther. 
Cor. Let's remove ————. .__ 
Arr. Gods ! how the Leaves drop off, this little wind !) 
We therefore defire, that the Offices be holds be firft feized by 
the Senate, and bimfelf fufpended from all Exercife of Place 


or Power | 
(Sen. How! San. By your leave. | 
Arr. Come, Porcpifce, (where’s Haterins? — 
His Gout keeps him moft miferably conftant.) 
Your dancing fhews a tcempeft. Sej. Read no more. 
Reg. Lords of the Senate, hold your feats: Read on. 
Sey. Thefe Letters they are forg’d. 2 
> Reg. A Guard: fie ftill,  (Laco enters with the Guards. 
Arr, There's change =. ee 
Reg. Bid filence, and read forward. | et ae 
Pre. Silence-—~——and him(elf fulpended from all Exer- 
cife of Place or Power, but till -due-and mature Trial be sade 
of bes Innocency, which yet we. tan faintly apprebend the 
Neceffity to doubt. If, Confcript Fathers,: to your more. fearch- 
ing Wifdoms, there fhall appear farther Caufe (or of farther 
proceeding, either to Seizure of Lands, Goods, or more ) 
it «8 mot our power that {hall limit your Authority, or: owr Fa- 
vour, that muft corrupt your Fujfice : ¢ither.owere si{bonour- 
able in you, and both uncharstable to our felf. We would 
willingly -be prefent with your Counfels in this bufine/s, but the 


Sejanus. | 


Le ——— ; anne . , a iar Ra a oa a os areal 9 
from obfcure, and almoft unknown Gentry, (Sen. How, how!) | danger of fo potent a Fabtion (if it flould prove fo) forbids. 
to the bigheft and moft con{picuons point of Greatne/s, and (we | our attempting it: Except one of the Confuls would be intreat< 


ed for our fafety, to undertake the Guard of was home, thaw. 
we fhould molt readily adventure. In the mean time, it {hal 
not be fit Fje3 ss to semportune fo judicious a Senate, who know. 
bow much they burt the Innocent, that {pare the guilty: and 
bow grateful a Sacrifice,.to the Gods, ws the Life of an in- 
grateful Perfon. We refic not, in this, on Sejanus (nor- 
withftanding, if you keep an Eye upon bim——and there xe 
Latiaris 2 Senator, and Pinnarius Natta, Tivo of hss mof 
trufted Minifters, and fo profeft, whom we defire not to bave. 
apprebended) but as the meceffty of the caufe exatts it. : 
Reg. A Guard on Latiars. Arr. O, the Spy ! 
The reverend Spy is caught, who pities him ? 


Reward, Sir, for your Service : Now, you ha’ done. 


Your property, you fee what ufe is made ? 

Hang up the Inftrument. 
Sey. Give leave. Lac. Stand, ftand, 

He comes upon his death, that doth advance 

An Inch coward my point. > 
Sej. Have we no Friends here? (mations ? 
Arr. Hufh’t. Where now are all the Hails and Accla- 


Macro, Senate. 


ail to the Confuls, and this noble Sesete. 
Sej. Is Macro here? O, thou art loft, Sejanas, 
Mac. Sit ftill, and un-affrighted, Reverend Fathers. 
Macro, by Cefar’s Grace, the New-made Provo/?, 
And now poffeft of the Pret.rian Bands, 
An Honour Jate belong’d co that proud man, 
Bids you be fafe : and to your conftane Doom 
Of his defervings, offers you the Surety, 
Of all che Soldiers, Yribumes and Centurions, 
Receiv'd in our command. Reg. Sejanss, Sejanns, 
Stand forth, Sejanm. Sef. Am I call’d? ac. I, thou, 
Thou infolent Monfter, art bid ftand. i 
Sej. Why, Macre, ia | | 
It hath been otherwife between, youandI; 
This Court, that knows us both, hach feen a difference, 
And can Gif it be pleas’d to {peak) confirm, Z. 
Whofe Infolence is moft. | 
Mac. Come down, Typheu ; 
If mine be moft, loe, ‘thus I make it more ; 
Kick up thy heels in air, tear off thy Robe, 
Play weh thy Beard:and Noftrils. Thus’tis fit, 
(And no man take.compaffion of thy ftate) ue 
To ufe th’ ingrateful Viper, reread his Brains out 
Into the Earth. Reg. Forbear. Mae. If I could lofe ; 
All my Humanity now, ’twere well to torture > 
So meriting a Traitor. Wherefore, Fathers, 
Sit you amaz'd and filene? and not cenfure _ 
This wretch. who in the hour he firft rebell’d - 
'Gainft Cefar’s Bounty, did condemn himfelf? 
P’blegra, the Field, where all the Sons of Earth, 
Mutter’d againft the Gods, did ne’er acknowledge 
So proud, and huge a Montfter. _ 
Reg. Take him hence. . 


| And all the Geds guard Cefar. oo 


Trs. ‘Take him hence. | _ 

Hat. Hence. Cot. To the Dungeon wich him. 

San. He deferves ir. a 7 

Sen. Crown all our Doors with Bays. 

San, And let anOx 7 
With gilded Horns and Garlands, ftraight be led 
Umro the Capitol. Het. And facriic’d . 
Ta Fowe, for Cefer’sfafety. Trt. AH ourGods | 
Be prefent ftill co Cefar, Cot. Phabus,, San. Mars. 

Hat. Diana. San. Pallas. Sen. Juno, Mercury, 
All guard him. Aédzc. Forth, thou Prodigy of Men. 

Cot. Let all che Traytors Titles be defac’d. 

Tri. His Images and Statues be pull’d down. 

Hat. His Chariot-Wheels be broken. 

arr. And the Legs, - “ws 
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241 OF the poor Horfes, that defervedl faught, 


Let them be brokentoo. Lep. O, violent change, 
And:whirl of Mens AffeGions! Arr. Like, as both 
Their. Bulks and Souls were bound on Fortunes Wheel, 
And muft aé& only with her motion. 


. Lepidus, Arruntius. 


‘7 Ho would depend upon the popular air, 
: Or voice of Men, that have to day beheld 
"That, which if all the Gods had fore-declar’d, 
Would not have been believ’d) Sejanus Fall? 
He, that chis Mornrofe proudly, asthe Sun, 
And breaking through a mitt of Clients breath, 
Came on as gaz’d at, and admir’d, as he 
When Superftitious Moors falute his lighe ! 
That had our Servile Nobles waiting him 
As common Grooms; and hanging on his look, 
No lefs than Humane Life on Deftiny ° 
That had Mens Knees as frequent as the Gods 3 
And Sacrifices more than Rome had Altars: 
And this Man fall! fall! I, wichoue a look, 
That durft appear his Friend, or lend fo much 
Of vain relief, to his chang’d ftate; as pity ! | 
Arr, They that before like Gnats plaid in his Beams, 
And throne’d to circumf{cribe him, now not feen, 
Nor deign to hold a common feat with him ‘ 
Ochers that waited him unto the Senate, 
Now inhumanely ravith him to Prifon ! : 
Whom (but this Morn) they follow’d as their Lord, 
Guard through the Streets, bound like a Fugitive / 
Inftead of wreaths give fetters, {trokes for ftoops: 
lind fhame for honours, and black taunts for titles : 
Who would truft flippery Chance ? 
Lep. They that would make : 
Themfelves her Spoil; and foolifhly forget, 
When fhe doth flatter, that fhe comes to prey. 


242Fortune, thou hadft no Deity, if Men 


Had wildom : we have placed thee fo high, — 
By fond belief in chy Felicity. 
Sen. The Gods guard Ce/ar. 


Macro, Regulus; Senators. 
Ni Sejanus, you that aw’d che Srate, 
And {fought to bring the Nobles to your whip, 
That would be Czfar’s Tutor, and difpofe 
OF Dignities and Offices! thac had 
The publick Head ftill bare to your Defigns, 
And made the general Voice to eccho yours! 


242 That look’d for Salutations twelve {core off, 


And would have Pyramids, yea Temples rear’d 


- To your huge Greatnefs! Now you lie as flat, 
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As was your Pride advanc’t. Reg. Thanks to the Gods. 


~ Sen. And praife to Macro, that hath faved Rome. 
Liberty, liberty, liberty. Lead on, , 4 
And praife to Macro that hath faved Rome. 


 Arruntius, Lepidus, Terentius, 
Prophefie, out of this Senates flattery, 
That this new fellow, Macro, will become 
A greater Prodigy in Rome, than he 
That now isfa’n, st 
Ter. O you, whofe Minds are good, 
And have not fore’d all Mankind from your Breafts ; 
That yet have fo much ftock of Vertue left, 
To pity guilty States, when they are wretched: ~ 
Lend your foft Ears to hear, and Eyes to weep 
Deeds done by Men, beyond che acts of Furies. . 
The eager-multitude, (who never yet 
Knew why co love, or-hate, but only pleasd 


T’ exprefs their rage of power) ao fooner heard. 


All the Gods guard Cafar. 
. [ Shout within. 


Sejanus. 


The murmur of Sejanus in decline, 

Bue with thae {peed and heat of appetite, 

Wich which they greedily devour the way 

To fome great Sports, or a new Theatre, 

They fill’d che Capitc# and Pompey’s Cirk, 

Where, like fo many Maftives biting Stones, 

As if his Statues now were fenfitive 

OF their wild Fury : firft, they tear them down ; 
Then faftning Ropes, drag them along the Streets, 
Crying in fcorn, this, this was that rich Head 
Was crown’d with Garlands, and with Odors, this 
That was in Rome fo reverenced. Now 


‘The Furnace and the Bellows thall co work, 


The great Sejanms crack, and piece by piece, 
Drop i’the Founder's Pit. i O, Popular Rage! 
Ter. The whillt the Senate at the Temple of Conccrd, 
Make hafte to meet again, and thronging cry, 
Let us condemn him, tread him down in water. 
While he doth lie upon the Bank ; away: 
Where fome, more tardy, cry unto their Bearers, 
He will be cenfur'd ere we come, run Knaves, 
And ufé that furious diligence, for fear 
Their Bond-men thould inform againft their flacknef, 
And bring their quaking flefh unto the Hook : 
The Rout they follow with confufed Voice, | 
Crying, they’re glad, fay, they could ne’er abide him ; 
Enquire what Man he was, what kind of Face, 
What Beard he had, what Nofe, what Lips? Proteft, 
They ever did prefage h’would come to this : 
They never thought him wife, nor valiane: Ask 
After his Garments, when he dies, what Death 3 
And nota Beaft of all rhe Herd demands, ) 
What was his Crime? Or who were his Accufers? 
Under what Proof, or Teftimony he fell ? 
There came (fays one) a huge long worded Letter 
From Capree againft him. Did there fo? 
O, they are fatisfied, ro more. Lep. Alas! 
They follow Fortune, and hate Men condemn’d, 
Guilty, or not. rr. But had Seyanus thriv’d 
In his defign, and profperoufly oppreft 
The old 7eberios then in that fame minute, 
Thefe very Raskals, that now rage like Furies, 
Would have proclaim’d Sejanus Emperor. 
Lep. But what hath follow’d ? 
Ter. Sentence by the Senate, 
To lofe his Head 3 which was no fooner off, 
But that, and ch’ unfortunate Trunk were {eiz’d 
By the rude multitude; who not content 
With what the forward Juftice of che Srate, 
Officioufly had done, with violent rage 
Have rentit limb from limb. A thoufand Heads, 
A thoufand hands, ten thoufand tongues and voices, 
Employ'd at once in feveral acts of Malice ! 
Old Men not ftaid wich Age, Virgins with Shame, 


Late Wives with lofs of Husbands, Mothers of Children, 


Lofing all grief in joy of his fad fall, 

Run quite tranfported with their Cruelty! 

Thefe mounting art his Head, thefe at his Face, 
Thefe digging out his Eyes, thofe wich his Brains 
Sprinkling themfelves, their houfes and their friends ; 


‘| Ochers are met, have ravifh’d chencean Arm, 


And deal fmall pieces of the flefh for favours ; 


Thefe with a thigh, chis hath cut off his hands, _ 


And this his feet, thefe fingers, and thefe toes; 


‘That hath ‘his liver,-he his heart: there wants 


Nothing but room for wrath, and place for hatred ! 
What cannot oft be done,: is now o’re-done. 


| The whole, and all of what was great Sejanus, 


And next to Cefar, did poffefs the world, 
Now torn and {catter’d, as he needs no Grave ; 
Each little duft covers a licele part: | 

So lies he no where, and yet often buried ! 


rd 


 Arruntint, 


243 


243 


244 


me 


ejanus. 


Arruntins, Nuntius, Lepidus, Terentins. 


M?: of Sejanus? Nun. Yes. 
Lep. What can be added ? 
We know him dead. 
Nen. Then there begin your pity. 
There is enough behind co melt ev’n Rome, 
And Cefar into tears : (fince never flave 
Could yet fo highly offend, but tyranny, 
In torturing him, would make him worth lamenting.) 
A Son and Daughter to the dead Sejanus, 
(Of whom there is not now fo much remaining 
As would give faftning to the Hang-man’s Hook) 
Have they drawn forth for farther facrifice ; 
Whofe tendernefs of knowledge, unripe years, 
And childith filly Innocence was fuch, 
As fcarce would lend them feeling of their danger : 
The Girl fo fimple, as the often aske, - 
Where they would lead ber ? for what caufe they dragg’d ber? 
. Cry’d, fhe would dono more. That {he could take 
_ Warning with beating. And becaufe our Laws 
Admit no Virgin immature to die, 
The wittily, and ftrangely cruel Macro, 
Deliver'd her to be deflowr’d and {fpoil’d, 
By the rude Luft of the licentious Hangman, 
244 Then tobe ftrangled with her harmlef$ Brother. 
Lep. O, A& moft worthy Hell, and lafting Night, 
To hide ic from the world ! Nu». Their Bodies thrown 
Into the Gemonies, (I know not how, | 
Or by what accident return’d) the Mother, 
Th’ expulfed Apicata, finds them there; 
244 VVhom when fhe faw lie {pread on the degrees, 
After a world of Fury on her felf, 
Tearing her Hair, defacing of her Face, 
Beating her Breafts and VVomb, kneeling amaz’‘d, 
Crying to Heaven, then to them; at laft, 
Fer drowned Voice gate up above her VVoes, 
And with fuch black and bitter Execrations, 


abt 
(As might affright the Gods, and force the Sun 
Run backward to the Eaf ; nay, make the old 
Deformed Chaos rife again, t? ore-whelm 
Them, us, and all che world) the fills the Air, 
Upbraids the Heavens with their partial Dooms, 
Defies their tyrannous Powers, and demands, } 
VVhat fhe, and thofe poor Innocents have tranfgrefs'd; 
That they muft fuffer fich a thare in vengeance, 
VVhilft Livia Lygdus, and Eudemus live, 
VVho, (asthe fays, and firmly vows, to prove it 
To Cafar, and the Senate) poyfon'd Drufus? . 

Lep. Corifederates with her Husband! 


_ Nun. I. Lep. Strange a@! 


Arr, And ftrangely open’d : what fays now my Montter, 
The multitude? they reel now ; do they not? 

Nun, Their gall is gone, and now they ’gin to weep 
The mifchief they have done. 

Arr. I thank ’em Rogues. - 

Nun. Part are fo ftupid, or fo flexible, 
As they believe him innocent ; all grieve: 
And fome, whofe hands yet reak with his warm blood; ~ 
And gripe the part which they did cear of him; 
VVith him colle@ted and created new. 

Lep. How Fortune plies her fports, when the begins 
To praice ’em! purfues, continues, adds! 
Confounds, with varying her empaflion’d Moods ! 

Arr. Doft thou hope fortune to redeem thy crimes ? 
To make amends for thy ill placed favours, 
VVich chefe ftrange punithments ? Forbear you things; 
That ftand upon the Pinnacles of State, 
To boaft your flippery height ; when you do fall, 
You dafbh your felves in pieces, ne’er to rife: 
And he that lends you pity, isnot wife: | 

Ter. Let this Example move th’ infolent man, 
Not to grow proud, and carelefs of the Gods : 
Ic is an odious wifdom to blafpheme, 
Much more to flighten, or deny their Powers. 
For, whom the Morning faw fo great and high, 
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Thus low, and little, *fore the Even doth lie. 
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VOLPON 
A COMEDY 


Firft A@ed in the Year 1605. By the Kincs Majesty's Servants. 
‘With the Allowance of the Mafterof Revers. 


The Author B. ye 


Simul Go jucunda, t idonea dicere vite. Horat. 


To the moft Nosre and moft Equat Sisters, 


The two Famous Univerflities, 
For their Love and Acceptance {hewn to his POEM in the Pr ; SENTATION, 
BEN JOHNSON, 

.. The Grateful Acknowledger, Dedicates both It and Himfelf: 


Ever (moft Equal Sifters) had any Man a Wit fo prefently Excellent, as that it could raife it felf; but there mut 
come both Matter, Qccafion, Commenders, and Favourers to st. If this be true, and that the Fortune of all Wrs- 
ters doth daily prove it, it beboves the Careful to provide well toward thefe Accidents ; and, hating acquir'd 
them, to preferve that part of Reputation moft tenderly, wherein the Benefit of a Friend x alfo defended. Hence 
wit, that I now render my felf grateful, and am ftudtous to yuftife the Bounty of your Att; to which, though 

your meer Authority were fatufying, yet it being an Age wherein Poetry and the Profefjcrs of it bear fo ill on all Sides, there 
will a Reafon be look’t for inthe Subjedt. It is certain, nor can it with any Forehead be oppes a that the too much Licence of 

Poetafters in this Time, bath much deform’d their Miftris ; that, every day, their manifola and manifeft Ignorance doth ftick. 
unnatural Reproaches upon ber: But for their Petulancy, it were an AG of the greateft Injustice, either to let the Learned 

Suffer, or fo Divine a Skill (which indeed fhould not be attempted with unclean Hands) to fat under the leaf? Contempt. For, 
if Men will impartially, and not afquint, look toward the Offices and Function of a Poet, they will eafily conclude to themfelves 
the Impoffibility of any Man’s being the good Poet, without firft being a good Man. He that s faid to be able to inform young 
Men to all good Difciplines, inflame grown Men to all great Vertues, keep old Mem in their best and {upream State, or as 
they decline to Childhood, recover them to their firft Strength ; that comes forth the Interpreter and Arbiter of Nature, a 
Teacher of Things Divine no le{s than Humane, a Mafter in Manners, and can alune (or with a few) effect the Bufine{s of 

Mankind : Ths, I take bim, ss no Subject fhe Pride and Ipnorance to exercife their railing Rhetorich upon. But it will bere 
be baftily anfwer'd, That the Writers of thefe Days are other Things ; that not only their Manners, but their Natures are in- 
verted, and nothing remaining with them of the Dignity of Poet, but the abufed Name, which every Scribe nfurps; that 
now, efpecially is Drammatick, or (as they term it) Stage-Poetry, nothing but Ribaldry, Propbanation, Bla[phemy, all Li- 
cence of Offence to God and Man # prattis’d. I date not deny a great part of thw, (and I am forry I dare not) bo 
caufe in fome Mens abortive Features (and would they bad never boafted the Light) st 1 over-true: But that all are im- 
bark'd is this bold Adventure for Hell, ss @ moft uncharitable Thcught, and, utter'd, a more malicious Slander. For my par- 
ticular, I can (and from a moft clear Con{csence) affirm, That I bave ever trembled to think toward the leaf? Profanenefss 
have loathed the ufe of {ach font and mwmafiid Bawd ry, as # now made the a of the Scene: And, bow/oever I cannot 
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efcape from fome the Imputation of Sharpne(s, but that they will fay, I have taken @ pride, or luff, to be bitter, and not my 
goungels Infant but bath come into the World with all his Teeth, I would ask of thefe fupercilionus Politichks, W/bat Naticn, 


Society, or general Order or State 1 bave provoked ? What Publick Perfon ? Whether I have not (in all thefe) preferod 
their Dignity, as mine own Perfon, fafe? My Works are read, allow d, (I {peak of thofe that are intirely mine) Icok tuto 
them: What broad Keproofs have I usd ? Where have I been particular ? Where Perfonal? Except to 4 Mimick, Cheater, 


MA m I Bawd, or Buffon, Creatures (for their Infolencies) worthy to be tax'd? Yet to which of thefe (o Porntingly, as be might nce 


either ingenuouply have confe/t, or wifely diffenbled bis Difeafe ? But it s not Rumour can muke Men guilty, much le/s entitle 
me to other Mens Crimes. I knvw, that nothing can be fo innocently writ or carried, but may be made obnoxiows ro Conftru- 
Etion ; marry, whilft I bear mine Innocence about me, I fear st not. Application ss now grown a Trade with many; and 
there are that profe/s to bave a Key for the decyphering of every thing : But les Wife and Noble Perfons take heed bow they 
be ton credulous, or give leave to thefe invading Interpreters to be over-fumiliar with their Fames, who cunningly, and often, 
utter their own virulent Malice, under cther Mens impleft Meanings. Ms {" thofe that wsll (by Faults which Charity , 
bath rak’d up, or common Honeffy conceal’d) make them/elves a Name swith the Multitude, or (to draw their rude and beaftly 
Claps) care not whofe living Faces they intrench with their petulant Styles, may they do it without a Rival, for me: I chuje 
rather to live gravid. in Obfcurity, than {hare with them in fo prepofterems a Fame. Nor can I blame the Wifhes of thofe 


R47 fevere and wife Patriots, who- providing the Hurts thefe licenticms Spirits may do in a State, defire rather to fee Fools and 


Devils, and thofe antick Relicks of Barbarifm retriv'd, with all other ridiculons and exploded Follies, than behold the Wounds 
of Private Men, of Princes and Nations. For, as Horace makes Trebatius (peak, among thefe, 


a Sibi quifque timet, quanquam eft intactus, & odit. 


i47 And Men may jully impute [uch Rages, if continwd, to the Writer, as hw Spots. The Increafe cf which Luft in Libert ; 
— Lastogetber with the prefent Trade of the Stage, in all their Ma(c'line Encerludes, what Learned or Liberal Soul doth not ee 
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dy abbir 2? Where nothing but the Filth of the Time 1 utter’d, and that with fuch impropriety of Phraje, firch plenty cf So- 
loecifins, Yuch dearth of Sen(e, fo bold Prole Tes, fo rack’d Metaphors, with Brothelry able to violate the Ear of a Pagan, 
an alpbemy, to turn the Blood of a Chrifian to Water. I cannot but be ferions ma Caufe of this nature, wherein my 
Fame, and the Repataticns of divers Honeft and Learned are the Queftion, when a Name fo full of Authority, Antiquity, 


and all great Mark, ss (through their Infolence) become the lowe? Scorn of the Ages and thofe Mer [ubject to the Vetulancy 


{] of every vernaculows Orator, that were wont to be the Care of Kings and bappie/t Monarchs, Fe Thu st as that bath not cnly 


rap't me to prefent Indignation, but made me studious heretofore, and a all my Aétions to fland off from them; which may 
moft appear in this my late/t Work (which you, moff learned Arbitreiles, have feen, judg’d, and to my Crown, approv’d) 
wherein I have labour'd, for their inftruttion and amendment, to reduce not only the ancient Forms, but Manners of rhe 
Scene, the Eafine{s, the Propriety, the Innocence, and laft the Dotivine, which ss the principal End of Poefie, to inform Men 
in the bef? Reafon of living. And though my Cataftrophe may, in the frit rigour of Comick Law, meet with Cenfare, 
as turning back to my Promife ; I defire the Learned ana Charitable Critick, to have fo much faith in me, to think it was 
done of Induftry : For, with what eafe I could have varied it nearer bis Scale (but that I fear to boaft my own Faculty) I 
could here infert. But my {pecial aims being to put the Snaffle in their Mouths, that ery out, we never punifh Vice in our 
Enterludes, dre. I took the more liberty ; though not without fome Lines of Example, drawn even in the Ancients themfelves, 
the Goings: out of whofe Comoedies are not alavays joyful, but oft-times the Bawds, the Servants, the Rivals, yea, and the 
Mafters, are mulited ; and fitly, it being the Office of « Comick Poet to smitate Fuftice, and inflruct to Life, as well as 
Purity of Language, or ftir up gentle Affettions: To which I hall take the occafion elfewhere to [peak. For the prefent (moft 
Reverenced Sifters) as I bave car'd to be thankful for your Affections paff, and bere made the Underffanding acquainted with 
[ome Ground of your Favcurs; let me not de{pair their Continuance, to the maturing of fome worthier Fruits: Wherein, iff 
my Mutes be true to me, I {hall raife the de{pisd Head of Poetry again, and [tripping ber out of thofe rotten and bale Rags 
wherewith the Times have adulterated her Form, reftore ber to ber primitive Habit, Feature, and Majefty, and render ber 
worthy to be embraced and kif of all the Great and Mafter-Spirits Bhi World. As for the Vile and Slotbful, who never 
affeéted an Att worthy of Celebration, or are fo inward with their own vicioms Natures, as they worthily fear ber, and think 
it a bigh Point of Policy to keep her in contempt with their declamatory and windy Inveétives ; f hall out of jut rage in- 
cite ber Servants (abo are Genus iritabile) to {pout Ink iw their Faces, that hall eat farther than their Marrow, into their 
Fames; and not Cinnamus the Barber, with bw Art, {hall be able to take out the Brands ; but they {hal live, and be read, 
sill the Wretches die, as Things worft deferving of Themfelves in chief, and then of all Mankind. | 
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Qoebay OLPONE, @ Magnifico, No Tario, ‘the Regifter. Fine Mapam Woutp-sg, the Knight's 
As! -Mosc a, bw Parafite. Nano, @ Dwarf. Cetra, the Merchant's Wife. (Wifes 
“4d VovLrore, an Advocate. CasTRONE, an Eunuch, CoMMANDADORI, Officers. 
*. Coraccio, an old Genthman. ~PoLitick Wou.p-sE, «4 Knight.| Mercatory, three Merchants. 
hoasinC ORVINO, @ Merchant. PEREGRINK, @ Gent. Traveller. ANDROGYNO, 4 Hermapbrodite. 
Avocarort, four Magistrates. BonaRio, @ young Gentleman, SERVITORE, @ Servant. 
GREGE. WomMEN. 


~The Scene VENICE 


The Principal Comepians were, 


RIC. BURBADGE. WIL. SLY. JOH. LOWIN. 
HEN. CONDEL JOH. HEMINGS. ALEX COOKE. 
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THe ARGUMENT.. 


249 
V elpone, Childle/s, Rich, feigns Sick, def pairs, 
O ffers his State to Flopes of feveral Heirs, | 
L ies languifhing : His Parafite recetves : : 
P refents of all, affures, deludes ; then weaves : 
O ther crofs Plots, which ope themfelves, are told, ae 
New Tricks for fafety are fought ; they thrive: When bold, 
E, ach tempts th other again, and all are fold. 7 
PROLOGUE. | The teeming Earth to fee the long’d-for Sun 7 
, : Peep through the Horris of the Celeftial Rem, 
Ow, Luck yet fend us, and a little Wit Am I, to view thy Splendor, darkning his; a 
| : Will ferve, to make our Play bit 5 That lying here, amongft mry other Hoards, : 
| % (According to the Palates of the Seafon) Shew'tt like a Flame by Night, or like the Day 
Here ss Rhyme, not empty of Reafon. Struck out of Chaos, when all Darknefs fled 
This we were bid to credst, from our Poet, Unto the Center. O chou Son of Soi; 
_ Whofe true Scope, f you would know it, — (But brighter than thy Father) let me kifs, 
Js all bis Poems fi bath been this Mea{ure, With Adoration, thee, and every Relick 
To mix Profit with your Pleafure 5 i | Of facred Treafure in this blefled Room. 
And not as fome (whofe Throats, their Envy failing) y | Well did wife Poets by thy glorious Name _ 
: Cry boarfly, All be writes Railing : 7 Title that Age which they would have the beft ; 
. 248 And, when bis Plays come for th, think they can flout them, | Thou being the beft of Things, and far tranfcending 
: _ With faying, He was atear font nem All Style of Joy, in Children, Parents, Friends 
: To thefe there needs no Lie, but thy bu Creature, Or any other waking Dream on Earth. - 
2 Thy Looks when they to Venws did a{cribe, LIO 
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Which was [ep Mantis Lee no Feature ; 
And, though be dares give them Five Lives to mend it, . 
Tis known, Five Weeks fully penn’d it 5 g. 4 
From bis own Hand, without 2 Co-adjutor, | 
Novice, ‘fourney-man, or Tutor. 
Yet thus neuch I can give you, as & Token - 4 
Of bzs Plays worth, No Eggs are broken, df: 
or ds with fierce Teeth affrighted, 47: 
Wherewith your Ront are fo delighted ; — 
Nor bales he in a Gull, old Ends reciting, dees: 
To ftop Gaps in bis Tout Writing ; 
' With fuch @ deal of monftroms and forced AGion, 
As might make Beth'lem 4 Faction: © 
Nor made be bis Play for ‘Felts fro’n from each Table, 
But makes ‘fefis to fit bs Fable, © 
And fo prefents quick Comedy refined, 
As beft Criticks bave defigned : 
The Laws of Fime, Place, Perfons, be obfervetb, 
From no needful Rule he faverveth. a 
All Gall and Coppre{s from bes Ink be draineth, 
Only a little Salt remaineth, 
Wherewith bell rub your Cheeks, till (Red with Laughter) 
They fhall look frefh a Week after. 


A&t I. Scene I. 


. Volpone, Mofca. ; | 
244: Pose Morning to the Day ; and‘next, my Gold : 


Open the Shrine, that I may fee my Saint. 
Hail the World’s Soul, and mine! More glad chan is 


They fhould have given her Twenty thoufand Cipids ; 
Such are thy Beauties and our Loves! Dear Saint, 
Riches, the dumb God, that giv’ft all Men Tongues, 
That canft do naught,and yer mak’ft Men do all things ; 
The Price of Souls 3 even Hell, with thee to boot, — 

Is made worth Heav’n. Thou art Vertue, Fame, 
Honour, and all things elfe. Who can get chee, 

He fhall be Noble, Valiant, Honeft, Wife—— 


Mof. And what he will, Sir. Riches are in Fortung pork 


A greater Good, than Wifdom isin Nature. ar Jeft: 


Vol. True, my beloved Mofea. Yer.J glory 4... 
More in the cunning Parchafe of my Wealth, 
Than in the glad Poffeffion, fince I gain 
No common way; 1 ufe no Trade, no Venture; 
I wound no Earth with Plow-thares, I fat no Beatts 
To feed the Shambles; have no Mills for Iron, 
Oyl, Corn, or Men, co grind ’em into Powder: 

1 blow no fubtil Gla, expofe no Ships 

To Threatnings of the furrow-faced Sea ; 

I turn no Monies in the Publick Bank, 

Nor Ufure Private. Mof. No, Sir, nor devour 
Soft Prodigals. You fhall ha’ fome will {wallow 
A melting Heir as glibly as your Durch 

Will Pills of Butter, and ne'er purge for’e; 
Tear forth the Fathers of poor Families 

Our of their Beds, and Coffin themalive 

In fome kind clafping Prifon, where their Bones 
May be forth-coming, when the Flefh is rotten : 


But your fweet Nature doth abhor thefe Courfes ; 
You loath the Widows orthe Orphans Tears, 
X 2 | Should 
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Should wafh your Pavements, or their piteous Cries 
Ring in your Roofs, and beat the Air for Vengeance. 


The Fox. 


Would ask, bow of late thon bait fuffered Tranflation, u "= 
And fhifted thy Coat in thefe Days of Reformation 2 . 


Vol. Right, Mo/ea, I do loath it. Mof. And befides, Sir, ; And. Like one of the Reformed, a Fool, as you fee, 


280 You are not like a Threfher, that doth ftand 
With a huge Flail, watching a Heap of Corn, 
And, hungry, dares not tafte the fmalleft Grain, 
But feeds on Mallows, and fuch bitter Herbs; 

_ Nor like the Merchant, who hath fill'd his Vaults 
With Romagnia, and rich Candian Wines, 
Yer drinks che Lees of Lombards Vinegar : 
You will not lie in Serraw, whilft Moths and Worms 
Feed on your fumptuous Hangings and fofe Beds. 
You know the Ufe of Riches, and dare give now 
From that bright Heap, to me, your poor Obfetver, 
Or to your Dwarf, or your Hermaphradite, 
Your Eunuch, or what other Houfhold Trifle 
Your Pleafure allows Maint’nance—Vol.Hold thee, Mo/ca, 
Take of my Hand; thou ftrik’ft on Truth in all, : 
And they are envious term thee Parafire. : 
Call forch my Dwarf, my Eunuch, and my Fool, 
And let ’em make me fporte What fhould I do, 
But cocker up my Geni#s, and live‘free 
To all Delights my Fortune calls me to? 
I have no Wife, no Parent, Child, Allie, 
To give my Subftance to; but whom I make | 
Muft be my Heir ; and this makes Men obferve me: 
Thisdraws new Clients daily to my Houfe, 
VVomen and Men, of every Sex and Age, 
That bring me Prefents, fend me Plate, Coin, Jewels, 
VVith hope chat when I dic (which they expect © 
Each greedy minute) it fhall chen return 
Ten-fold upon them ; whilft fome, covetous 
Above the reft, fee to engrofs me whole, 
And counter-work the one unto the other, 
Contend in Gifts, as they would feem in Love : 
All which I fiffer, playing with their Hopes, 
And am content to coin ’em into Profit, 
And look upon their Kindnefs, and cake more, 
And look on that; ftill bearing them in hand, 
Letting the Cherry knock againft their Lips, 
And draw it by their Mouths, and back again. How now! 


Act I. Scene Il. 
Nano, Androgyno, Caftrone, Volpone, Mofca. 


Ow room for frefh Gamefters, who do will you to know, 
: They do bring you neither Play, nor Univerfity Show 3 
And therefore do entreat you, that whatfoever they rebear(e, 
May not fare a whit the worfe,for the falfe Pace of theVerfe. 
If you wonder at this, you will wonder more ere we pas; 
For know, here w inclos'd the Soul of Pythagoras, 
That Fuggler Divine, as hereafter {hall follow ; 
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Which Soul (fast and loofe, Sir) came firft from Apollo, . 


And was breath d into FEthalides, Mercurius his Sox, 
Where it had the Gift to remember all that ever was done. 
From thence it fled forth, and made quick Tran{migration 
To Goldy-lockt Euphorbus, who was kill’d in good fafhion, 
At the Siege of old Troy, by the Cuckold of Sparta. 
Hermotimus was next (I find it in my Charta) 
To whom it did pafs, where no fooner it was miffing, 
But with one Pyrrhus of Delos st Jearn’d to go a fifhing ; 
And thence did it enter the Sopbift of Greece. . 
From Pythagore, fhe went into a beautiful Piece, 
Hight Afpafia, the Meretrixs and the next Tofs of ber 
Was again of a Whore {he became a Philo/opher, 
Crates the Cynick, (as it felf doth relate it) ' 
Since Kings, Knights, and Beggars, Knaves, Lords, and Fools 
Befides Ox and A{s,Camel, Mule,Goat, and Brock, (gat it, 
In all which it bath (poke, as in the Cobler’s Cock. 
But 1 come not bere to ny sal of that Matter, ; 
252 - Or bw Qne, Two, or Three, or hs great Oath, By Quater, 
His Muficks, 4s Trigon, bzs.Golden Thigh, : 
Or his telling bow Elements fhift ; but I 
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Counting all old Doctrine Herefie. ¥ 253 
Nan. But not on thine own forbid Meats baft thou vertter’d ? 
And. On fh, when firft a Carchufian I enter’d. 
Nan. Why, then thy dogmatical Silence hath left thee ? 
‘And. Of that an sb rebecion Lawyer bereft me. . 


‘ | Nan. O wonderful Change! When Sir Lawyer forfook thee, 


For Pythagore’s fake, what Body then tock thee ? 
And. 4 good dull Moyl. Nan, And bow ! by that means 
Thow wert brought to allow of the eating of Beans ? 254 
And.‘Yes. Nan. But from the Moyl into whom didft thou pafs? 
And. Into a very ftrange Beaft by [ome Writers call’d an Afs; 
By others, a precife, pure, illuminate Brother, = 3 ~~ 
OF thofe devour Flefh, and fometimes one another ; 
And will drop you forth a Libel, or a fanctified Lie, 
| Betwixt every Spoonful of a Nativity- Pee. 
Nan. Now quit thee, for Heaven, of that profane Nation, 
And gently report thy next Tran{amgration. : 
And. To the fame that I am. Nan. A Creature of Delight 2 
And (what 2 more than a Fool) an Hermaphrodite ¢ 
Now prithee, {weet Soul, in all thy Variation, 
Which Body would’/t thou chufe, to keep up thy Station ? 
And. Troth, this I am in ; even bere would I tarry. 
Nan. ’Caufe bere the Delight of each Sex thou canft vary ? 
And. Alas, thofe Pleafures be ftale and forfaken ; 
* No, ts your Fool wherewith I am fo taken, 
The only one Creature that I can call Bleffed; 
‘For all other Forms I have prov’d mo(t diftreffed. 
Nan. sae true, as thou wert in Pythagoras fill. 
This learned Opinion we celebrate will, 
Fellow Eunuch, (as beboves ws) with all our Wit and Art, 
To dignifie that whereof our felves are fo great and f{pecial 
Vol. Now very, very pretty : Mofca, this (a Part. 
VVas thy Invention? Af. If it pleafe my Patron, 
Not elfe. Vol. Ie doth, good Mofca. Mof: Then it was; Sir. 


SONG. 
‘Ools, they are the only Nation 
Worth Mens Envy or.Admiration ; 
Free from Care, or Sorrow-taking, 
Selves and others merry making : 
All they {peak or do ss Sterling. 
Your Fool be ss your Great Man’s Darling, ' 
And your Ladies Sport and Pleafure ; 
Tongue and Bable are his Treafure. 
Een bis Face begetteth Laughter, 
And he {peaks Truth free from Slaughter 3 
He’s the Grace of every Fea/t, 
And fometimes the Chiefeft Gueft; © 
Hath bis Trencher and his Stool, 
When Wit waits upon the Fool. 
O, whe would not be 
He, be, be? 
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, One knocks without. 
Vol. VVho’s that? Away, look, Mofca. 
Mof. Fool, be gone, ’tis Signior Voltore the Advocate, 
I know him by his Knock. Vol. Fetch me my Gown, 
My Furs,and Night-caps3 fay, my Couch’s changing : 
And let him entertain himfelf a while 
VVithout i’ th’ Gallery. Now, now, my Clients 
Begin their Vifitation! Vulture, Kite, 
Raven, Gorcrow, all my Birds of Prey, 
That think me turning Carcafs, now they come: 
Iam not for’em yet. How now? the news? 
Mof. A piece of Plate, Sir. . | 
Vol. OF what bignefs? Mo/f- Huge, - 
Maffie, and Antique, with your Name infcib’d, 
And Armsengraven. Vol. Good! and not a Fox 
Stretcht on the Earth, with fine delufive Sleights, 
Mocking a gaping Crow? ha, Mofca? Mof. Sharp, Sir. 
Vol, Give me my Furs. VVhy doft thou laugh — ; 
ee Mo}. 
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Mof. I cannot chufe, Sir, when I apprehend 
What choughts he has ( withéur ) now, as he ‘walks: 
That this might be the laft gift he fhould give; 
That this would fetch you; if you died to day, 
And gave him all, what he fhould be roo morrow ; 
What large return would come of all his venters; _ 
How he fhould worfhip’d be, and reverenc’d 3 
Ride, with his Furs, and Foot-clothes; waited on 
By herds of Fools, and Clients 3 have clear way 
Made for his moile, as letter’d as himfelf; 
Be call’d the great, and learned Advocate : 
And then concludes, there's naught impoffible. 
Yol. Yes, to belearned, Mofca. Mof O,no: rich 
Implies it. Sood an Afs wich reverend Purple, 
2£7So you can hide histwo ambitious Ears, 
And he thall pafs for a cathedral De@or. 
Vol. My Caps, my Caps, good Mofca; fetch him in. — 
Mof. Stay,Sir, your Ointment for your Eyes. : 
Vol. That's true ; 
Difpatch, difpatch : I long to have poffeffion 
Of my new Prefent.. Mof. That, and thoufands more, 
Ihope, to fee you Lord of. Vol. Thanks, kind Mofca, 
Mof. And that, when I am loft in blended duft, 
And hundred fuch as I am, in fucceflion —— 
Vol. Nay, that were too much, Mofca. 
' Vof. You fhall live, 
Still, co delude thefe Harpies. Vol. Loving Mo/ca, 
Tis well, my Pillow now, and let him enter. 
Vad my fain’d Cough, my Phthifick, and my Gout, 
y Apoplexy, Palfie, and Catarhs, : 
Help, with your forced Fun@ions, this my pofture, 
Wherein, this three year, I have milk’d their hopes. 
He comes, I hear him (uh, uh, uh, uh) O. 


A& I. Scene IIL. 
Mofca, Voltore, Volpone. 
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OU ftill are, what you were, Sir. Only you 
(OF all the reft) are he, commands his love : 
And you do wifely, to preferve it thus, 
With early vifitation, and kind notes 
Of your good meaning to him, which, I know, 
Cannot but come moft grateful. Patron, Sir, 
~ Here’s Signior Voltore is come Volp. What fay you? 
Moj. Sir, Signior Voltore is come, this morning, 
To vifit you. Volp. I thank him. Mf: And hath brought 
AA piece of antique Plate, bought of S. Mark, © - 
With which he here prefents you. Volp. He is welcome. 
Pray him, to come more often. of Yes. 
Volt. What fays he ? 
Mof. He thanks you, and defires you fee him often. 
Volp. Mofca. Mof. My Patron? 
Volp. Bring him near, where is he ? 
I long co feel hishand. Jf: The Plate is here, Sir. 
| Volt. How fare you, Sir ? 
Volp. 1 chank you, Signior Voltere, 
Whereis che Plate ? mine Eyes are bad. Volt. Pm forry, 
To fee you ftill thus weak. A4of: That he is not weaker. 
Volp. You are too munificent. _ 
Volt.-No, Sir, would to Heaven, 
T could as well give health to you, as that Plate. 
Volp. You give,Sir,what you can.I thank yon. Your love 
Hath tatte in this, and fhall not be un-anfwer’d. 
I pray you fee me often. Volt. Yes; I hall, Sir. 
Volp. Be not far from me. 3 7 
_ Mof. Do you obferve that, Sir? mo 
Volp, Harken unto me ftill: It will concern. you. 
Mof. You are a happy Man, Sir, know your good. 
Volp. T cannot now laft long : 
~ ( Mof. You are his Heir, Sir. 


Vole. Am 1?) Volp. I feel me going, (uh, uh; uh, uh.) | 


Tam failing co my Port, (uh, wh, uh, uh ? 
And I am glad, I am fo near my Haven. 
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Mof. Alas, kind Gentleman, wel], we mutt all: go-- 
Volt. But Mofca—~ Ado. Age will conquer. *-~ | 
Volt. ’Pry chee, hear mie. a oo 2 
| Am I infcrib’d his Heir, for certain ? Mof- ‘Are you? *- 
i I do befeech you, Sir, you ‘will vouchfafe ae: esi 
1 fo write mei’your Family. All ‘ny hopes, 
Depend upon your worfhip. 1 am loft, 
Except the rifing San do fhine on me. oo 
Volt. It thall'both thine, amd warn thee, Mofta. 


Mof. Sir, | 
Iam a Man, that hav@ not done your fove 
All che W6r{t Offices: here I wear your Keys, 
See all Coffers, and your Caskets lockt, 
Keep ghe poor Inventory of your Jewels, 
Your Plate,and Moneys ; P’m your Steward, Sir, 
Husband yousGoods here. Volt, But am I fole'Heir? - 
Mo/. Without a Partner, Sir, confirm’d this morning ; 
The Wax is warm yet, andthe Ink {carcedry - - 
Upon the Parchment. Volt. Happy, happy, me! 
By what good chance, {wees Mo/ca ? | 
Mof. Your defert, Sir 5 
I know no fecond caufe. Volt. Thy modefty 
Is loth to know it; well, we fhall requite ic. 
Mof: He ever lik’d your courfe, Sir; chat firft cook him. 
Toft have heard him fay, how he admir’d | 
Men of your large profeffion, that could {peak 
To every caufe, and things meer contraries, 
Till they were hoarfe again, yet all be Law; 
That, with moft quick agility, could curn, 
And re-turn ; make knots, and undo them ; 
Give forked Counfel ; take provoking Gold 
On either hand, and put itup: thefe Men, 
He knew, would thrive, with their humiliry. 
And ( for his part) he thought, he fhould be blef& 
To have his Heir of fuch a fuffering f{pirie, 
So wife, fo grave, of fo perplex’d 4 Tongue, & | 
And lond withal, that could not wag, nor fcarce. - 
Lie ftill, without-a fee; when every word | 
Your Worfhip but lets fall, is a Cecchine ! ae a 
oe [Another -kasocks. 
Who’s that? one knocks, I would not have you {een, Sir. 
And yet— pretend you came, and went in hatte 3 
Pil fathion an eecie, And, gentle Sir, | 
When you do come to fwim ; in golden Lard, 
Up to the Arms, in Hoby, that your Chin 
Is born up ftiff, with fatnefs of the Flood, 
Think on your Vaflal; but remember me: ae. 
I ha’ not been your worft of Clients. Volt. Mo{ct-—~ 
Mof: When will you have your Inventory brought, Sir? 
Or fee a Copy of the Will ? (anon ) 7 
I'll bring ’em to you, Sir. Away, be gone, 
Put bufinefs i’ your Face. Volp. Excellent Mofca! 
Come hither, let mé kifs thee. Aof: Keep you ftill, Sir, 
Here is Corbaccio. Volp. Set the Plate away, 
The Vulture’s gone, and the old Raven’s come. 


Act I Scene IV. 
Maofca, Corbaccio, Volpone. 


Bs you, to your filence, and your fleep: 
Stand there, and multiply. Now, thall we fee 
A wretch who.is (indeed ) more impotent, 
Than this can fain to be; yet hopes to hop 
Over his Grave. Signior Corbaccio! 
Yo’are very welcome, Sir. 

Corb. How do’s your Patron ? 

Mof. Troth, as he did, Sir ; no amends. 

Corb. What? mends he ? 7 

Mof. No, Sir: he is racher worfe. 

Corb. That’s well - Where is he ? 

Mof: Upon his Couch, Sir, newly fall’n afleep. 

Ccrb. Do’s he fleep well ? 

Mof. No wink; Sir, all chis Nighe, 
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Nor yefterday ; but flumbers, 
Corb. Good! He thall take | | 
Some Counfel of Phyficians: I have brought him 


YW 
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- An Opiate here, from mine own Doctor-— 
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Mof. He will note hear of Drugs. : 
Corb. Why ? I my felf | 

Stood by, while twas made; faw all ch’ Ingredients: 

And know, ie cannot but molt gently work. 

My life for his, ’tis but to make him flcep. 
Volp, 1, his laft fleep,if he would take ic. dof: Sir, 

He has no faith in Phyfick. Cor "Say you? “fay you: 
Mof. He has no faith in Phyfick: he do’s.chiak, 

Mott of your Doétors are the greater danger, . . 

And worfe Difeafe, ¢ efcape. Ioften have 

Heard him proteft, chat your Phyfician 

Should never be his Heir. Corb, Not I his Heir? 

_ Mof. Not your Phyfician,Sir. Corb. O, no, no, no, 

I do not meanic. Mof. No, Sir, nor their fees 

He cannot brook: he fays, they flay a Man, — 

Before they kill him. Corb. Right, Ido conceive you. 
Mof. And then, they do ie by Experiment ; 


For which the Law not only doth abfolve ’em, 


_ Drawa longer chan ’rwas wont. 
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co? 


_ As I did urge him co it, for your good 


But gives them great seward : and, he is loch 
To hire his death, fo. Corb. Ic is true, they kill, 

ith as much licenfe, as aJudge. of. Nay, more; 
For he but kills, Sir, where the Law condemns, — 


_And thefe can kill him too. Corb. I, or me; 


Or any Man. How do’shis Apoplex?” _ 
Is that ftrong onhim ftill? Adof- Moft violent. - 
His Speech is broken, and his Eyes are fet, 
His Face drawn longer, than ’twas wont-———= 
Ccerb. How? how? ee 
Stronger, than he was wont? of. No, Sir: his Face 
Corb. O, good. 
Mof. His Mouth 
Is ever gaping, and his Eye-lids hang. Corb. Good. 
Mof.. A freezing numnefs ftiffens all his Joints, 
And makes che colour of his Fleth like Lead. 
Corb. "Tis good. : ; 
.- Mof.: His Pulfe beats flow, and dull. 
. Corb. Good fymptoms fiill. 
Mof., And from his Brain, —— 
Corb, Ha? how? nor from his Brain ? 
Mof. Yes, Sir, and trom his Brain —— 
( Corb. I conceive you, good. ) 
Mof. Flows a cold Swear, with a continual Rhume, 
Forth the refolved corners of his Eyes. 
. Corb, Is't poflible? yet Iam better, ha! 
Flow do’s he, wich the {wimming of his Heade 
Mf. O, Sir,’tis paft che Scotomy ; he now, 
Hath loft his feeling, and hath left co {nore : 
You hardly can perceive him,that he breaths. 
Corb. Excellent, excellent,fure I fhall out-laft him: 
This makes me young again, a {core of Years. 
Aff. was a coming for you, Sir. : 
Corb. Has he made his Will? 
What has he givame? Mo: No, Sir. Corb. Nothing? ha? 
Mof. He has not made his Will, Sir. Corb. Oh,oh, oh. 
What then did Voltore, the Lawyer, here ? a 
Mof. He {nielt a Carcafs, Sir, when he but heard 
My Matter was about his Teftament ; 


Corb He came unto him, did he? I thought fo. 

Alf, Yes, and pretented him this piece of Plate. 
Corb. To be his Heir ? | 
Mof. 1 do not know, Sir. Corb. True, 


~ Tknow ittoo. Atof- By your own Scale, Sir. 


Cuorh, Well, 
I thal! prevenc him, yet. See Mofca, look, 
Izre, | have broughe a Bag of bright Cecchines, 
VVill guice weigh down his Plate. 

Atof. Yea, marry, Sir. | 
This is true Phyfick, this your facred Medicine; 
No taik of Opiates, to this great Elixir. | 


Corb. *Tis aurum palpabile, if not potabile. 
It thall be minifter’d to him, in his Bowle ? 
Corb. I, do, do,do. A4ef- Mott blefied Cordial. 
This will recover him. Corb. Yes, do, do, do. 
Mof. Uthink it were not beft, Sir. 
Corb. VVhat? Mof. To recover him. 
Corb, O, no, no,no ; by no means. 
Mof. VVhy, Sir, chis 
VVill work fome ftrange effect, if he but feel it. 
Corb.”Tis crue, therefore forbear, Pll take my ventures 
Give me’t again. Mof. At no hand; pardon me; 
You fhall not do your felf chat wrong, Sir. I 
VVill fo advife you, you fhall have ic all. 
Corb. How? : 
Mof. All, Sir, ’tis your right, your own; no Man 
Can claim a pare: “tis yours, without a rival, 
Decreed by deftiny. Corb. How? how, good Mofca2 
Mo. Vil cell you, Sir. This fic he thall recover; 
Corb. I do conceive you. 
Mof. And, on firftadvantage _ 
Of his gain’d fenfe, will I re-importune him 
Unto the making of his Teftament: 
And fhew him this. Corb. Good, good. 
Mof. ’Tis better yer, | 
If you will hear, Sir. Corb. Yes, wich all my héart. 
Mof. Now, would I counfel you, make home with 
There, frame a VVil; whereto you hall in{cribe ({peed; 
My Matter your fole Heir. Corb. And disinherie 
My Son? AMof: O, Sir, the better: for that colour 
Shall make it much more taking. Ccrb. O, but colour? 
Mof. This Will, Sir, you fhall fend ic unco me. 
Now, when I come to inforce (as I will do ) 
Your Cares, your Watchings, and your many ‘Prayers, 
Your more than many Gifts, your this days Prefent, 
And laft, produce your Will ; where (without thoughe, 
Or leaft regard, unto your proper Iffue, 
A Son {fo brave, and highly meriting ) | 
The ftream of your diverted love hath thrown you 
Upon my Matfter, and made kim your Heir : 
He cannot be fo itupid, or ftone-dead, : 
But out of Confcience, and meer Gratitude ——— 
Corb. He muft pronounce me his ? 
Mof.*Tistrue. Corb. This Plot | 
Did I think on before. Af Ido believeic. 
Corb. Do you not believe it? Ad Yes, Sir. 
Corb. Mine own project. 
Mof. Which when he hath done, Sir —~ 
Corb..Publifhed me his Heir ? , 
Mof. And you focertain, to furvive him—-Corb. I. 
Mof: Being fo lufty a Man— Cord. ’Tis crue. | 
Mof. Yes, Sir—— | 
Corb. I thought on that too. See, how he fhould be 
The very Organ, to exprefs my thoughts! 7 
Mof. You have not only done your felf a good— 
Corb. But multiplied icon my Son. Mof Tis righe,Sir. 
Corb. Stil, my invention. Mof:’Lafs, Sir, Heaven knows, 
It hath beeri all my {tudy, all my care, 
(I’ een grow grey withal) how to work things— 
Corb. I do conceive,fweet Mo/ca. Ao. You are he, 
For whom [ labour,here. Corb. I, do, do, do: 
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Corb. I know thee honeft. 

Mof. You do lie, Sir Corb. And— 

Mof. Your knowledge is no better than your Ears, Sir. 

Corb. I do nor doubt, to be a Father to thee. 

Mof: Nor I to gull my Brother of his Blefling. | 

Corb. I may ha’ my youth reftor'd to me, why not 2 

Mof. Your Worfhip is a precious AfS—- 

Corb. What faift chou ? | a 

Mof. 1 do defire your Worfhip, to make hafte, Sir. 

Corb. "Tis done, ’tis done,I go. Volp. O, I thall bur ft 5 
Let out my fides, let oue my fides— of: Contain 
Your flux of laughter, Sir: you know, this hope 
Is fuch a bait, ic covers any Hook. | , 

| | Vol) EO, 
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Volp. O, but thy working, and thy placing ic! Ctrv. O, my dear Mfc. Do's he not perceive us ? 
1 cannot hold ; good Rafcal, lee me kifs thee: [ They embrace. 
I never knew thee, in fo rare a humour. : Mof. No more than a blind Harper. He knows noMan 
Mof. Alas, Sir, 1 but do, as I am taught ; No Face of Friend, nor name of any Servane, 
Follow your grave inftru@ions ; give ‘em words ; Who’r was that fed him Jaft,or gave him drink ? 
24/ Pour Oyl inro_their Ears: and fend chem hence. Not thofe, he hath begotten, or brought up 
Volp. "Tis true, ’tis true. What a rare punifhment Can he remember. Corv. Has he Children. 
Is avarice, to it felf? Mof. 1, with our help, Sir. Mof. Baftards, | 
Volp. So many cares, fo many maladies, Some dozen, or more, that he begot on Beggers, | 
So many fears attending on old age, os Gypfies,and Fews, and black- Moors, when he was drunk, 
Yea, death fo often call’d on, as no wifh Knew you not that, Sir ? *Tis the common Fable. 
Can be more frequent with ’em, their Limbs faint, The Dwarf, the Fool, the Eunuch are all his; 
Their Senfes dull, cheir Seeing, Hearing, Going, His the true Father of his Family, 
All dead before them ; yea, their very Teeth, | In all, fave me: but he has giv’en em nothing. | (us? 
Their Inftruments of eating, failing them: . Corv. That’s well,that’s well. Are fure he does-not hear 
Yet this is reckon’d life! Nay, herewasone, Mof. Sure, Sir ? why, look you, credit your own Scnie, 
Is now gone home, that withes to live longer! The Pox approach, and add to your Difeafes, 
Feels not his Gout, nor Palfie, fains himfelt If i¢ would fend you hence the fooner, Sir, 
Younger, by fcoresof Years, flatrers his Age, | For your incontinence, it hath deferv’d ic 
With sel ie belying it, hopes he may Throughly, and throughly, and the Plague to boot. 


VVith Charms, like e&/on, have his Youth reftor’d : (You may come near, Sir) would you would once clofe 
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And with thefe thoughts fo battens, as if Fate | Thofe a“ Eyes of yours, that flow with flime, 
VVould be as eafily cheated on, as he, Like two Frog-pits ; and thofe fame hanging Cheeks, 
And all curns Air! V Vho’s that there, now ? a third ? Cover’d with Hide, inftead of Skin: (nay, help, Sir) 
[ Another knocks.} That look like frozen Difh-clouts, fet on end. | 
Mof. Clofe, to your Couch again: I hear his Voice. | Corv. Or,like an old fmok’d wall, on which the Rain 
It is Corvino, our {pruce Merchant. Volp. Dead. Ran down in ftreaks. of: Excellent, Sir, {peak our; . 
Mof, Another bout,Sir, with your Eyes. VVho'sthere? | You may be louder yet: a Culvering, 
Difcharged in his Ear, would hardly bore it. 
Act I Scene V. o —— —- iis a onal fhewer, {till running. 
: Mo. ’Tis ! and, what his Mouth ? 
Mofca, Corvino, Volpone. Corv. A a draughe. 
Ignior Corvino! come molt witht for: O, | Mof. O, ftop ic up—— Corv. By no means. 
How happy were you, if you knew it, now! Mof. ’Pray i. let me. o> 
Corv. Why? what? wherein? : : Faith I could itifle him rarely, wich a Pillow. 
Mo{. The tardy Hour is come, Sir. As well as any Woman that fhould keep him. | 
Corv. He is not dead? Mof. Not dead,Sir, but as good;] Corv. Do as you will, buc Pll be gone. AZo/: Be fo; 
He knows no Maft. Corv. How hall I do then ? It is your prefence makes him laft fo long. | 
Mof. Why, Sir ? Corv. I pray youufe no violence. Mf. No, Sir? why ? 
Corv. I have brought him here a Pearl. Why fhould you be chus fcrupulous ? ’pray you, Sir. 
Mof. Perhaps, he has | Cor.Nay,at your difcretion. A4o/.Well,good Sir, begone. 
So much remembrance left, as to know you, Sir ; Cory. I will not trouble him now, to take my Pearl. 
He ftill calls on you; nothing but your name Mof- Puh, nor your Diamond. What a needlefs care 
Is in his Mouth: Js your Pearl Orient, Sir? Is this affiiGs you? Is not all-here yours? — 
Corv. Venice was never owner of thelike. Am not I here? whom you have made your Creature ? 
Volp. Signior Corvino. Mof. Hark. That owe my being to you? Corv. Grateful Mofce! 
Velp. Signior Corvino. Thou art my friend, my fellow, my companion, 
Mof. He calls you, ftep and give ithim. H’s here, Sir, | My partner, and fhale thare in all my Fortunes. 
And he has brought you a rich Pearl. Mof. Excepting one. Corv. What's that? . 
Corv. How do you, Sir ? | |  Mof. Your gallant Wife, Sir. 
Tell him, it doubles the twelf Carac?. Mf. Sir, Now, is he gone: we had no other means, 
He cannot underftand, his Hearing’s gone, | To fhoot him hence, but this, Volp. My divine Mofca! 
And yet it comforts him, to fee yoa— Coro. Say, Thou haft to day out-gone thy felf Who's there ? 
I have a Diamond for him, too. Mof. Beft thew’t, Sir, 7 [ Another knocks. 
Put ie into his hand; ’tis only there I will be troubled with no more. Prepare 
He apprehends: he has his feeling, yet. | Me Mufick, Dances, Banquets, all Delights ; 
See how he grafps it! Corv. Las, good Gentleman! The Turk is not more fenfuat.in his Pleafures, 
How pittiful the Sightis! Adof. ‘Tut, forger, Sir. | Than will Volpone. Let me fee, a Pearl ? 
26/ The weeping. of an Heir fhould ftill be laughter, A Diamane? Plate? Cecebiner? good mernings purchafe 5 
Under a Vifor. Corv. Why? am I his Heir? Why, this is better than rob Churches, yet : 
Mof. Sir, lam {worn, I may not thew the Will, Or fat, by eating ( once a Month ) a Man. 
Till he be dead: But, here has been Corbaceio, VVho is’t. Mo/. The beauteous Lady Hculd-bee, Sir, 
Here has been Voltore, here were others too, VVife coche Englifh Knight, Sir Politique Would- bee, 
I cannot number ’em, they were fo many, ( This is che ftile, Sir, is dire&ed me ) | 
All gaping here for Legacies; but I, Hath fent to know, how you have flept to night, 
Taking the vantage of his naming you, And if you would be vifited. Volp. Not, now. 
( Signior Corvino, Signior Corvino ) took —- | Some three hours hence. —~ 
Paper, and Pen, and Ink, and there I ask’d him, Mof. I told the Squire fo much. 
Whom he would have his Heir? Corvino. Who Volp. When I am high with Mirth,and Wine: then,theni 
Should be Executor ? Corvino. And, 7 *Fore Heaven, I wonder at the defperate valour | 
To any queftion, he was filent too, Of che bold Englifh, that they dare let loofe 
I ftill interpreted the nods, he made Their VVives, to all encounters! Aof- Sir, this Knighe 


(Through weaknefs)for confent:and fent home th’others, | Had not his name for nothing, he is politique, 


262 Nothing bequeath’d them, but to cry, and curfe. And knows, how ere his VVife affedt ftrange Airs, - 
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She hath not yet the Face to be difhonett: . 
But had fhe Signior Corvino’s Wives Face—— 
Vol. Has the fo rare a Face? Mo: O, Sir, the Wonder, 
The Blazing Star of Italy ! a Wench 
O’ the firlt Year! a Beauty ripe as Harveft ! 
Whofe Skin is whiter than a Swan all over! 
Than Silver, Snow, or Lillies! a foft Lip, 
Would tempt you to eternity of Kifling ! 
And Flefh that melreth in the touch to Blood! 
Bright as your Gold, and lovely. as your Gold:! 
Volp. Why had.not I known this before? = 
Mof. Alas, Sir-—My felf but yefterday difcover'd it. 
Volp. How might Ifee her? ~Aof. O, nor poflible ; 
She’s kept as warily asisyour Gold, _ 
Never does come abroad, never takes Air, 
But at a Window. All her Looks are {weet, 
As the firft Grapes or Cherries, and are watch’d 
As neer as they are. Volp. I muft fee her —— Mof Sir, 
There is a Guard of ten Spies thick upon her, 
All his whole Honfhold ; each of which is fee 
Upon his Fellow, and have all their Charge ; _ 
When he goes out, when he comes in, examin‘d. 
Volp. I will go fee her, though but at her Window. 
Mo. In fome Difguife then. Yolp. That is true: I muft 
Maintain mine own Shape ftill the fame: We'll think. 


Act II. 
-Politich Would-be, Peregrine. 


Ir, to a wife Man all the World’s his Soil. . 

It is not Italy, nor France, nor Enrope, | 
That muft bound me, if my Fates call me forth. 
. Yet, I proteft, it is no fale Defire 
Of feeing Countries, fhifting a Religion, 
Nor any difaffe@tion to the State 
‘Where I was bred (and unto which I owe 
My deareft Plots) hath brought me outs much lefs 
That idle, antick, ftale, grey headed Proje& 
‘Of knowing Mens Minds and Manners, with U/y/es : 
But a peculiar Humour of my Wifes, 
Laid for this height of Venice, to obferve, 
, Woquote, to learn the Language, and fo forth—— 
203 J hope you travel, Sir, with Licenfe. Per. Yes. | 

Pol. i dare the fafelier converfe—— How long, Sir, » 

' Since you left England 2? Per. Seven Weeks. Pol. So lately: 
You ha’ not been with my Lord Ambaflador ? 

Per. Not yet, Sir. 8 

Pol. Pray you, what News, Sir, vents our Climate? 
I heard laft night a moft ftrange thing reported 
By fome of my Lord’s Followers, and I long 
To hear how ’twill be feconded. Per. What was’t, Sir? 


Scene .I.. 


283° Pol. Marry, Sir, of a Raven that thould build 


In a Ship Royal of the King’s. Per. This Fellow, 
Does he gull me, trow ? or is gull’'d ? Your Name, Sir? 
Pol. My Name is Polstich Would-be. } 
» Per, O, that {fpeakshim. A Knight, Sir? 
Pol. A poor Knight, Sir. Per. Your Lady 
Lies here in Venice, for Intelligence 
Of Tires, and Fafhions, and Behaviour, 
Among the Courtezans? the Fine Lady Would-be ? 
Pol. Yes,Sir, the Spider and che Bee, oft-times, 
Suck from one Flower. Per. Good Sir Polstick, 
Icry you mercy; I have heard much of you: 
is true, Sir, of your Raven. Pol. On your knowledg ? 
Per. Yes,and your Lion’s Whelping in the Tower. 
Pol. Another Whelp! | 
Per. Another, Sir. Pol. Now, Heaven! 
What Prodigies be thefe ? The Fires at Berwick ! 
And-the new Star! Thefe things concurring, ftrange ! 
And full of Owen ! Saw you thefe Meteors ? 
Per. I did, Sir. | 
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Pol. Fearful! Pray you, Sir, confirm me, - 
Were there three Porpoifes feen above the Bridge, —- 26 
As they give out ? Per. Six, and a Sturgeon, Sir, 
Pol. 1 am aftonifh’d. Per. Nay, Sir, be not fo; 
rit cell you a greater Prodigy than thefe | 
Pol. V Vhat fhould thefe things portend ! 
Per, The very day 
(Let me be fure) that I put forth from Lendon, 
There was a VVhale difcover’d in the River, tbs 
As high as Wolwich, chat had waited there 


| (Few know how many Months) for the Subverfion 


Of the Stode-Fleet. Pol. Is’t poffible ? Believe i, 
Twas either fent from Spain, or the Archdukes! | 
Spinola’s VVhale, upon my Life, my Credic ! 

VVill they not leave thefe Projects? VVorthy Sir, 
Some other News. Per. Faith, Stone the Fool is dead, 
And they do lack a Tavern-fool extreamly. 

Pol. Is Mafs’ Stone dead. | 

Per. He’s dead, Sir; why ? I hope 
You thought him not Immortal? O, this Knighe 
(V Vere he well known) would be a precious thing 
To fit our Englifh Stage : He that fhould write 
But fuch a Fellow, fhould be choughe co feign 
Extremely, if not malicioufly. Pol. Stone dead! 

Per. Dead. Lord! how deeply, Sir, you apprehend it? 
He was no Kinfman to you? Po/. That I know of. 
VVell! chat fame Fellow was an unknown Fool. 

Per. And yet you knew him, it feems ? Pol.1 did fo. Sir, 
I knew him one of the moft dangerous Heads 
Living within the Seate, and fo I held him. 

Per. Indeed, Sir? Pol. VVhile he liv’d, in aGion, 
He has receiv’d weekly Intelligence, 

Upon my knowledge, out of the Low Countries, 
(For all Parts of che VVorld) in Cabbages ; 
And thofe difpens’d again to Ambafladors, 

In Oranges, Musk-melons, Apricots, 

Limons, Pomecitrons, and fuch-like ; fometimes 
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— | In Colchefter-Oy fters, and your Se//ey-Cockles. 


Per. You make me wonder! 
Pol. Sir, upon my knowledge. 
Nay, I have obferv’d him, at your Publick Ordinary, 
Take his Advertifement from a Traveller 
(A conceal’d Statefman) in a Trencher of Meat ; 
And inftantly, before the Meal was done, 
Convey an Anf{wer in a Tooth-pick. Per. Strange! - 
How could this be, Sir ? Po/. VVhy, the Meat was cut 
So like his Charaéter, and fo laid, as he 
Muff eafily read the Cypher. Per. 1 have heard, 
He could not read, Sir. Pol. So *twas given out 
(In politie) by thofe that did employ him: 
But he could read, and had your Languages, 
And to’t, as found a Noddle Per. I have heard, Sir, 
That your Babiouns were Spies, and that chey were 
A kind of fubrle Nation, near to China. 
Pol. 1,1, your Mamuluchi. Faith, they had 
Their Hand in a French Plot or two ; but they 
VVere fo extremely given to VVomen, as 
They made difcovery of all: Yee I 
Had my Advices here (on Wednefday \aft) 
From one of their own Coat, they were return’d, 
Made their Relations, (as the Fafhion is) 
And now ftand fair for freth Employment. Per.’Heare ! 
This Sir Pol. will be ignorance of nothing. 
It feems, Sir, you know all? Po. Not all, Sir: .But 
I have fome general Notions : I do love 
To note, and to obferve; though I live out 
Free from the active Torrent, yet ld mark 
The Currents and the Paflages of Things, 
For mine own private ufe; and know the Ebbs 
And Flows of State. Per. Believe it, Sir, I hold 
My felf in no {mall tie unto my Fortunes, 
For cafting me chus luckily upon you, 
VVhofe Knowledge (if your Bounty equal it) 
May do me great Affiftance, in Inftru@ion 


For 
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we 


Tbe Fox. 


. For my Behaviour, and my bearing, which 


Is yet fo rude, and raw—— Pol. Why ? came you forth 
Empty of Rules, for travail? Per. Faith, I had 


genome common ones, from out that vulgar Grammar, 
2o0W 


hich he, that cry’d Italien to me, taughe me. 
Pol. Why, this it is, chat {poyls all our brave Bloods, 
Trufting our hopeful Gentry unto Pedants, » 


*Fellows of out-fide, and ‘meer bark. You feem 
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Tobea Gentleman, of ingenious Race—— 

I not profefs it, but my fate hath been 

Tobe, where I have been confulced wich, 

In this high kind, touching fome great Mens Sons, 
Perfons of Blood, and Honour-—— Per. Who be 


thefe, Sir? a 
Ac II. Scene IL. 3 
Mofea, Politique, Peregrine, Volpone, Nano, Grege. 


Nder that Window, there’t muft be. . The fame. 

L Pol.Fellows,to mount a Bank !Did your Inftructer 
In the dear Tongues, never dilcourfe to you = : 
OF the Italian Mountebanks? Per. Yes, Sir. Pol. Why, 
Here thall you fee oné. Per. They are Quack-falvers, 
Fellows, that live by venting Oyls, and Drugs? 

Pojl. Was that the Character he gave you of them? 

Per. AsI remember. Pol. Pitty his ignorance. 
They are the only knowing Men of Europe ! 
Great general Schollars, excellene Phyficians, 


_ Moft admird States-men, profeft Favourites, 


And Cabinet-Counfellors to the greateft Princes! 
The only languag’d Men of all the World! 
Per. And, Ihave heard, they are moft lewd Impoftors; 
Made all of Terms and Shreds ; no lefs belyers 
Of great Mens favours, than their own vile Med’cines; 
Which they will utter upon monftrous Oaths : 
Selling that drug, for Two-pence, e’re they part, 
WVhich they have valu’d at Twelve Crowns, before. | 
Pol. Sir, Calumnies are anfwer’d beft with filence: 
Your felf fhall judge. VVho is it mounts, my Friends? 
Mof. Scoto of Mantua, Sir. Pol. Isthe? nay, then 
Pil proudly promife, Sir, you fhall behold 
Another Man, than has been phanr'fied to you. 


J wonder, yet, that he fhould mount his Bank, — 


‘Herein this Nook, that has been wont t’ appear 


In Face of the Psazz2! Here, he comes. 
“Volp. Mount, Zany. Gre. Follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow. i | 
Pol. See how the People follow him ! he’s a Man 
May write 10000 Crowns in Bank here. Note, 
Mark but his Gefture :I do ufe to obferve 
The ftate he keeps, in getting up! Per. "Tis worth ie, Sir. 
Volp. Moft noble Gent. and my worthy Patrons, it.may 
feem ftrange, that I, your Scoto Mantuano, who was ever 
wont to fix.my Bank in Face of the publick Piazza, near 
the fnelter of the Portico, to the Procuratia, fhould now 
(after Eight Months abfence, from this Illuftrious City of Ve- 
nice) humbly retire my felf, intoan ob{cure Nook of the Piazza. 
Pol. Did not I, now, obje& the fame? Per. Peace, Sir. 
Volp. Let me tell you : I am not (as your Lombard Proverb 
faith) cold on my Feet ; or content to part with my Commo- 


dities at a cheaper rate, than I accuftomed : look not for it. 


Nor that the calumnious reports of that impudent Detratior, 
and (hame to our Profefion,. (Aleflandro Buttone, I mean) 


who gave out, in publick, Iwas condemn'd a Sforzato to the 


* Galleyes, for poyfoning the Cardinal Bembo’s——~Cook, hath | 


at all attached, much lef{s dejested me. No, no, worthy Gent. 
(to tell you true) I cannot indure to fee the Rabble of thefe 
ground Ciarlitani, that [pred their Clokes om the Pavement, 
as if they meant to do feats of activity, and then come in 


lamely, with their mouldy Tales out of Boccacio, like ftale 


| Tabarine, the Fabulift : fome of them difcourfing their Tra- 


wels, and of their tedious Captivity in the Turks Galleys, 
when indeed (were the truth known ) they were the Chri- | 
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fiians Gallies, where very temp’rately they eat Bread, and 
drunk Water as a wholfom Penance (enjoyn'd them by their 
Confeffors) for bafe Pilferies. : 
Pot, Note but his bearing, and contempt of thefe. 
Volp. Thefe Turdy-facy-nafty-paty-loufie-fartical Rogues, 
wit ome poor Groats-worth of unprepar’d Antimony, finely 
wrapt up im feveral Scarcoccios, are able, very well, xo 
Rill their twenty a Week, and play; yet, thefe meager 
ftarv’d Spirits, who have balf ftopt the Organs of their Minds 
with Earthy oppilations, want not their Favourers amon 
your forivel’d, fallad eating Artizans : who are oversoy” hie 
that they may have their Half-pe'rth of Phyfick, 
purge ‘em ints another World, ’t makes no matter. 
Pol, Excellent !ha’ you heard better Language, Sir? 
‘Volp. Well, let ’em go. And Gentlemen, boncurable Gentle” 


though it 


‘men, know, that for this time, our Bank, being thus remov'd 


From the Clamours of the Canaglia, fhall be the Scene of 
Pleafure and Delight : For, I have nothing to fell, little or 
nothing to fell. | | 

Pol. Itold you, Sir, his end. Per. You did fo, Sir. . - 
Volp. I proteft, I, and my fix Servants axe not able to make 
of this pretions Liquor, fo faft, as it is ferch’d away from my 
Lodging by Gentlemen of your City ; {trangers of the Terra- 
ferma 3 wor{hipful Merchants; I, and Senators too: who, e- 
ver fince my arrival, have detained me to their afes, by their 
[plendidoss Liberalities. And worthily. For, what avails 
your rich Man to have bis Magazines (tuft with Mofcadelly, 
or of the pureft. grape, when bis Phyficians prefcribe him (on 
pain of death) to drink nothing but Water, cocted with Ani- 
feeds? O, health ! health 1 the bleffing of the Rich ! the Riches 
of the Poor! who can buy thee at too dear arate, fince there 
uso enjoying this World without thee? Be not then fo [pa- 
ring of your Purfes, honourable Gentlemen, as to abridge the 
natural courfe of Life , 

Per. You fee his end ? Pol. I, is’t not good ? | 
Volp. For, when a humid Flux, or Catarrh, by the muta- 


bility of Air, falls from your Head into an Arm or Shoulder, 


or any other part, take you @ Duckat, or your Cecchine of 
Gold, and apply to the place affected : fee, what good cffeet it 
can work, No, no, “tis.this bleffed Unguento, this rare ex- 
trattion, that bath only power to difperfe all malignant Hu- 
mours, that proceed, either of bot, cold, moyft, or windy 
Caufes 7 


obferve. | 
Vo|p. Zo fortifie the moft indigeft and, crude Stomack, I 
were it of ome that (through extream weakne/s ) vomited 
Blood, applying only a warm Napkin to the Place, after the 
Unttion and Fricace ; for the Vertigine, in the Head, putting 
but a drop into your Noftrils, likewife, behind the Ears; a 
moft foveraign and appreved Remedy : the Mal-caduco, 
Cramps, Comvulfions, Paralyfies, Epilepfies, Tremor-cordia, 
retired Nerves, ill Vapours of the Spleen, fopping of tke 
Liver, the Stone, the Strangury, Hernia ventota, Iliaca 
paflio ; fops a Difenteria tmmediately ; eafeth the Terfion 
of the {mall Guts and cures Melancholia Hypocondri- 
aca, being taken and applyed, according to my printed Re- 
ceipt. For, this is the Phyfician, this the Me- 
dicine 3 this Counfels, this Cures this giv.s the 
Direétion, this works the Effect : and (in (um) beth 
togetber may be term'd an abjtraéd of the Thecrick 
and Practickin the AAculapian Art. “Twill cof 
you Eight Crowns. And, Zan Fritada, pry thee fing a 
Verfe extempore i Honour of st. , 

Pol. How do you like him, Sir? Per. Mott ftrangely, I! 

Pol. Is not his Language rare? Per. Buc Alchimy, 
I never heard the like : or Broughtons Books, 


SONG 


Pointing 
co his Bill 
and _shis 
Glas. 


Ad old Hippocrates, or Galen, 
Ha: to their Books put Aded’cines all in) 
But known this Secret, they had never 
(Of which they wi be guilty ever) a 

| | Y Been 


Per. I would he had put in dry to. Pol. ’Pray you, — 
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Been murderers of {0 much Paper, 
Or wafted many @ burtlefs taper: 
No Indian drug bad e’re been famed, 
Tabacco, Saflafras sot named ; 

Ne yet, of Guacum one fmall fick, Sir, 
Nor Raymund Lullies great Elixir. 

Ne, bad been known the Banith Gon{wart. 
Or Paracellus, with bis long Sword. 


Per. All this, yet, will notdo; Eight Crownsis high. | 
Volp. No more. Gentlemen, sf I bad but time to difcourfe 
to you the miraculous effects of this my Oyl, furnamed ogiio 
del Soom with the countle{s Catalogue of thofe I bave 
cured of th’ aforefaid, and many more Difeafes ; the Pat- 
tents and Priviledges of all the Princes and Commomwealths 
of Chriftendom ; or but the difpofitions of shofe that appear d 


on my part, before the Signiory of the Sanita, and mo/t 


learned Calledge of Phyfitians ; where I was authorized, upon 
notice taken of the admirable Vertues of my Medicaments, and 
mine own Excellency, is matter of rare and unknown Se- 
crets, not only to difperfe them publickly im this famous 
City, but in all the Territories, that happily joy under the 
Government of the mojt pious and magnificent States of Italy. 
But may fome other gallant Fellow fay, O, there be divers 
that make profefion to bave as good, and as experiment- 
ed Receipts as yours: Indeed, very many have affay'd, like 
Apes in smitation of that, which is really and effentially in me, 
to make of this Oyl ; beftow'd great coft in Furnaces, Stills, 
Alembecks, continual Fires, and preparation of the Ingredients, 
(as indeed there goes to st Six hundred feveral fimples, be- 
fides, fome quantity of buman Fat, for the conglutination, 
which we buy of the Anatomifts) but, when thefe Praclitioners 
come to the laf decottion, blow, blow, puff, puff, and all flies 
in fumo : ba, ha, ba. Poor Wretches! Irather pitty their Folly 
and Indifcretion, than thesr lofs of Time and Money ; for tho/e 
may be recovered by induftry : but to be a Fooll born is a Di{- 
cafe incurable. For my felf, I always from my youth bave 
endeavour'd to get the rareft Secrets, and book thems esther 
in exchange or for Money: I {pared nor coft ,nor labour, where 
any thing was aorthy to be learned. And Gentlemen, bo- 
nourable Gentlemen, I will undertake (by vertue of Chymical 
“Art) out of the honourable Hat thot covers your Head, to ex- 
« tract the Four Elements ; that isto fay, the Fire, Air, Wa- 
ter, and Earth, and return you your Felt withoat burn or [tain. 
For, whilft otbers have been at the Balloo, I bave been at my 
270 Book: and am now paft the craggy Paths of Study, and come 
to the flowry Plains of Honour and Reputation. 
Pol. I do affure you, Sir, that is his aim. 
Volp. But, to our price. Per. And that withal, Sir Pol, 
Volp. You all know, (honourable Gentlemen) I never va- 
led this Ampulla, or Villa, at le/s than Eight Crowns 5 but 
for this time, I am content to be depriv’d of it for fix; Six 
Crowns is the prices and lefs in courtefie I know you cannot 
offer me: take st or leave it, bowfoever, both it and I am 
at your fervice. ask you not as the value of the thing, for 
then I fhould demand of you a thoufand Crowns, fo the Car- 


dinals Montalto, Fernefe, the great Duke of Tufcany, my | 


Goffip, with divers other Princes have given me; but I de- 
Spife Money : only to fhew my affection to you, Honourable 
Gentlemen, and your slluftrions State bere, I bave megletted 
the Meffages of thefe Princes, mine own Offices, fram’d my 
Journey bither, only to prefent you with the Fruits of my Travels, 
une your Voyces once more to the touch of your Inftruments, and 
| give the honourable Affembly fome delightful Recreation. 
Per. VVhat monftrous and moft painful Circumftance 
2701s here, to get fome three or four Gazets ! 
Some Three-pence i’th’ whole, for that *twill come to. 
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Ox that would laft long, lift to my Song, 
Make no more coyl, but buy of this Onl. 
Would you be ever fair and young? 
_ Stout of Teeth 5 and ftrong of Tongue ? 


\ 


| T may noclofe him, for my mirth, till nighe 


Tbe Fox 


Tart of Palat? quick of ear? 
Sharp of fight? of Noftrs clear? 
Most of Hand? and light of Foot ? 
(Or I asl come nearer te't 

Would you Ieve free from all Difeafes ? 
Do the a&, your Miftris pleafes ; | 
Yea fright all Aches from your Bones? 
Here’s @ Med’cine for the Nomes. 
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Volp. Well, I am in a bumour (at this time) to make a 
Prefent of the {mall quantity my Coffer contains : tothe Rick 
in Courtefie, and tothe poor, for Gods fake. Wherefore sow 
mark; I ask’d you Six Crowns; and Six Crowns, at 
other times, you have paid me; you fhall not give me Six 
siraer nor Five, nor Four, nor Three, nor Two, mdr One ; 
nor balf a Duckat ; no, nor a muccinigo : Six—pence st wi 
coft - or Six hundred Pound—expect no lower price, for by 
toe Banner of my Front, I will not bate a bagatine, that I 
will have only a Pledge of your Loves, to carry fometbing 
from among ft you, to {hew, I ams not contemn’d by you. There- : 
fore, now, tofs your Handkerchiefs, chearfully, chearfully, and 
be advertifed, shat the firft beroick Spirit, that deigns to 
ped me, with a Handkerchief, I will gsve it a little remens. 

rance of fomething, befide, {hall pleafe it better, than if Ibad 
prefented it with a double Piftolet. , 
Per. VVill you be that heroick Spark, Sir Pol? 
O, fee ! the VVindow has prevented you. 
(Celia at the Window throws duwn ber Handkerchief. 
Volp. Lady, I kifs your Bounty, and for this timely Grace you 
ave done your poor Scoto of Mantua, I will return you over 
and above my Oyl, @ Secret of that high and ineftimable Na- 
ture, {hall make you for ever enamourd on that Minute, | 
wherein your Eye frft defcended cn fo mean (yet not altoge- 
ther to be de[pir'd) an Object. Here is a Poulder conceal’d in 
this Paper, of which, if I fuould {peak to the worth, Nine 
thoufand Volumns were but as one Page, that Page as a Line, 
that Line asa word : fo {hort is this Pilgrimage of Man (which 
forme call Life) to the expreffing of it. Would I refledt.on the 
price? shy, the whole World were but as an Empire, that 
Empire as a Province, that Province as a Bank, that Bank as 
@ private Purfe to the purchafe of it. I will only tell you; It is 
the Poulder that made Venus a Goddefs (given ber by Apollo) 
that kept her perpetually young, clear'd ber Wrincles, firen’d ben 
Gums, fil'd ber Skin, colour'd ber Hair ; from ber deriv’d to 
Helen, and at the fack of Troy (unfortunately) lof : till now, 
in this our Age, it was as happily recovered, by a /tudions Anti- 
quary, out of forme Ruins of Alia, who fent a Moyety of it 
to the Court of France (but much fophifticated) wherewith 
the Ladies there, now, colour their Hair. The reft (at this 
prefent ) remains with me ; extracted to a quinteffence : [o that, | 
where-ever it but touches, in Youth it perpetually preferves, in 
“ge reftores the Complexion 3 feats your Teeth, did they dance 
like virginal Facks, firm as a Wall, makes them white as I- 
vory, that were black as 


Act I, Scene Ill. 
Corvino, Politique, Peregrines 


Scat o’ the Devil, and my fhame !come down, here ; 
. me down: no Houfe but mine to make your Scene ? 
Signior Flamsinio, will you down, Sir? down ? 
VVhat is my VVife your Francifcina? Sir? 
No VVindows on the whole Piazza, here, 
To make your Properties, but mine? but mine ? 
— ; 3 = age I fhall be new chriften’d, 
nd call'd the Paytalone Di Befognio/i, 29, 
About the Town. Per. VVhat thal this mean, Sir Pol? | 
Pol. Some trick of State, believe ir. Iwillhome. 
Per. It may be fome defign, on you, Po/. 1 know not. 
Pll ftand upon my Guard. Per. ’Tis your beit, Sir. 
Pol. This three V Veeks, all my Advices, all my Letters, 
They have been intercepred. Per. Indeed, Sir 2 
Beft have a care. Po. Nay, fol will. Per. This Knight, 


Ad 


_ But angry Cupid, bolting from her Eyes, 


The Fox. 


Act I. Scene IV. _at 
Volpone, Mofca, ie 


,lam wounded. Mo/:Where, Sir ? Vol. Not withdut ; 
Phofe blows were nothing : I could bear thent ever. 


Hach fhor himfelf into me like a Flame ;_ 

Where, now, he flings about his burning heat, 

As in a Furnace, fome ambitious Fire, 

Whofe vent is ftope. The fight is all within me. 

I cannot live, except thou help me, Mofca ; 

My Liver melts, and I, without the hope __. 

Of fome fofe Air, from her refrefhing breath, — ~~ 

Am but a heap of Cindars. dof, *Lafs, gaod Sir, - 

‘Would you had never feen her. Volp. Nay, would chou 

Hadft never told me of her. Mof- Sir, ’tis true ; - 

Ida confefs I was unfortunate, 3 es 

And you unhappy: but l’am bound in Confcience, — 

No lefs chan Duty,. to effect my beft te 

To your releafe of torment, and I will, Sir. | 
Volp. Dear Mojca, thall [hope? Ad: Sir, more than 

I wiil not bid you to defpair of oughe, (dear, 

Wichin a human compafs. Volp. O, there {poke 

My better Angel. Mo/ca, take my Keys, _ 

Gold, Plate, and Jewels, all’s at thy Devotion ; 

Employ them how thou wilt; nay, Cogn metoo: | . 


_ So thon, in this, bute Crown my Longings. Afo/ca? 


Mf. Ule but your patience. Volp. So Thave. “Mo/. I 
doubt not | | . 
To bring fuccefs to your defires. Volp. Nay, then, | 


I not repent me'of my late difguife. | 


Mof: \f you can horn him, Sir, you need not. Kelp, 
Befides, I never meant him for my Heir. (True: 
Is not the colour o’ my Beard and Eye-brows -- 

To make me known? Mof. No jot. Volp.I did it well. 


272 Mf. So well, would I coutd foltow you in mine, 


With half the Happinefs; and yet I would 
Efcape your Epilcgue. Volp. But, were they gull’d 
With a belief chat I was Scoto? Mof: Sir, - 

Scoto himfelf could hardly have diftinguith’d ! 

F have not time.co flatter you, now, we'll part: 
And asI profper, fo applaud my Art. . : 


“AG IL Scene V. 


+ Corvino, Celia, Servitore. 


, Eath of mine Honour, with the Cities Fool ? 
A Juggling, Tooth-drawing,prating Mountebank ? 
And at a publik Window ? where, - whillt he, 


272With his ftrain’d A@ion, and his dole of Faces, 


To his Drug-leGture draws your itching Ears, - 

A Crew of old, un-married, noted Lechers, - 

Stood leering up like Satyrs: and you fmile _ 

Moft gracioufly ! and fan your Cascais forth, . 

To give your hot Spectators fatisfaction | | 
What, was your Mountebank their Call? their Whiitle ? 


' Or were you’ enamour’d on his Copper Rings ? 
274His Saffron Jewel, with the Toad-ftone in’t ? 


Ox his imbroydered Sure, wich the Cope-ftitch, 

Made of a Herfe-cloth ? or his old Tilt-feather ? 

Or his ftarch’d Beard? well! you fhall have him, yes: 
He thall come home, and Minifter unto you 

The Fricace for the Moother. Or, let me fee, 

Icthink you’ had rather mount ? would you not mount? 
Why, if you'll mount, you mays yes cruly, you may : 
And fo, you may be feen, down to th’ Foor. 


27Ger you a Cictern, Lady Vanity, 


And be a dealer with the Verruous Man 3 
Make one: I'll but proceft my felf a Cuckold, 


Ajnd fave your Dowry. I am a Dutchman, I; 


For, if you thought me an Lralian, 
i ae | 
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You would be damn’d, ere you did this, you Whore: _ 

Thou'ldit tremble, to imagine, thit the murder 

Of Father, Mother, B-orlter, all thy Race, 

Should follow, as the Subje& of my Juftice! 
Cel. Good Sir, have patience ! Cory.- What couldit. 

thou propofe x ee ee 
Lefs to thy felf, rhan inthis heat of Wrath, . 


—~ Be 


.{ And ftung wich my difhonour, I thould ftrike 


This Steel into thee, with as many: ftabs, - 

As thou wert gaz’d upon with Goatifh:Eyes?. 
Cel. Alafs, Sir, be appeas’d ! I could-not-chink 

My being at the Window fhould more,’ now, - 

Move your impatience, than at other times. ° 2 9 
Corv, No? not to feek and entertain a Parle, - --- > 


| With. a known Knave? before a Multicyde? 


You were an AGor with. your Handkerchief! - 
Which he, moft fweerly, kift in the Receipr, -- ~ 
And might (no doubt) return it wich.a Letter; 


| And point the Place, where you mighe meet : your Sifters, 


Your Mothers, or your Aunts might ferye che turn. - - 
Cel, Why, dear Sir,, when do I make chefe Excufes 2 


| Or ever ftir abroad, but to the Church? - - - 


And that fo feldom—— Corv Well, it thall bele&; 
And thy reftraine before was Liberty, - -- 
To what I now decree : and therefore mark me. 
Firft, 1 will have this bawdy Light dam’d Up ;. 
And till’e bedone, fome two or three Yards off, 
V'll chalk a Line: o’re which, if chou bue chance - 
To fet thy defp’rate Foot s more Hell, more Horror, 
More wild remorfelefs Rage fhall feize on thee, 
Than on a Conjurer, that had heedlefs left .- 
His circles fafety ere his Devil was laid. . 
Then here’s a Lock, which I will hang upon thee; 
And, now I think on’t, I will keep thee backwards; 
Thy Lodging fhall be backward ; thy walks backwards; 
Thy Profped-all be backwards; and no pleafure, 
That chou fhale know but backwards: Nay,fince you force 
My honeft nature, know, it is your own 
Being too open, makes me ufe you thus... - 
Since you will not contain your fubtil Noftrils 
In a {weet Room, but they muft {nuff the Air 
Of rank and fweaty Paflengers One knocks. » 

. [| Knock within 


| Away, and be not feen, pain of thy. Life : ; 


Not look toward the Window: if thou doft 
(Nay ftay, hear this) let me not profper, Whore, 
But I will make thee an Anatomy, 

Diffect thee mine own felf, and read a Lecture | 
Upon thee, to the City, and in publick. 

Away- Who's there?. Ser. ’Tis Signior Mofca, Sir. 


Act IU. Scene Vi. 


Corvino, Mofca. 


- Et him come in, his Mafter’s dead : There’s yet 
Some good, to help the bad. My Ado/ca, welcom, © 
I guefé your news. ‘Mof: I fear, you cannot, Sir. 
Corv. Is’t not his death ? A4of. Rather the contrary. . 
Corv. Not his recovery ? Afof.Yes,Sir. Corv. lam curs’d, 
T am bewitch'd, my Croffes meet to vex me. 
How ? how ? how? how? Mof. Why,Sir,with Scoto’s Oy1! 
Corbaccio, and Voltore brought of it, 
VVhilft I was bufie in an inner Room 
Corv.Death! that damn’d Mountebank! but,for che Law 
Now, I could kill che Rafcal: ’c cannoc be, 
His Oyl fhould have chat Vertue. Ha’ not I 
Known him a common Rogue, come fidling in 
To th’ Oferia, witch a tumbling VVhore, 
And, when he has done all his fore’d tricks, been glad 
Of a poor {poontul of dead VVine, with Flies in’c ? 
It cannot be.. All his Ingredienes 
Are a Sheeps Gall, a rofted Birches Marrow, 
Some few fod Earwigs, — Cacerpillers, 
2 
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A little Capons Greafé, and Fafting Spittle :_ 

I know ’em to-a Dram. Af. I know not, Sir, 

But fome on’e, there, they powr'd into his Ears, 

Some in bis Noftrils, and recoverdhims __ 

Applying bue the fricace. Com, Pox o’ that fricace, 
Mof: And fince, to feem the more officious 

And flatt’ring of his ‘healeh, there, chey have had 

(Ac excream Fees) the Colledge of Phyficians 

Confulting on him, how they might reftore him ; 

Where one would-have a Cataplafin of Spices, 

Another'a ‘flayd Ape clapt to His Breaft, 7 

A third would ha’ it a Dog, a fourth an Oyl 

With wild Cats Skins : ac laft, they all refolv’d 

That, to preférve him, was no other means, _ 

But fome young Woman mutt be ftraighe fought out, 

Luity and full of Juice, to fleep by him; | 

And, to this Serwice (moft unhappily, 

And moft unwillingly) am I now imploy’d, 


_ Which here I thoughe to pre-acquaint you with, 


For your advice, fince it concerns you moft, 

Becaufe, I would nor do that thing might crofs 

Your ends,on whom I have my whole dependance, Sir: 
Yet, if Ido ie not, they may delate to 

My flacknefs to my Patron, work me out 

Ot his Opinion ;: and there, all your hepes, 

Ventures, or whatfoever, are all fruftrate. 

do but tell you, Sir. Befides, they are all SY 
Now {triving, who fhall firft prefent him. -Therefore— 
I could intreat you, briefly, conclude fomewhat: __ 
Prevent em if youcan. Corv. Death to my hopes! 
This is my’ villanous Fortune ! Beft to hire 


_Some common Curtezan? Mof. I, I thought on that, Sir. 


But they are all fo fubtil, full of Are, 

And age again doting and flexible, - ea 
So as—— I cannot tell we may perchance 
Light on a Quean, may cheat us dll.~ Corv. *Tis true. 

_ Mof. No, no: it mutt be one, that has no tricks, Sir, 
Some fimple thing, a Creature made unto it ; 


_ Some Wench you may command.Ha’ you no Kinfwoman? 


Gods fo—Think, think, think, think,think,think,chiak, Sir 
One o’ the Doctors offer’d there, his Daughter. 
Corv. How : Mof. Yes, Signior Lupo, the Phyfician. 

_ Gor.His Daughter ? Mof-And a Virgin, Sir.Why ? Alaf, 
He knows the ftate of’s Body, what itis; 
‘That-nought can warm his Blood, Sir, but a Fever; 
Nor any incantation raife his Spiric : ; 

A long forgetfulnefs hath feiz’d chat pare. 


. Befides, Sir, who fhall know it 2 fome one or two— 
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Ccrv. I prythee give me leave. -If any Man 

But I had had this luck The thing in’e felf, - 
I know, 1s nothing——Wherefore fhould not I 
As well EE my Blood and"my Affections, 
As this dull Door ? In the point of Honour, 

The Cafes are all one of Wite and Daughter. 

Mof. I hear him coming.’ Corv. She thall do’t: *Tis 
Slight, if chis Do&or, aig is not engag’d, - (done. 
Untlefs’t be for his Counfel (which is nothing) 
Offer his Daughter, what fhould I, thatam—s* 
So deeply in? I will prevene him, Wretch ! 


276 Coverous Wretch ! Mofca, lL have determin’d. - 


Mof. How, Sir? Corv. VVe'll make all fure. The 
Party, you wot of, 

Shall be mine own Wife, Mofca. Mof. Sir. The thing. 
(But ehat I would not feem_to counfel you) 
I fhould have motion’d to you at the firft :. 
And make your count, you have cut all their Throats, 
Why ! ’tis directly taking a pofleffion! , 
And, in his nexe Fit, we may: let him go. 
"Tis but to pull the Pillow from his Head, 
And he isthratled : ’e had been done, before, 
But for your {crupulous Doubts. Cory. I, a plague on’t, 
My Confcience Fools my Wit. Well, Pil be brief, 
And fo be thou, left they fhould be before us: 
Go home, prepare him, tell him, with what zeal, 


And willingnefs, Ido its fwear ict was, 


| On the firft hearing (as chou maift do, truely) 


Mine own free motion. Mo. Sir, I warrant you, 
I'll fo poffefs him with it, ‘that the reft 
Of his ftarv’d Clients fhall be banithe all ; 
And only you receiv’d. But come nor, Sir, 
Unull I fend, for I have fomething elfe 
Toripen, for your good (you muft not know’) 
Corv. But do not you forget to fend now. Mo/. fear not. 


Act If. Scene VII. 


Corvino, Celia. 


WW Here are you, Wife? my Celia? Wife? what 
~’ _- blubbering ? 
Come, dry thofe Tears. I think thou thoughteft me in 
earnelt ? 
Ha? by this light, I talk’d fo but to try thee. 
Me-thinks, the lightnefs of the occation 
Should ha’ confirm’d thee.: Come, I am not jealous. 
Cel. No? Core. Faith, I am nor, J, nor never was: 
It isa poor unprofitable Humour. 
Do not I know if Women have a Will, 
They'll do *gainft all che watches 0’ the VVorld 2 
And that the fierceft Spies are tam’d with Gold ? 
Tur, I am confident in thee, thou thale fee’t : 
And fee, Vll give thee éanfe too, to believe it. 
e, kifs me. Go, and make thee ready ftraighe, 
In all thy beft Attire, thy choiceft Jewels, 
Puc ’em all on, and, with’em, thy beft Looks: 
VVe are invited to a folemn Bealt, ' 
At old Volpone’s, where it fhall appear 
How far l’am free, from jealoufie or fear. 


eee 
Act TI. Scene L 
| Mofca. 


Fear, I thall begin to grow in love 
VVith my dear felf, and my mott profp’rous Parts,, 
They do fo fpring, and burgeon 3 I can feel 
A whimfie i? my Blood: (I know not how) 
Succefs hath made me wanton. I could skip 
Out of my Skin, now, like a fubtil Snake, 
Iam fo limber. O ! Your Parafite 
Is a moft precious thing, drope from above, 
Not bred ’mongft Clods and Clot-pouls, here on Earth. 
Imufe, the Myitery was not made a Science, 
It is fo liberally protett! almoft 
All the wife world is little élfe, in Nature, : 
But Parafites, or Sub-parafites. And, yet, . 
I mean not thofe that have your bare Town-art, 
To know, who’s fit to feed’em; have no Houfe, 
No Family, no Care, and therefore mould 
Tales for Mens Ears, to bait that Senfe; or get 
Kitchin-inyention, and fome ftale Receipts 
To pleafe the Belly, and the Groin; nor thofe, 
VVith their Court-dog tricks, that can fawn and fleer, 
Make their Revenue out of Legs and Faces 
Eccho my Lord, and lick away a Moth: 
But your fine elegant Rafcal, thar can rife, 
And ftoop (almoft together) like an Arrow, 
Shoot through the Air as nimbly as a Star ? 
Turn fhort, as doth a Swallow 3 and be here, 
And there, and here, and yonder all at once ; 
Prefent to any Humour, all Occafion ; 
And change a Vifor, fwifter than a Thought ! 
This is che Creature had the Art born with him ; 
Toils not to learn it, but doth practife it - 
Out of moft excellent Nature: and {uch Sparks 
Are the true Parafites, others but their Zani’s 


- Inow will tell you more. This very Minute, 


_ Shall be but pleas’d co go with me, I'll bring you, 


And {core your vengeance, on my front and Face 5 
“Mark me your Villain: You have too much wrong, 
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Act If. Scene Il. 
| . Mofca, Bonario. 


Ho’s this? .Bonario? old Corbaccio’s Son ? 

: The Perfon I was bound to feek. Fair Sir, 
You are happily met. Bon, That cannot be by thee. 

Mof. Why, Sir? Bon. Nay, prythee know thy way, 

and leave me: | | oe 
I would be loath to interchange Difcourfe, i 
With fuch a Mateas thouart. Mof: Courteous Sir, 
Scorn not my Poverty. Bon. NotI, by Heaven: — 
But chau fhale give me leave to hate thy bafenefs. 

Mof: Bafenefs? Bon. I.anfwer, me, is not thy floth 
Sufficient Argument ? thy flattery ? | 
Thy means of feeding? Mof Heaven, be good to me. 
Thefe Imputations are too common, Sir, 3 
And eafily ftruck on Yertue, when fhe’s poor ; 


477¥ ou are unequal to me, and how ere 


Your fentence may be righteous, yet you are not, 
That ere you know me, thus, proceed in Cenfure ; 
St. Mark bear witnefs ’gainft you, ’tis inhuman. 
Bon. What? does he weep? the-fign is foft, and good! 
I do repent me,. that I was fo-harfh. — | 
Mof. *Tis true, that, fway’d by ftrong neceflity, 
I am enforc’d to eat my careful Bread 
Wich too much obfequy; ’tis true, befide, 
That I am fain to {pin mine own poor Rayment, 
Out of my meer obfervance, being not born 
To a free Fortune : but chat I have done 
Bafe Offices, in rendring Friends afunder, 
Dividing Families, betraying Counfels, _ 
Whifpering falfe Lyes, or mining Men with Praifes, 
Train’d their Credulity with Perjuries, : 
Corrupted Chaftity, or amin love : 
VVith mine own tender eafe, but would not rather 
Prove the moft rugged, and laborious courfe, 
That might redeem my prefent eftimation ; 
Let me here perifh, in all hope of goodnefs. 
Bon. This cannot be a perfonated Paffion! 
I was toblame, foto miftake thy Nature ; 
Prythee forgive me: and fpeak out thy bufinefs. _ 
Mf. Sir, it concerns you; and though I may feem, 
At firft to make a main offence in Manners, 
And in my gratitude, unto my Matter ; 
Yet, for the pure love, which I bear all right, . 
And hatred of the wrong, I muft reveal it. 
This very hour, your Father is in purpofe 
To difinherit youn—— Bon. How! Mof. And thruft you 
Asa meer ftranger tohis Blood; tis true, Sir: (forth, 
The work no way ingageth me, but, as 
I claim an Intereft in the general ftate 
Of Goodnefs and true Vertue, which I hear 
TF aboundin you: and, for which meer refped, 
VVithont a fecond aim, Sir, [have done it.. | 
Bon, This tale hath loft thee mach of the late eruft, 
Thou hadft wich me ; it is impoffible : 
I know not how to lend it any thought, 
My Father, fhould be fo unnatural. , 
Mof. Itis a confidence, chat well becomes 
Your Piety; and.form’d (no doubt) it is | 
From your own fimple Innocence : which makes 
Your wrong more monftrous and abhor’d. But, Sir, 


It is, or will be doing: And, if you 


(I dare not fay where you thall fee, but) where 
Your Ear fhall be a witnefS of the Dedd; 

Hear your felf wriccen Baftard : and profeft 

The common Iffue of the Earth. Bon. lm maz’d! 
, Mof. Sir, if I do it not, draw your juft Sword, 


s 
« 


And I do fuffer for you, Sir. My Heart 


i) Weeps Blood in anguifh—— Bon. Lead. I follow thee, 


AG TIL Scene il. 
—-Volpone, Nano, Androgyno, Caftrone. 


Mie ftayslong methinks. Bring forth your {ports 
And help to make the wretched time more {weet.. 
Nan, Dwarf, Fool, and Eunuch, well met here we be. 

A queftion st were now, whether of us three, 
Being all the known delicates of a rich Man, 
In pleafing him, claim the Precedency can ? | 
Caf. 1 claim for my felf. And. And, fo doth the Fool. 
Nan. °Zis foolifh indeed : let me fet you both to School. 


1 Firft, for your Dwarf, ‘he’s little and witty, 


And every thing, as itis little, ss pritty; - 
Elfe why do Men fay to a Creature of my poate 

So foon as they fee him, it’s a pretty little Ape ? 
And why'a ap Ape? but for pleafing imitation 

Of greater Mens Actions, in a ridiculous falhion. 
Befide, this feat Body of mine doth not crave 

Half the Meat,Drink, and Cloth, one of your bulks will have. 
Admit your Fools Face be the Mother of laughter, 

Yet, for bis Brain, it muft always come afters 
And though that do feed bim, it’s a pitiful Cafe, 

His’ Body is bebolding to fuch a bad Face. 

Volp. Who’stheré ?, my Couch, away, look, Nano, fee : 

en _ ———. (One knoks. 

Give me my Caps, firft——go, enquire. Now, Cupid 
Send it by Mofea, and with fair reeurn. 

Nan. It isthe beauteous Madam—Volp. Would-be— is it ? 

Nex. The fame. Volp. Now’ torment on me; Squire 
For the will enter, or dwell here for ever. (her in: 
pg Peel that my Fit were paft.‘ Ifear’ . 
A fécond Hell coo, that my loathing this 
Will quite expel my Appetite to the other : 
Would fhe were taking now her tedious leave. 
Lord how it threats me what I am to fuffer. 


oo AG TL Scene IV. | 
. Lady, Volpone, Nano, Women. 2. 


I Thank you, good Sir. ’Pray you fignifie 

Unto your Patron, I am here. ‘This Band 

Shews not my Neck enough (I trouble you, Sir, ~ 

Let me requeft you, bid one of my Women 

Come hither to me) in good faith, I am dreft 

Moft favourably, to day ; it isno matter, 277 
°Tis well joa Look, fee, thefe perulant things! 
How they have done this! Volp. 1 do feell the Fever ~~ 
Entring in at mine Ears ; O, for a Charm, : 

To fright ichence. Lad. Come nearer: is this Curl 

In his right Place? or this? why is this higher — - 
Than ail the reft ? you ha’ not wafh’d your Eyes, yet? 
Or do they not ftand even i’ your Head ? - 
Where’s your fellow? call her. Nan. Now. St. Mark 
Deliver us: anon, fhe’ll beae her Women, 

Becaufe her Nofe isred. Lad. I pray you, view 


| This Tire, forfooth : are all chings apt or no ? 


Wom. One Hair a little, here, fticks out, forfooth. 
Lad. Dos’t fo forfooth? and where was your dear fight 


| When it did fo forfooth ? what now ? Bird-ey’d ? 


And you too? *pray you both approach, and’mend it. 


| Now (by thar light) £ mufe, yo’are not afham’d! 
‘| I, chat have preach’d thefe things, fo oft, unto you, 


Read you the Principles, argu’d all che Grounds, 

Difputed every fitnefs, every grace, 

Call?’d you to counfel of fo frequent dreflings—— 
(Nan. More carefully, than of your Fame or Honour) 
Lad. Made you acquainted, what an ample Dowry 


| The knowledg of thefe things would be unto you, 
‘| Able, alone, to get you Noble Husbands: 


At 
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At your return : and you thus to neglect it ? 

Befides, you feeing what a curious Nation — 

Th’ Italians are, what willthey fay of me? 

The Englifh Lady cannot drefs her felf; 

Here’s a fine Imputation to our Countrey! 

Well, go your ways, and ftay i’ che next Room. 

This faces was too courfe too, it’s no matter. 

Good-sir, you'll give ’em entertainment ? ; 

Volp. The Storm comes toward me. Lad. How dos 
my Volp ? = 

Volp. Troubled with noifé, I cannot fleep 3 I dreame| 
That a ftrange Fury entred, now, my Houfe, 

And, with the dreadful tempeft of her Breath, 

Did cleave my Roof afunder. Lad. Believe me, and I 

Had the moft fearful Dream, could I remember’*— 
Volp. Out on my fate; I ha’ given her the occafion 

How totorment me: fhe will tell me hers. _ 

Lad. Me thoughe, the Golden mediocrity 
Police, and delicate Volp. QO, if you do love me, 
No more; I {weat, and fuffer, ac che mention 
Of any Dream: feell how I tremble yet. 

Lad. Alas, good Soul! the Paflion of the Heart. 
Seed-pearl were good now, boild with Syrrup of Apples, 
Tin@ure of Gold, and Corral, Citron: Pills, 

Your Elicampane Root, Myrobalanes 
Volp. Ay me, Ihave tanea Grafs-hopper by the Wing. 
Lad. Burnt Silk, and Amber, you fave Mufcadel 

Good i’ the Houfe Volp. You will not drink,and part? 
Lad. No, ‘ear not that. I doubt, we fhall not get 

Some Englifh Saffron .(half a Dram would ferve) 

Your fixtcen Cloves, a liccle Musk, dri’d Mints, 

Buglofs, and Barly-meal—— Vo/p. She’s in again ; 

Betore I fain’d Difeafes, now I have one. a 
Lad. And thefe appli’d, with a right Scarlet-cloth— 
Volp. Another Flood of words! a very Torrent! 

Lad. Shall I, Sir, make youa Poultife? Vo/p. No, no, no, 
I'm very well: you need prefcribe no more. 

Lad. I have a little ftuddied Phyfick; but now, 

Tm all for Mufick fave, i? che Forenoons, | 

An hour or two for painting. I would have 

A Lady, indeed, ¢’ have all, Letters, and Arts, | 

Be able to difcourfe, to write, ‘to paint, 

But principal (as Plato holds) beh Mutick 

(And fo does wife Pythagoras, 1 take it) 

Is your true Rapture; when there is confent 

In Face, in Voyce, and Clothes: and is indced, 

Our Sexes chiefeft Ornament. Volp. The Poet, 

As old in time as Plato, and as knowing, 


282 Says chat our higheft Female grace is filence. 


Lad. Whicho’ your Poets? Petrarch? or Taffo? or Dante? 
Guerrini?. Aviofto ? Aretine? | 
Cieco di Hadria? 1 have read them all. 
Volp. Is every thing a Caufe to my deftruction? 
Lad. I think, I ha’ two or three of ’em about me! 
Velp. The Sun, the Sea will fooner both ftand ftill, 
Than her eternal Tongue! nothing can {cape it. 
Lad. Here’s Pattcr Fido— Volp. Profefs obftinate filence ; 
That’s now my fateft. Led. All our Englifh Writers, 
I mean fuch as are happy in ch’ Italian, | 
Will deign to fteal out of this Author, mainly ; 
Almoft as much, as from Muntagnie : | 
He has fo modern and facile a Vein, 
Fitting che time, and catching the Court-ear ; 
Your Petrarch is more paffionate, yet he, . 
In days of fonnetting, erufting em, with much: 
Dante is hard, and few can underftand him. 
But, for a defperate wit, there’s Aretine ! 
Only, his Pictures are a little obfcene , 
You mark me not? Volp. Alas, my Mind’s perturb’d. 
Lad, Why, in fuch Cafes, we muft cure our félves, 
M:ke ufe of our Philofophy —~ Volp. O’y me. 
Lid. And, as we find our Paffions do rebel, 
Encounter ’em with Reafons or divert em, 
By giving {cope unto fome other Humour 


The Fox. 


Of leffer danger : as, in Politick Bodies, 

There’s nothing, more, doch over-whelm the Judgment, 

And clouds the Underftanding, chan too much 

Settling, and fixing, and (as ’twere) fubfiding 

Upon one Object. For the incoporating | 

Of chefe fame outward things, into thac part, 

Which we call mental, leaves fome certain feces, 

That ftop the Organs, and, as P/ato fays, 

Affaffinates our knowledg. Volp. Now, the Spirit 

OF patience help me. Lad. Come, in taich, I muft 

Vific you more adays; and make you well : 

Laugh and be lufty. Volp. My good Angzls fave me. 
Lad. There was but one fole Man in all the VVorld, 

VVith whom I ere could fympathife 3 and he 

VVould lye you often, three, four [ours cogether 

To hear me {peak ; and be (fometime) fo rap’, 

As he would anfwer me quite from the purpofe, 

Like you, and you are like him, juft. Pll difcourfe 

(And’c be but only, Sir, to bring you alleep) 

How we did {pend our time, chee together, 

For fome fix years. }olp. Oh, oh, oh, oh, ob, oh. 
Lad. For we were ccetanci, and brought up 
Volp. Some power, fome fate, fome Fortune re{cue me. 


Ac&t HI. Scene V. 
Mofca, Lady, Volpone. 
‘ex: fave you, Madam. Lad. Good Sir. Volp. Mofca ? 


welcom, 
VVelcom to my redemption. Méo/. VVhy, Sir ? Volp. Oh, 
Rid me of this my torture, quickly, there 3 
My Madam, with the everlafting Voyce : 
The Bellsin time of Peftilence, ne’er made 
Like noife, or were in that perpetual motion! 
The Cock-pit comes not neer it. All my Houfe, 
But now, ftcam/’d like a Bath, with her thick Breach. _ 
A Lawyer could not have been heard ; nor fcarce 
Another VVoman, fucha hail of words 
She has let fall. For Hells fake, rid her hence. 
Mof. Has the prefented? Volp. O, Ido not care, 
Pil take her abfence, upon any price, 
VVich any lofs. MMof. Madam—— Lad. I ha’ brought 
your Patron 
A Toy,a Cap here, of mine own work— Adfof ’Tis well, 
I had forgot to tell you, I faw your Knight, ; 
VVhere you’ld little think ic Lad, VVhere? Adfof. 
Marry, 
VVhere yet, if you make hafte, you may apprehend him, 
Rowing upon the VVater in a gondole, 
VVich the moft cunning Curtizan of Venice. 

Lad. Is't true? Mof: Purfue’em, and believe your Eyes = 
Leave me, to make your Gift. Iknew, ’t would take. 
For lightly, they chat ufe chemfelves moft Licence, 

Are ftill moft jealous. Volp. Mofca, hearty thanks, 

For thy quick fiction and delivery of me. 

ee to 7 hopes, what fayft thou? Lad. Bucdo you 
ear, 

Volp. Again, I fear a Paroxi/m. Lad. VVhich way 
Row’d they together? Mo/: Toward the Rialto. 

Lad. I pray.you lend me your Dwarf. df I pray 

you, take him. 
Your hopes, Sir, are like happy Bloffoms, fair, 
And promife timely Fruit, if you will ftay 
But the maturing; keep you at your Couch, 
Corbaccio Will arrive ftrait, wich the VVill: 
VVhen he is gone, I'll tell you more. Volp. My Blood, 
My Spirits are recurn’d ; I am alive : | 
And like your wanton Gamefter, at Primero, 
VVhofe thought had whifper’d to him, not go le&. 


ir ?—— 


| Me chinks lye, and draw-———~ for an encounter. 
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Corv. | grant you: if I thought it were a Sin, 


Act I Scene VI. I would not urge you. Should I offer this 
To fome young Freschmsan, or hot Tu/can Blood, 
Mofca, Bonario. That had read Aretine, conn’d all his Prints, 


Knew every quirk within Lufts laborinth, 
Ir, here conceal’d, you may hear all. But pray you | And were profeft Critick in Lechery ; 


Have patience, Sir; the fame’s your Father, knocks: | And I would look up on him, and applaud him, 
3 : One knocks. | This were a Sin: but here, “tis contrary, 
J am compell’d to leave you. Box. Dofo. Yet, A pious Work, meer Charity for Phyiick, 
Cannot my thought imagine this a Truth. And honeft Polity, to affure mineown.. , 
, | Cel, O Heaven! cafift thou fuffer fuch achange? __ 
Act IV. Scene VII. Volp. Thou art mine honour Mofca, and my pride, 
My joy, my tickling, my delight ! Go, bring ’em. 
Mofca, Corvino, Celia, Bonario, Volpone. Mo/. Pleafe you draw neer, Sir. Corv. Come on, what— 


| You will not be rebellious ? by thae Light ——— 
Eathon me! you are come toofoon,what meant you? | Mf. Sir, Signior Corviwo, here, is come to fee you. | 
Doi not I fay, I would fend? Corv. Yes, but I feard | Volp. Oh. Afof. And hearing of the confultation had, 


You might forget ic, and then they prevent us. So lately, for your health, is come to offer, 

: Mof. Prevent? did e’re Matt hafte fo, for his Horns? | Or rather, Sir, to proftitute—Corv. Thanks, {weet Mofta. 2374 
A Courtier would not ply it fo, for a place. — _ Mof. (As the true fervent Inftance of hisLove) 

Well, now there’s no helping it, ftay here ; - His own moft fair and proper Wife ; the Beauty, 

I'll pefently return. Carv. Where are you, Celia? Only of price, in Venice -—— Corv. ’Tis well urg’d. 

You know not wherefore I have brought you hichér? Mof. To be your comfortrefs, and to preferve you. 


Cel. Not well, except you told me, Corv. Now, I will: | Volp. Alafs, I am paft already !’pray you, thank him 
Hark hither. Mof. Sir, your Fathér hath fene word, For his good care and promptnefs; bute for that, 
: | (Zo Bonario.| *Tis a vain labour e’en to fight *gainft Heaven ; 


It will be half an hour ere he come ; Applying Fire to a Stoné: (uh, uh, uh, uh.) 
- And therefore, if you pleafe to walk che while _ Making-2 dead Leaf grow again. I take © 

Into chat Gallery—— at the upper end, . | His wifhes gently, chough; and you may tell him, __ 

There are fome Books, to entertain the time : a What I have done for him : marry, my ftate is hopelef§! 

And I'll cake care, no Man fhall come unto you, Sir. | Will him to pray for mes and tufe his Fortune, — - 
Bon. Yes I will:ftay there, Ido doubt this Fellow. Wich reverence when hecomesto’t. 4/. Do you hear, 
Mof. ‘There, he is far enough; he can hear nothing : Sir? i 2 

And, for his Father, I can keep him off. Go to him, with your Wife. Corv. Heart of my Father ! 


Coro.Nay,now,there is no ftarting back; and therefore, | Wilt thou perfift chus? conie, I pray thee come. 
Refolve upon it : I have fo decree’d. : Thou feeft ’tis nothing; Celis. By this hatid, « 


It muft be done: Nor, would thove’e afore, I fhall grow violent. Come, do’t, I fay. 

Becaufe I would avoid alt Shifts and Tricks, Cel. Sir, kill me, rather : I will take down Poyfon, 

That might deny me, Ceb Sir, let me befeech you, Eat burning Coals, do any thing-—Corv. Be damn/’d, 

Affec& not thele ftrange Trials; if you doube (Heart) I:will drag thee hence, hofne, by the Hair; 

My Chafticy, why lock me up, forever: = Cry thee a Strumpet througlt the Streets; rip u 

Make me the Heir of darknefs. Let me live, Thy Mouth, unto thine Ears; and flit thy Note, 

Where I may pleafe your fears; if not your Truft. Like a raw Rotchet-—— Do not tempt trie, come. 
Corv. Believe it, I have no fuch Humour, I. | Yield, I am loth-——(Death) I will buy fome Slave, 

All thae I fpeak, I mean ; yet I am not mad: Whom I will kill, and bind thee to him, alive; 

Nor Horn-mad, fee you ? Go too,efhew your felf And at my Window, hang you forth : devifing 


Obedient, and a Wife. Cel, O Heaven ! Corv. I fay it, | Some monftrous Crime, which I, .in Capital Letters, 
Do fo. Cel. Was this the Train? Corv. P have told you | Will eat into thy Fleth with Aquafortis, 


Reafons ; : And burning Cor’fives, on this {tubborn Breaft. 

What the Phyficians have fet down; how much, Now, by the Blood thou haft incens’d, Fil do’e. . 
It may concern me; what my Engagements are ; Cel. Sir, what you pleafe, you may, I am your Martyr. 
My means ; and the neceffity of thofe means, » Corv. Be not thus obftinare, Tha’ not deferv’d it : 

For my recovery : wherefore, if you be Think who it is. intreats you. ’Pr’y thee; Sweet ; 
Loyal, and mine, be won, refpe@ my venture. (Good faith) chou fhalt have Jewels, Gowns, Attires, 

Cel, Before your Honour ? Corv, Honour? tut, a breath ; | What chou wile chink, and ask. Do bue go kifs him. 
There's no fuch thing, in Nature: a meer Term Or touch him, bue. For my fake. Ac my fute. 
Invented to awe Fools. What is my Gold This once. No? not ? I fhall remember chis. | 
The worfe for touching? Cloths for being look’d on? =| Will you difgrace me, thus? do’ you thirft my undoing? 
Why, this’sno more. An old decrepit Wretch, Mof: Nay, gentle Lady, be advis'd.¢. Corv. No, no. 
That has no Senfe, no Sinew ; takes his Meat She has watch’d her time. God's precious, this is skirvy, 
With others Fingers ; only knows to gape, *Tis very skirvy : and you are——Mo/: Nay, good, Sir. 
‘When you do {cald.his Gums ; a Voyce ; a Shadow; Corv. An errant Locuft,by: Heaven, a Locuft. Whorey 794 

And, what can this Man hurt you? Cel. Lord ! what Spirit | Crocodile, that haft thy Tears prepar d, . a 

Is this hath-entred him? Cerv. And for your fame, Expecting, how thou'lt bid’em flow. Méof. Nay, ‘pray 
Thar’s fuch a Jig; asif I would go tell it, , ~ you, Str, 

Cry ic on the Piazza! who fhall know ie; She will confider. Cel. Would my Life would ferve 
But he that.canriot fpeak ic, and this Fellow, To fatisfie. Corv. (S'death) if fhe would but {peak to him, 
Whofe Lips are i’ my Pocket: fave your felf, And fave my Reputation, ’twere fomewhat ; 

If you’ proclaim’t, you may. I know no other, © But, {pighcfully to affe@ my utter ruin. 
Should come to know it. Ge, Are Heaven, and Saints | Ao. J, tow you’ have put your Fortune in her Hands. 
. then nothing ? | | Why faith, ic isher modefty, I muft quit her ; 

Will they be blind or ftupid ? Corw. How ? Cel: Good Sir | If you were abfent fhe would be more coming 5 

Be jealous ftill, emulace them; and think : I know it: and dare undertake for her. , 


What hate they burn with tewardevery Sims What Woman can before her Husband? *pray yon, 2 
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27 A Diamond would have brought Laullia Paulina, 
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Let us depart, and leave hed here. Corv. Sweet Celia, 
Thou mayft redeem all, yet 3 I'll fay no more: 
If not, efteem your felf as loft. Nay, {tay chere. . 
Cel. O God, and his good Angels ! whether, whether. 
Is fhame fled human Breafts ? chat wich fuch eafe, 
Men dare put off your Honours, and their own? . 
Is thar, whichever was a Caufe of Life, 
Now plac’d beneath the bafeft Circumftance ? 
And modefty an exile made, for Money ? 
Volp. I, in Corvino, and fach Earth-fed Minds, 
He leaps off from bis Couch. 
That never tafted the true Heav’n of love. 
Affure thee, Celia, he that would fell thee, 
Only for hope of gain, and that uncertain, 
He would have fold his pare of Paradife 
For ready money, had he met a Cope-man. 
Why art thou maz’d, to fee me thus reviv'd ? 
Rather applaud thy Beauties Miracle; + 
Tis thy great VVork : that Hath, not now alone, 
But fundry times, rais’d me, in feveral fhapes, 
And, but this Morning, like a Mountebank, 
To fee thee at thy Window. I, before 
I would have Jefe my practice, for thy love, 
In varying Figures; I would have contented 
With the blue Protexs, or the horned Flood. 
Now art thou welcom. Cel. Sir ! Volp. Nay, fly me not. 
Nor, let thy falfe imagination 
That I was Bed- rid, make thee think, I am fo : 
Thou thale not find i it. Lam, now, as freth, 
As hor, as high, and in as jovial plight, 
As when (in that fo celebrated Scene, 
At recitation of-our Comedy, 
For entertainment of the great Valoys) 
LTaded young Antinoss 3 and attraaed — 
The Eyes and Ears of all the Ladies, prefent, 
T° admire each graceful Gefture, Note, and Footing. 


SONG. 


\Ome, my Celia, let us prove, 
While we can, the {ports of Love 5 
Time will not be ours for ever, - 
He, at length, our good will fever ; 
Spend not then bis Gifts in vain. 
Suns, that fet, may rife again: 
But if once we lole this light, 
"Tis with us pe das night. . 
Eby flould we defer our Foys 2 , 
Fame and Rumour are but Toys. 
Cannot we delude the Eyes 
Of @ few poor Houfhold-/pies ? 
Or bis eafier Ears beguile, | 
Thus removed by our wile ? 
Tis no Sin Loves Fruits to fteal ; 
But the fweet thefts to reveal : 
To be taken, to be feen, 


Thefe have Crimes acconnted been. 


Cel. Some Serene blatt me, or dire Lightning ftrike 
This my offeridigg Face. Volp. VVhy droops my Celia ? 
Thou haft in olde of a bafe Husband, found 
‘A woithy Lover : ufe thy Fortune well, 

VVith fecrecy and pleafure. See, behold, 

VVhat thou are Queen of ; not in expectation, 

As I feed others : but poffefs’d and crown’d. 

See, here, a Rope of Pearl ; and each, more Orient 


Diffolve and drink °em. See, a Carbuncle, 
May put out both the Eyes of our St. Mark 5 


VVhen fhe came in like Sear-lighe hid wich Jewels, 
That were the Spoyls of Provinces; take thefe, 
And wear, and lofe ‘em: yet remains an Ear-ring 
To purchafe them again, and this whole ftate. 

A Gem but worth a private Patrimony, 


! 


Thou, like Exropa now, and I like Jove, 
Then I like Adars, and thou like Erycine: 


The Fox. 


Is nothing : we will eat iar ae desan. ail eaveher Merc Gas Seecus, i aohineswewlletciate Mal °° ac a Meal. 
The Heads of Parrots, Tongues of Nightingales, 
The Brains of Peacocks, and of Eftriches 
Shall be our Food: and, could we get the Phenix, 
(Though Nature loft her kénd) fhe were our Dith. 

Cel. Good Sir, thefe things might move a Mind affe@ed 
VVich fuch delights; bue I, whofe Innocence 
Is all I can think wealthy, or worth th’ enjoying, 
And which once loft, I have nought to lofe beyond ie, 
Cannot be taken with thefe fenfual Baits : 
If you have Confcience-———Volp.’Tis the Beggers Vertue, 
If chou haft VVifdom, hear me, Celia. 
Thy Bathes fhall be the Juice of July-flowers, 
Opiric of Rofes, and of Violets, 
The Milk of Unicorns, and Panthers breath 
Gather’d in Bags, and mixt with Cretan V Vines. 
Our drink fhall be prepared Gold and Amber; 
VVhich we will take, until my Roof whirl round 
VVith che Vertigo: and my Dwarf fhall dance, 
My Eunuch fing, my Fool make up the Antick, 
VVhilft we, in changed fhapes, a& Ovids Tales, 
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So, of the reft, cill we have quite run through, 
And wearied all the Fables of the Gods. 

Then will I have thee in more modern Forms, 
Attired like fome {prightly Dame of F a 
Brave Tu{can Lady, or —s Spani{h Beauty 
Sometimes, unto the Per/ias Sopbies VVife ; 

Or the Grand igniors Mittrel and, for change, 
To one of our moft artful Courtizans, 

Or fome quick Negro, or cold Ruffian ; 

And I will meet thee in as many fha 

VVhere we may fotransfufe our wan ring 2 Souls: 
Out at our Lips, and {core up fums of Pleafures, 


That the curious fhall not know 
How to tell them, as they flow; | 
And the envious, when they find 
_ What their number ss, be pind. 


Cel. If you have Ears that will be pierc’d ; or — 
That can be open’d; a Heart may be touch’d 
Or any part, that yet founds Man about ou: 
If you have touch of Holy Sajnts, or Heaven, 
Do me-the Grace talet me fcape. If not, 
Be bountiful and kill me. You do know, 
I am a Creature, hither ill betray’d, 
By One, whofe fhame I would forget it were ; 
If you willdeign me neither of chefe Graces, 
Yee feed your VVrath, Sir, rather than your Luft ; 
(Ie 1s a Vice comes nearer manlinefs) 
And punith that unhappy Crime of Nature, 
Asin you mif-cal my Beauty : flay my Face, 
rh at it, with Oynements, for feducing 
Your lood to this Rebellion. Rub thefe Hands, 
VVich what may caufe an eating Leprofie, : 
Fen to my Bones and Marrow : any ching, 
That may disfavour me, fave in my Honour. 
And I will kneel to you, pray for you, pay down 
A thoufand hourly Vows, Sir, for your health, 
Report, and think you vertuous-——/olp. Think me cold, 
Frozen and impotent, and fo report me? 
That [had Neffor’s Hernia, thou wouldft think. 
I do degenerate, and abufe my Nation, 
To play with Opportunity thus long : 
I fhould have done the act, and chen have parlee’d, 
Yield, or I'll force thee. Cel. O! juft God. Volp.In vain— 
Bon. Forbear, foul Ravifher, libidinous Swine, 
Free the forc’d Lady, or chou dy’ft, Impoftor. 
[He leaps out from where Molen j bad placed bine. 
But that I am loth to fnatch the Punifhment - 
Out of the hand of Juftice, chou fhouldft, yer, 
Be made the timely Sacrifice of Vengeance, 
. _ Before 


~ 


ee 


af & be Fos. 


Before this Alear, and this Drofs, thy Idol. 

Lady, let’s quic the Place, icisthe Den 

OF Villany; fear nought, you have a Guard: 

And he, e’re long, fhall meet his juft Reward. 
Volp. Fallon me, Roof, and bury me.in Ruine ; 

Become my Grave, that wert my Shelter. O! 

Fam unmask’d, unfpirited, undone, 

Betray’d to Beggery, to Infamy —————> 


A& Ill. Scene VUE 
Mofca, Volpone. 
Wee fhall I run, moft wretched Shame of Men; 


To beat out my unlucky Brains. Volp. Here, here. 


What ! doft thou bleed ? 40/.O that his well-driv’n Sword 


240Had been fo covetous to have clefe me down 
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Unto the Navel, ere I liv’d to fee 

My Life, my Hopes, my Spirits, my Patron, all 

Thus defperately engaged, by my Error. oo 

olp. Wo on thy Fortune. A4of. And my Follies, Sir. 

Vol Th’ haft made me miferable. Afof-And my felf,Sir. 

Who would have cthonght he would have hearkned fo? 
Volp.What fhall we do? Méof.I know not ; if my Heart 

Could expiate the Mifchance, [ki pluck it out. . 

Will you be pleas’d to hang me, or cut my Throat ? 

And [ll requite you, Sir. Let’s die like Romans, 

Since we have liv’d like Grecians. © 
Volp. Hark, who’s there ? . [They knock without. 

I hear fome Footing ; Officers, the Sef, 

Come to apprehend us ; I do feel the Brand | 

Hiffing already at my Forehead; now | 

Mine Ears are boring. A4of- To your Couch, Sir, you 

Make that Place good however. Guilty Men 

Safped& what they deferve ftill. Signior Corbaccio ! 


Act TIE. Scene IX. 
Corbaccio, Mofca, Voltore, Volpone. 


Hy, how now, Mofca? - 
' Mof. O, undone, amaz’d, Sir! 
Your Son (I know not by what Accident) 
Acquainted with your Purpofe to my Patron, 
Touching your Will, and making him your Heir, 
Entred our Houfe with violence, his Sword drawn, 
Sought for you, call’d you Wretch, unnatural, 


~Vow’'d he would kill you. 


Corb. Me? Mof. Yes, and my Patron. 
Corb. This A& fhall_ difinheric him indeed : 
Here isthe Will, Mof.’Tis well,Sir. Corb. Right.and well. 
Be you as careful now forme. Mof: My Life, Sir, 
Is not more tender’d. ITamonly yours. — - - 
Corb, How does he? will he die fhortly, think ft thou? 
Mof. I fear, he'll out-laft May. de oom 
Corb. To day? Mof. No, laft out May, Sirs 
Corb. Could’ft chou not gi him a Dram? | 
Mf. O, by no means, Sir. ares 
Corb. Nay, V'll not bid you. Volt. This is a Knave; I fee. 
Mf. How, Signior Voltore! Did he hearme? 
Volt. Parafite. Ps a 
Mof. Who's that ? O, Sir, moft timely welcome-—— 
Volt. Scarce, to the difcovery of your Tricks, f fear. 
You are his only ? and mine alfa? are you not ? : 
_ Mof. Who ? I, Sir! Volt. You, Sir. What Device is this 
About a Will? dof. A Plot for you, Sir. Volt. Come, 
Put not your Foitts upon me, I thall4cent’em: - 
Mof. Did you not Hear ng 
Volt. Yes, Lhear, Corbaccio. - rn 
Hath made your Patron there Kis Heir, Mof: ’Tis true, 
4 my Device, drawn toit by my Plot, = =" 
ich hopp——- Volt. Your Patron thould reciprocate? 
And you have promis’d? dof. For your good, I did, Sir: 


_ Nay more, [cold his Son, brought, hid hin Here; 


169 
Where he might hear his Father pafs the Deed ; 
Being per{waded to it by this Thought, Sir, 
Thac the unnaturalnefs, firft, of the A@, 
And then his Facher’s oft difclaiming in him, 
(Which I did mean ¢ help on) would ture erage him 
To do fome Violence upon his Parent, | 
On which the Law fhould take fufficient hold, 
And you be ftated in a double Hope : 
Truth be my Comfort, and my Confcience, 
My only Aim was to dig you a Fortune 
Out of thefe.two old rotcen Sepulchers_—— 
(Volt. 1 cry thee mercy, Mofca.) 
Mof/. Worth your Patience, __ | 
And your great Merit, Sir. And fee the Change! 
Volt. Why, what Succefs> | 
Mof. Moft haplefs! You mpft help, Sir: 
Whilft we expected th’ old Raven, in comes 
Corvino’s Wife, fent hither by her Husband—— 


«GO 
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Volt. VVhat,with a Prefent? A4o/. No,Sir,on Vifitation: 


(Pl tell you how anon) and ftaying long, © 
The Youth he grows impatient, ruthes forth, - 
Seizeth the Lady, wounds me, makes her fwear 
(Or he would murder her, that was his Vow) 
T° affirm my Patron to have done her Rape : 
VVhich how unlike it is, you fee; and hence 
VVith chat Pretext he’s gone t’ accufe his Father; 
Defame my Patron; defeat you———= 
Volt. VVhere’s her Husband? Ae 
Let him be fent for ftreight. Afof Sir, Pll go fetch hirti. 
Volt. Bring him to the Scrutineo. Mf. Sir, 1 will. 
Volt. This mutt be ftopt. Ado: O, you do nobly, Sir. 
Alas, *ewas labour’d all, Sir, for your good ; 
Nor was there wort of Couafel in the Plot: 
But Fortune can, at any time o’erthrow 
The Projects of a hundred Learned Clerks, Sir: 
Corb. VVhat’s thar ? 
Volt. VVill’t pleafe you, Sir, to go along? 
Mof. Patron, go in, and pray for our Succef. _ 
Volp. Need makes Devotion : Heaven your Labour blef3. 


Act 1V- Scene F 
Politich, Peregrine: 


Told you, Sir, it was a Plot; you fee 

What Obfervation is. You mention’d mé 
For fome Inftructions : I will tell you, Sir, | 
(Since we are met here in this Height of Venice} 
Some few Particulars, I have fet down, 
Only for this Meridian, fittobéknown 
Of your crude Traveller ; and they are thefe. 
I will not couch, Sir, at your Phrafe, or Clothes; = 
For they are old. Per. Sir, have better. Po/. Pardon; 
I meant, as they are Themes. Per. O, Sir; proceed : 


| Fil lander you no more of Wit, good Sir. 


Pol. Firft, for your Garb, % muft be grave and feribus 
Very referv’d and locke ; not tell a Secree 
On any terms, not to your Father 3 fcarce 
A Fable, but with caution: Make fure choice 
Both of your Company, and Difcourfe; beware 


| You never {peak a truch—Per.How. Pol.Not to ftrangers, 


For thofe be they you muft converfe with moft ; 


| Others I would not know, Sir, but at diftance, 


So as I {till might be a Saver in’em: 

You fhall have Tricks elfe paft upon you hourly, 
And then, for your Religion, profefs none, 3 
But wonder at the diverficy of all; 

And; for your pare, proteft, were thefe fio other 


But fimply che Laws o’ tt’ Land, you could content you. ° 


Nie. Machiavel, and Monfieur Bodsne; both -_ 
Were of this mind. Then muft you learn the Ufe 
And handling of yout Silver Fork at Meals, _ 

The Metal of yout — (shefe are main Matters.., 
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> With your Italian) and to know the Hour 


1yh 


When you muft eat your Melons and your Figs. — 
Per. Is that a Point of Statetoo? Pol. Here i¢ is: 

For your Venetians if he fee a Man ~ Od 

Prepofterous in che leaft, he has him ftrait ; 

He has ; he ftrips him. ll acquaint you, Sir, 

I now have liv’d here (tis fome fourteen Months:) 

Within the firft Week of my Landing here, 

All took me for a Citizen of Venice, 

I knew the Forms fo well—— Per. And nothing elfe. 
Pol. I had read 'Contarene, took me a Houfe, 

Dealt with my Fews to furnith it with Movables—— 

VVell, if I could but find one Man, one Man 

To mine own Heart, whom I durft truft, I would — 
Per. VVhat? what, Sir? 
Po!. Make him rich ; make him a Fortune: 

He fhould not chink again. I would command it. 

_ Per. As how? Pol. VVith certain Projedts that I have, 

VVhich I may not difcover. Per. If I had 

But one to wager with, I would lay Odds now, 

He tells me inftantly. Po/. One is, (and that 

I care not greatly who knows) to ferve the State 

Of Venice with Red Herrings for three Years, 

And at a certain Rate, from Rotterdam, — 

VVhere I have Correfpondence. There’s a Letter, 

Sent me trom one o’ th’ States, and to that purpofe; 

He cannot write his Name, but that’s his Mark 

Per, He isa Chandler. Pol. No, a Cheefmonger. 

‘There are fome others too, with whom I treat 

About the fame Negotiation ; 

And I will undertake it: For, ’tis thus, 

Pll do’t with eafe, I have caft it all: Your Hoy 


_ Carries but chree Men in her, and a Boy ; 


And fhe fhall make me three Returnsa Year: 

So if there come but one of three, I fave; . 

If two, I can defalk: But this is now, 7 
If my main Projeé fail. Per. Then you have others? 
__ Pol. I fhould be loth to draw the fubril Air 

Of fuch a Place, without my thoufand Aims. 


_ Pll noc diffemble, Sir; where ere I come, 
_ Tlove to be confiderative ; and, ’tis true, 
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I have at my free Hours thought upon _ 

Some certain Goods unto the State of Venice, 

VVhich Ido call my Cautions; and, Sir, which 

I mean (in hope of Penfion) to propound 

To the Great Counfel, then unto the Forty, 

So tothe Ten. My Means are made already ———+ 
Per. By. whom ? 1 ek : 
Pol. Sir, that thougk his Place b’ obfcure, 

Yet he can fway, and they will hear him. He’s 

A Commandadore. Per. What a common Serjeant ? 
Pol. Sir, fuch as they are, put it in their Mouths, 

What they fhould fay, fometimes, as well as greater. 

{ think [have my Notes to fhew you Per. Good Sir. 
Pol. But you fhall {wear unto me,on your Gentry, 
“Not to anticipate——— Per. I, Sir? Pol. Nor reveal. 

A Circumftance—— My Paper is not with me. 

~ Per. O, but you can remember, Sir. Pol. My firlt i 

Concerning Tinder-boxes. ‘You muft know, —- | 

No Family is here without its Box. | 

Now, Sir, it being fo portable a thing, 

Put cafe, chat you or I were ill affected 

Unto the State, Sir, ‘with ic in our Pockets, 

Might not I go into the Arfenal, | 

Or you, come out again, and none the wifer ? 

Per, Except your felf, Sir. Pol.Go to then. I therefore 

Advertife to the State, how fit it were, 

That none but fuch as were known Patriots, 

Sound Lovers of their Country, fhould be fuffer’d 

T enjoy them in their Houfes; and even thofe 

Seal’d at fome Office, and at fuch a bignefs : 

As might not-lurk in Pockets. Per. Admirable! | 
Pol. My next‘is, how t’ enquire, and be refoly’d, 

By prefent Demonftration, whether a Ship, a 


| In Man’s Apparel. 
| I will be tender to his Reputation, 


The Fox. 


Newly arriv’d from Soria, or from | 293 
Any fifpe@ed Part of all the Levant, 
Be guilty of the Plague : And where they ufe 


To lie out forty, fifty days fometimes, 


‘| About the Lazarerto, for their Trial, 


Vil fave that Charge and Lofs unto the Merchane, 

And in an Hour clear the Doubt. Per. Indeed, Sir ? 
Pol. Or—— I will lofe my Labour. 
Per, ’My faith, that’s much. 
Pol, Nay, Sir, conceive me. "I will coft me, in Onions, 

Some thirty Livres—— Per. Which is one Pound Sterling. 
Pol. Befide my Water-works: For this I do, Sir. 

Firft, I bring in your Ship ’twixe two Brick-walls; 

(But thofe the State fhall venture) on the one 

I ftrain me a fair Tarpaulin, and in thae 

I ftick my Onions, cut in halts; che other 

Is full of Loop-holes, out at which I chruft 

The Nofes of my Bellows ; and cthofe Bellows 

I keep, with Water-works, in perpetual Motion, 

(Which is the eafieft matter of a hundred.) 

Now, Sir, your Onion, which doth naturally 

Attract th’ Infection, and your Bellows blowing 

The Air upon him, will thew (inftancly) 

By his chang’d Colour, if there be Contagion, 

Or elfe remain as fair as at the firtt. 

Now ’tis known, ’tis nothing. Pcr. You are right, Sir. 
Pol. I would [had my Note. Per. Faith, fo would I: 

But you ha’ done well for once, Sir. Pol. Were I falfe, 

Or would be made fo, I could thew you Reafons 

How I could fell this State now to the Zurk,_—- 

Spite of their Gallies, or their— Per. Pray you, Sir Pod. 
Pol. Thave’em not adout me. Per. That I fear’d. 

They are there, Sir. Pol. No, this is my Diary, 

Wherein I nore my Actions of the Day. , fa 3 
Per. Pray you, let’s fee, Sir. What is here? Notandum, 

A Rat had gnawn my Spur-leathers ; notwithftanding, 

I put on new, and did go forth: but firft 

I threw three Beans over the Threfhold. Item, 

I went and bought two Tooth-picks, whereof one 

I burft immediarely, in a Difcourfe 

With a Dutch Merchant, *bout Ragion del Stato. 

From him I went, and paid a Moccinigo 

For piecing my Silk Stockins; by the way 

I cheapned Sprats; and at St. Adark’s I urin’d. 

"Faith, thefe are Politick Notes! Pol. Sir, I do flip 

No Action of my Life thus, but I quote it. a4 
Per, Believe me, it is wife! Pol. Nay, Sir, read forth. 


.. Lady, Nano, Women, Politick, Peregrine. 
7 Here thould. this loofe Knight be trow ? Sure he’s 
¥: Hous’d. | : ee 3 
Nan. Why, then he’s faft. a 
Lad. I, he plays boch with me. a 

I pray you ftay. This Heat will do more harm 

To my Complexion, than his Heart is worth. - 

(I.do not care to hinder, but to take him.) 

How it comes off? Wom.My Mafter’s yonder. Lad.Where? 
Wom. With a young Gentleman. : 
Lad. That fame’s.che Party ! ase —— 

‘Pray you, Sir, jog my Knight :. 


£i4 


However he demerit. Pol, My Lady !. Per. Where? 
Pol. “Tis the indeed, Sir; you fhali know her. Sheis, 
Were fhe nat mine, a Lady of that merit, ? 
For Fafhion and Behaviour ; and for Beauty ' 
I durft compare Per, It feems you are not jealous, 
That dare commend her. Pol. Nay, and for Difeourfe—- 
Per. Being your Wile,fhe cannot mifs that, Pol. Wladaun, 
Here is a Gentleman,,’pray you ufe him fairly; ~.:-"” 
He f{eems a Youth, but he is— Led. None. Pol. Yes, ane 
Fas put his Face as ioon into the World—— =. vt 
Lad. You 


» 


Led. You mean, asearly ? but co day? Pol. How’s this: 
Led. Why in chis Habit, Sir, you apprehend me. 
Well, Mafter Would-be, chis doth not become you 5 _ 
I had thought, the Odour, Sir, of your good Name 
Had been more precious to you ; that you would not 
Have done -this dire Maffacre on your Honour ; 
One of your Gravity, and Rank befides ! | 
But Knights, I fee, care litele for theOath 
They make to Ladies; chiefly, their own Ladies. 

ol. Now,by my Spurs,(the fymBol of my Knighthood) 
(Per. Lord, how his Brain is humbled tor an Oath!) | 
Pol. [reach you not. Led. Right, Sir, your Politie 

May bear it chrough thus. Sir, a Word with you. 
¥ would be loth to conteft publickly 


- Wich any Gentlewoman, or to feem 
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Froward, or violent, (as the Courtier fays) 
It comes too near Rufticity in a Lady, 
Which I would fhun by all means ; and however 
I may deferve from Mafter Would-be, yet 
T’ have one fair Gentlewoman thus be made 
Th’ unkind Inftrument to wrong another, _ 
And one fhe knows not, I, and to perfevere ; 
In miy poor Judgment, is not warranted 
From being a Solzci/m in our Sex, | 
If not in Manners. Per. How isthis! Pol. Sweet Madam, 
Come nearer to your Aim. Lad. Marry, and I will, Sir. 
Since you provoke me with your Impudence, 
Arid Laughter of your Land-Syren here, 
Your Sporus, your Hermaphrodite-——~ Per. What's here? 
Poetick Fury; and Hiftorick Storms! 
Pol, The Gentleman, believe it, is of worth, 
And of our Nation. Lad. I, your White-Priars Nation? 
Come, I blufh for you, Mafter Would-be, 1; 
And am afham’d you fhould ha’ no more Forehead; 
Than thus to be the Patron, or St. George, 
To a lewd Harlot, a bafe Fricatrice, ; 
A-Female Devil, in a Male Out-fide. Pol. Nay; 
futid you be fuch a one, I muft bid Adieu 
To your Delights. The Cafe appears too liquid. 
Lad. I, you may carry’t clear, with your State-face ! 
But for your Carni oncupifcence, 
Who heré is fled for Liberty of Confcience, 
From furious Perfectition of the Marthal, 
Her will I dife’ple. Per. This is fine,? faith! 
And do yoa ufe this often ? Is this part 
Of your Wits Exercife, ’gainft you have occafion ? 
Madam—— Lad. Go to, Sir. | 
Per. Do yo hear me,Lady? 
Why, if your Knight have fet you to beg Shirts; - 
Or to invite me home, you might have done it 
A nearer way by far. Lad. This cannot work yoii 
Out of my Snare. Per. Why? am [in it, then? 
Indeed your Husband told me you were Fair, 
And fo you ares only your Nofe enclines 
(That Side that’s next the Suh) to the Queen-apple. 
Lad. This cannot be endur’d, by any Patience. 


A& IV.. Scefie Il: 
tees Mofca, Lady, Peregrine. 


W kes the matter, Madam? Lad. If the Senate 
Right not my queft in this, I will proteft ’em, 
To‘all' che-World, no Ariftocracy. 

Mof. What is the Injury, Lady ? Lad. Why,the Callet 
You cold me of; here I have tane difguis’d. 


Mof. Who? this? what means your Ladifhip? the Crea- 


I mention’d to you, is apprehended, now, (ture 
Before the Senate; you hall fee her-——— Lad: Where? 
Mof. Til bring youro her. This young Gentleman, 
I faw him land this Morning at the Port. : 
Lad. Is't poffible! how was my Judgment wander’d! 
Sir; 1 muft, bluthing, fay co you, [have errd; | 


_Aad plead: your Pardon? ‘Per. What, more Changes yet? , 


The Fox. 


Lad. L-hope yo’ ha’ not the malitetqremeniber: 
Gentlewomans Paffion. If you ftay .. : | 
In Venice here, pleafe you to ufe me,. Sir —— 
Moj..Will you go, Madam?) 
Lad.:’Pray.you, Sir, ufe me; In faich . | 
The more you fee me; the more thal! conceive. . 


TE 


You have forgot our Quarrel. Per. This is rare!;. ,, - 


Sir Politich Would be 2. No, Sir Politick Baw! 

To bring me thus acquainted with his Wife! 

Well, wife Sir Pol, fince you have pradtis’d thus. . . 
Upon my Frefhman- thip, Pll ery your Sale-head, 
What Proof ic is agairift a Counter-plot. _ 


A& IV. Scene IV. 
Voltore, Corbaccio, < orvino, Mefca. 


WEL now you know the Carriage of the Bufinefs, 
Your Conftancy is all that is requir’d 

Unto the Safety of it. “Ado: Is the Lie 

Safely convey’d amongft us? is that fure? 

Knows every Man his Burden? . 

Corv. Yes. Mof. Then fhrink not. .:-) - 

Corv. But knowsthe Advocate the Truth? Af: OSir, 
By no means. I devis’d a formal Tale, 7 
That falv’d your Reputation. But be valiant, Sir. 

Corv. I fear no one but him, that this his Pleading _ 
Should make‘him ftand for a Co heir— Mof: Co-halter! 
Hang him, we will but ufe his Tongue, his Noife, 

As we do Croakers here. Corv. I, what fhall he do ? 

Mof. When we ha’ done; you mean? 

Corv. Yes. Mof. Why, we'll chink: 
Sell him for Mammia, he’s half Duft already. - . oe 
Do you not fimile, to fee this Buffalo [To Voltore. 
How he doth fpore it with his Head? I fhould © 
If all were well, and paft. Sir, only you - (To Corbaccio. 
Are he that fhall enjoy the Crop of all, - 
And thefe not know for whom they toil. Corb. I peace. . 

Mof. But you fhall eae ic. [To Corvino. 
Much Worfhipful Sir, ~ (Tbew to Voltore again. 
Mercury fit upon your chundring Tongue, 

Or the French Hercules, and make your Language 

As conquering as his Club, to beat along 

(As wich a Tempeft) flat, our Adverfaries ; | 

But much more yours,Sir. Volt. Here they come, ha’ done. 
- Mof. I have another Witnefs, if you need, Sir, 

I can produce. Volt. Whoisic? Mof. Sir, I have her. 


A IV. Scene V. 


_ Avocators 4. Bonario, Celia, Veltore, Corbaccio, Corvino, 
Mofca, Notario, Commandadori. 


He like of this the Senate never heard of. 
Avoc, 2.°’ Twill come moft ftrange to them, when 
we report it. | oe | 
Avoe, 4. The Gentlewoman has been ever held 
Of unreproved Name. voc. 3. So the young Man. 
Avoc. 4. The more unnatural pare that of his Father. 
Av.2. More of the Husband. Av.1. Inot know to give 
His A& a Name; it is fo monftrous! - 
Avoc. 4. But the Impoftor, he is a thing created 


| T’exceed Example!» voc. 1. And all after-cimes! 


Avoc.2. I never heard a true Voluptuary 
Defcrib’d,bue him: Avec.3. Appear yet. thofle were cited ? 
Nota. All bue-the old Magwifico, Volpone. 
Avoe. 1. Why is not he heré ?. 
Mof., Pleafe your Fatherhoods, 
Here is his Advocate » Himfelf’s fo weak, 
So feeble-——— voc. 4. What are you ? 
Bon. His Parafite,. | 7 
His Knave; his Pandar : I befeech the Court, 
He may be fore’d to come, that ydur grave Eyes 
May bear ftrong Witnets of his itrange Impoftures. 
L, 2 ° Volt. Upon 


4 
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Volt. Upon my Faith and Credit, with 
He is not able to endure the Air. 
Avo.2. Bring him, however. 
Avo. 3. We will fee him. Avo. 4. Fetch him. 
Volt. Your Fatherhoods fit Pleafures be obey’d ; 
But fare, the Sight will rather move your Pities, 
Than Indignation: May it pleafe the Court, 
In the mean time, he may be heard in me. 
I know this Place moft void of Prejudice, 
And therefore crave it, fince we have no 
To fear our Truth fhould hurt our Caufe, 
Avoc. 3. Speak free. 


your Vertues, | 


reafon 


Tbe Fox. 


By laying Infamy upon thisMan, _ 

To whom, with blufhing, they thould owe their Lives. 
Avoc. 1. What Proofs have you of this? _ 
Bon. Moft honour’d Fathers, . 

I humbly crave, there be no credit given 

To this Man’s mercenary Tongue. -Avyoc. 3. Forbear. 

_ Bon. His Soul moves in his Fee. aa 
Avoc. 3. O, Sir. Box. This Fellow, 

For fix Souz, more, would plead againft his Maker. 
Avoc. 1. You do forgec your felt 
Vole. Nay, nay, Grave Fathers, 

Let him have fcope : Can any Man imagine 


Volt. Then know, moft honoured Fathers,I muft now | That he will {pare his Accufer, thae would noe 


ifcover to your ftra * abufed Ears _ 
7 he moft ah erp ee ee of frontlefs Piece 
OF folid Impudence, and Treachery, 
That ever vicious Nature yet broughe forth 
To fhame the State of Venice. This lewd Woman 
(That wants no artificial Looks, or Tears, 
To help the Vizor the has now put on) 
Hath long been known a clofe Adulcerefs 
To that lafcivious Youth there ; not fufpedted, 
I fay, bue known, and taken in the A& 
With him ; and by this Man, the eafie Husband, 


296 Pardon’d; whofe cimel Bounty makes him now 


Stand here, the moft unhappy, innocent Perfon 

That ever Man’s own Goodnefs made accus’d. 

For thefe, not knowing how tooweaGift 
Of that dear Grace, but with their Shame; being plac’d 


2gé §o’ above all Powers of their Gratitude, 


Began to hate the Benefit; and, in place 

Of Thanks, devife ¢ extirp the Memory 

Of fuch an A@ : Wherein I pray your Fatherhoods 
T° obferve the Malice, yea, the Rage of Creatures, 
Difcover’d in their Evils, and what Heart 

Such take, even from their Crimes. But that anon 
Will more appear. This Geneleman, the Father, 
Hearing of this foul Fa&, with many others, 

Which daily {truck at his too tender Ears, 

And griev’d in nothing more than that he could not 


: Preferve himfelf a Parent, Chis Son’s Ills 


Growing to that {trange Flood) at laft decree’d 3 

To difinherit him. voc. 1. Thefe be ftrange Turns ! 
Av.2. The young Mans Fame was ever fair and honeft. 
Volt. So much more full of danger is his Vice, 

That can beguile fo, under fhade of Vertue. 

But, as I faid, (my honour’d Sires) his Father 

Having this fetled Purpofe, (by what means 

To him betray’d, we know not) ‘and this day 

Appointed for the Deeds that Parricide. 

(I cannot ftile him better) by Confederacy 

Preparing this his Paramour to be there, 

Entred Volpone’s Houle, (who was the Man, 

Your Fatherhoods muft underttand, defign’d 

For the Inheritance) there, fought his Father : 

But with what purpofe fought he him, my Lords ? 

(1 tremble to pronounce it, that a Son. - | 

Untoa Father, and to fuch a Father, 

Should have fo foul, felonious intent) | 

It was to murder him: When, being prevented 

By his more happy Abfence, what.then-did he ? 

Not check his wicked Thoughts ;..no, now new Deeds; 


£96 (Mifchief doth ever end where it begins) — | 


An AG of horrour, Fathers! He dragg’d forth - 
‘The aged Gentleman, that had there lien Bed-rid _ 
Three years and more, out of his inpacent Couch, . 
Naked, upon the Floor, there left him ; wounded -- 
His Ser®ant in the Face, and, with this Strumpet, 
The Stale to his forg’d Pra@ice, who was glad 

To be fo active, (I fballheredefire 

Your Fatherhoods to note but my Colledtions, 

As moft remarkable) thought at once to ftop 

His Fathers Ends, difcredit his Free Choice 

[n the old Gentleman, redegm chemfelyes, 


Had her Cue given her, to cry out, A Rape. 


Have fpar’d his Parent ? 
Avoc. 1. Well, produce your Proofs. 
Eel. T would I could forget I were a Creature. 
Volt. Signior Corbaccio. 
. voc. 4. Whatis he? Vole. The Father. 
Avoc. 2, Has he had an Oath ? 
Nor. Yes. Corb, What muft Ido now? - 
Not. Your Teftimony’s crav’d. 
Corb. Speak to the Knave ? 
Pil ha’ my Mouth firft ftope with Earth ; my Heart 
Abhors his Knowledge: I difclaim in him 
Avoc. 1. But for what Caufe ? 
Corb, The meer Portent of Nature: 
He is an utter Seranger to my Loins. 
Bon. Have they made you co this! 
Corb. I will not hear thee, 
Montter of Men, Swine, Goat, Wolf, Parricide, 
Speak not, thou Viper. “Bon. Sir, I will fic down, 
And rather with my Innocence fhould fuffer, | 
Than I refift the Authority of a Father. | ! 
Vole. Signior Corvino, 
Avoc. 2. This is ftrange! voc. 1. Who's this? 
Nor. ‘The Husband. voc. 4. Is he fworn ? 
Not. Heis. voc. 3. Speak then. 
Corv. This woman(pleafe your Fatherhoods)is a whore, 


‘OF moft hot Exercife, more than a Partrich, 


Upon Record— Avoc.1. No more. 

Corv, Neighs like a Jennet. — 

Not. Preferve the Honour of the Court. 
And Modefty of your moft reverend Ears, 
And yet I hope that I may fay, thefe Eyes 
Have feen her glew’d unto that piece of Cedar, 

That fine well-timber’d Gallant ; and that here 
The Letters may be read, thorow the Horn, | 
That make the Story perfec. | Ado/- Excellent! Sir. 

Corv. ‘There is no Shame in this now, is there ? 

Mof. None. . 

Corv. Or if I faid, I hop’d that the were onward 
To her Damnation, if there be a Hell. 

Greater than Whore, and Woman; a good Catholick 
May make the doubt. | 

Avoc. 3. His Grief hath made him frantick. 

Avoc. 1. Remove him hence. ; 

4Avoc. 2. Look to the Woman. [Ske faoons. 

Corv. Rare! Prettily feign’d! again! 

Avoc.4. Stand from about her.” 

Avoc.1. Give her the Air. . 

Avoc. 3. What can you fay’? Mof. My Wound 
(May’t pleafe your Wifdoms) fpeaks for me, receiv’d 


Corv. I thall, 


i In aid of my good Patron, when he mitt 


His fought-for Father, when that well-taught Dame _ 


Box, O, mott laid Impudence ! Fathers —— 
Avoc. 3. Sir, be filenc 5 rs 
You had your Hearing free, fo muft they theirs. 

_ Avoc.2. Ido begin to doubt th’ Impofture here. 
Avoc.4. This Woman has too many Moods. 
Volt. Grave Fathers, ; | 

She is a Creature of a moft profeft 


And profticuced Lewdnefs. Corv. Moft impetuous ! 


Unilatisfied, Grave Fathers! Volt. May her cignings 


a 


| T be 


Not take your Wifdoms: But this day the baired 
A Stranger, a grave Knight, with her loofe Eyes, 
And more lafcivious Kifles, ‘This Man faw ’em 
Together on the Water, in a Gondola. | 

Mof. Here is the Lady her felf, that faw ’em too, 
Without; who then had in the open Streets 
Purfu’d chem, but for faving her Knight’s Honour. 

Avoc. 1. Produce that Lady. 

Avoc.2. Let her come. voc. 4. Thefe things, 

They ftrike with wonder. Avoc. 3. Iam turn’d a Stone. 


A& IV. Scene VI. 
Mofca; Lady, Avocatori, &c. 


E refolute, Madam. Lad. I, this fame is the. 
Out, thou Chamelion Harlot ¢ now thine Eyes 
Vie Tears with the Hyena : Dar'ft chou look 
Upon my wronged Face? I cry your Pardons, 
I ts Ihave (forgettingly) tranfgreft 3 
Againft the Dignity of the Court— Avoc.2. No,Madam. 
Lad. And been exorbitant —— . 
Avoc.2. You have not, Lady. 
Avoc. 4. Thefe Proofs are ftrong. 
Led. Surely, I had no purpofe 
To {candalize your Honours, or my Sexes. 
Avec. 3. We do believe ic. — 
Lad, Surely, you may believe it. 
Avoc.2. Madam, we do. 
Lad, Indeed you may ; my Breeding 
Is not fo courfe— Avoc. 4. We know it. Lad. To offenf 
With Pertinacy— Avoc.3. Lady. Lad. Such a Prefence! 
No, furely. Avoc. 1. We well chink ic. 
Led. You may think ic. 
Avoc. 1. Let her o’recome. What Witnefles have you, 
To make good your Report? Bon. Our Confciences. 
Cel. And Heaven, that never fails che Innocent. 
Avoc. 4. Thefe are no Teftimonies. 
Bon. Not in your Courts, 
Where Multitude and Clamour overcomes. 
Avoc. t. Nay, then you do wax infolent. 
Volt. Here,here, [Volpone « brought sn as impotent. 
The Teftimony comes, that will convince, 3 
And put to utter dumbnefé their bold Tongues. 
See here, Grave Fathers, here’s the Ravifher, 
The Rider on Mens Wives, the great Impoftor, 
- The grand Voluptuary ! Do you not think 
‘Thefe Limbs fhould affe& Venery ? or thefe Eyes 
Covet aConcubine? Pray you mark thefe Hands : 
Are chey not fit to ftroke a Ladies Breafts ? 
Perhaps he doth diffemble ? Bon. So he does. 
Volt. Would you ha’ him toreur’d ? 
Bon. I would have him prov’d. - . . 
Vole. Belt try him then with Goads, or burning Irons ; 
Put him to the Serappado: I-have heard 
The Rack hath cur’d the Gout; faith, give ic him, 
And help him of a Malady, be courteous. 
Pil undertake, before thefe honour’d Fathers, 
He thall have yet.as many left Difeafes, 
As fhe has known Adulteries, or chou Strumpets. 
O, my moft equal Hearers, if thefe Deeds, |. 
A&sof this bold and moft exorbitant ftrain, 
“May pafs wich fufferance, what one. Citizen 
But owes the Forfeit of his Life, yea, Fame, 
‘Co him cthatdares traduce him ?) Which of you 
Ave fafe, my honour’d Fathers ? Iwould ask 
(With leave of your grave Fatherhoods) if their Plot 
‘Have any Face or Colour like to Truth ? 
Or if, unto the dulleft Noftril here, | 
It {mel noc rank, and moft abhorred Slander? 
I crave your Care of this gaod Gentleman, | 
Whofe Life is much endanger’d by their Fable; 
And as for them, I will conclude with this, _ . 
That vicious Perfeas, when ehey’re hot and flefh'd. - 


Fox. 


And thake it off. .A:oany of thefe Fears 
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In impious Ads, their Conftancy abounds : 
Damn’d Deeds are done with greareft Confideace. 

Avoc. 1, Take ’em to Cuftody, and fever them. 

Avoc.2. *Tis pity twe fuch Prodigies thould live. 

Avoc. 1. Let the ald Gentleman be return’d with care: 
I'm forry our Credulity wrong’d him. | 

Avo. 4. Thefe are two Creatures! 

| Avoc. 3. [have an Earthquake in me. : 
‘ Avoc.2. Their thame (even in their Cradles) fled their 

aces, 

Avoc. 4. You've donea worthy Service to the State,Sir, 
In their difcovery. voc. 1. You fhall hear, ere night, 
What Punifhment the Court decrees upon ’em.:- 

Volt. We thank your Fatherhoods; 

How like you it? Ado. Rare. | 

I'ld ha’ your Tongue, Sir, tipt wich Gold for this: _ 

I'ld ha’ you be the Heir to the whole City ; 

The Earth I'ld have want Men, ere you want Living : 
They’re bound to ered your Statue in St. Adarks. 
Signior Corvino, | would have you go 

And thew your felf, thac you have conquer’d. Corv. Yes. 

Mof. It was much better that you fhould profefs 
Your felf a Cuckold thus, thanthattheother __ 
Should have been prov’d. Corv. Nay,I confider’d that: 
Now it is her fault. A4of. Then it had been yours. 

Corv. True, do doubt this Advocate ftill. A4o/Pfaith 
You need not, Idare eafe you of that Care *. 

Corv. I cruft thee, Ato/ea.. : 

Mf. As your own Soul, Sir. Corb. Mofca. 

Mof. Now for your Bufinef, Sir. 

Corb, How? ha’ you Bufinefs? si 

Mof. Yes, yours, Sir. Corb. O, none elfe? 

Mof. None elfe, not 1 a 

Corb. Be careful then. a a 

Mof. Reft you with both your Eyes, Sir. 

Corb. Difpatch ic. Adof. Inftanly. - 

Corb. And look that all, , 
Whatever, be put in, Jewels, Plate, Moneys, __ 
Houfhold-ftuff,Bedding,Curtains. A4of- Curtain-rings,Sir. 
Only the Advocate’s Fee muft be dedu@ed. 

Corb. Vl pay him now; you'll be too prodigal. __ 

| Mof.. Sir,T muft tender it. Corb. Two Cecchines is well. 

Mof; No, Six, Sir. Corb. ’Tis too much, 

Mof. He talk’d a great while ; 7 | | 
You mutt confider that, Sir. Corb, Well, there’s Three— 

Mo. V'll give it him. Corb. Do fo, and there’s for thee. 

Méof: Bountiful Bones! What horrid ftrange Offence 
Did he commit ’gainft Nature, in his Youth, : 


| Worthy this Age? You fee, Sir, how I work 


Unto your Ends: take you no notice. Volt. No, 
Vl leagve you. Mof- All is yours, the Devil and all: |. 
Good Advocate. Madam, Ill bring you home. 

Lad. No, Pil go fee your Patron. 

Mof. That you thall not : a 
Pil cell you why. My purpofe is to urge 
My Patron to reform his Will ; and for | 
The Zeal you have thewn to day, whereas before 
You were but third or fourth, you fhall benow 
Put in the firft ; which would appearas begg’d, 
If you were prefent. Therefore— Led. You thall {way me 


» Act Vi. Scene'l. | 
| _ Volpome. - | 
TEM, Lam here, andall thisbrunt is paft: 
I ne’er was in diflike with my Difguife 

Till chis fled Moment; here ’twas goad, in private ; 
But in your publick, Cave, whilft I breathe. 
"Fore God, my left Leg ’gan to have the Cramp, oq8 
And I apprehended ftraic fome Power had ftruck me 
With a Dead Palfie :- Well, I muft be merry, : 


Would 
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Would put me into fome villanous Difeafe, | 
Should they come thick upon me: I'll prevent ’em. 
Give me a Bow! of lufty Wine, to fright 7 
This humour from my heart;(hum,hum,hum.) ( He drinks. 
"Tis almoft gone already : I fhall conquer. 

Any Device now, of rare ingenious Knavery, 

That would poffefs me with a violent Laughter, 

Would make me up again. So, fo, fo,fo. [Drinks again. 
This Heat is Life; *tis Blood by. this time: Mofca! 


| Ac V. Scene Il. 
+" Mofea, Volpone, Nano, Caftrone. 


Ow now, Sir? Does the Day look clear again ? 
Are we recover’d, and wrought out of Error, 
Into our Way, to fee our Path before us? 
Is our Trade free once more? Volp. Exquifite Mofca! 
Mof. Was it not carried learnedly? Volp. And ftoutly. 
‘Good Wits are greateft in Extremities. 
. Mof. It were a Folly, beyond thought, to truft 
Any grand A& unco a cowardly Spirit ¢ 
You are noc taken wich ic enough, methinks. 
Volp. O,more than if Thad enjoy’d the Wench : 
The Pleature of all Woman-kind’s not like it. 
Mof. Why now you {peak, Sir. We muft here be fixt; 
Here we muft reft ; this is our Mafter-piece : 
We cannot think co go beyond this. Volp. True, 
Thou haft plaid thy Prize,my precious Mofca.Mof.Nay,Sir, 
To gull che Court—- Volp. And quite divert the Torrent 
Upon the Innocent. Mof. Yes,andto make. 
So rare a Mutick out of Difcords—— Volp. Right. - 
That yet to me’s the ftrangeft! how th’ haft born it! 
That cthefe (being fo divided ’mongft chemfelves) 
Should not {cent fomewhat, orin me, orthee, - © 
Or doubt their own Side. Adc/- True, they will not fee’e. 
Too much Light blinds ’em, I think. Eachof’em * | 
Is fo poffeft and ftufft wich his own Hopes, 
‘That any thing unto the contrary, - 
Never fo true, or never fo apparent, 
Never fo palpable, they will refiftic——»_ >> 
| Volp. Like a cae seg of the Devil. Mof: Right, Sir. 
Merchants may tal 
Of Land that yields well ; but if Italy 
“Have any Glebe more fruicful chan thefe Fellows, 
“Lam‘deceiv’d. Did not your Advocaterare? 
-- Volp, O (My moft honour’d Fathers, my grave Fathers, 


_ Under correction of your Fatherhoods, — 


What Face of Truth is here? If chefe ftrange Deeds 

May pafs, moft honour’d Fathers—) I‘ had much ado - 

To forbear laughing. M4of-°T {eem’d to me, you fweat,Sir. 
Volp. In troth, I did a little. fof: But confefs,Sir, 

‘Were you not daunted? Volp. In good faith, I was’ 

A licele in a Mift, bue not dejected ; - 


’ Never but ftill my felf. A4of- I think it, Sir. 


And out of Confcience, for your Advocate, ~ 

He has taken pains, in faith, Sir, and deferv’d- - 
(In my poor Judgment, I {peak it under favour, :.- : 
‘Not to conerary you, Sir) very richly-— «5 
Well—to be cozen’d. Volp. Troth, and I think fo too, 
By that I heard him, in the latter end. 

Mof. O, but before, Sir: had,you heard him firft 

Draw it co certain Heads, then aggravate, 
_ Then ufe his vehement Fignreés——— I look’d ftill 


Now (fo Truth help me) I muft needs fay this, Sir, ; 


-49 When he would fhife a Shire; and doing this 


Out of pure Love, no hope of Gain—— Volp. ’Tis right. 
I cannot anfwer him, Mo/ca, as I would, - 
Nor yets but for thy fake, at thy entreaty, 
I will begin, ev’n now, to vex ’em all, , 
This very inftane. 
Adof. Good, Sir. Volp. Call the Dwarf 
And Eunuch forch. 
_. Mof. Caftrone, Nano. Nan Here: 


of Trade, and your great a 


The Fox. 


Volp. Shall we have a Jig, now ? : 
Mof. What you pleafe, Sir. Volp. Go, 
Strait give out about the Streets, you two, 
That I am dead ; do it with conftancy, 
Sadly, do you hear? Impute it to the Grief 
Of this late Slander. " | 
Mof. What do you mean, Sir? Volp. O, 
I fhall have inftantly my Vuleure, Crow, | $0 
Raven, come flying hither, (on the News) 
To peck for Carrion, my She-Wolf, and all; 
Greedy, and full of expectation-——— 
Mo/. And then to have it ravith’d from their Mouths? 
Volp. Tis true; I will ha’ thee pure on a Gown, 
And take upon thee, as thou wert mine Heir ; 
Shew ’em a Will : Open that Cheft, and eeach. 
Forth one of thofe that has the Blanks; T’ll ftrait . 
Putin thy Name. A4/: Ie will be rare, Sir. Volp. I, 
When they ev’n gape, and find chemfelves deluded-— 
Mof. Yes. Volp. And thou ufe chem fcurvilvy: 
Difpatch, get on chy Gown. : 
Mof, Buc what, Sir, if chey ask 7 
After the Body? Volp. Say, it was corrupted. 
Mof. Vil fay, it ftunk, Sir ; and was fain ¢ have ie 
Coffin'd up inftantly, and fent away. _ 
Volp. Any thing,what thou wilt. Hold, here’s my Will. 
Get thee a Cap, a Count-book, Pen and Ink, 
Papers afore thee; fit as thou wert taking 
An Inventory of Parcels: Pll get up | 
Behind the Curtain, on a Stool, and hearken ; 
Sometime peep ever, Tee how they do look, | 
With what Degrees their Blood doth leave their Faces! 
O, ’cwill afford me a rare Meal of Laughter. 
Mof. Your Advocate will turn ftark dull upon it. 
Velp. It will take off his Oratories edge. 
— Mof. But your Clarifimo, old Round-back, he 
Will crump you, like a Hog-loufe, with the touch: 
Volp. And what Corvino? Mf. O Sir, look for him, 
To morrow morning, with a Rope and a Dagger, 
To vific all the Sereets; he mutt run mad. 


| My Lady too, that came into the Court, 


To bear Falfe-witnefs for your Worfhip-——. Voip. Yes, 
And kifs me *fore the Fathers, when my Face 
Flow’d all with Oils. 
Mof. And Sweat, Sir. VVhy your Gold 
Is fuch another Med’cine, it dries up, 
All cthofe offenfive Savours: It transforms 
The moft deformed, and reftores ’em lovely, ‘xt 
As ’ewere the ftrange Poetical Girdle. fove [Ceffos. 
Could not invent ¢ himfelf a Shroud more fubsile 
To pafs Acrifins Guards. It is the thing | 
Makes all the V Vorld her Grace, her Youth, her Beauty. 
Volp. 1 think fhe loves me. Mo/. Who? the Lady, Sir? 
She’s jealous of you. Volp. Deft thou fay fo? A&f Heark, 
There’s fome already. Volp. Look. Mo/. It isthe Vulture ; 
He has the quickeft Scent. : Volp. I'll to my Place, 
Thou,co thy Pofture. Mof 1am fer. Volp. But Mofca, 
Play the Arcificer now, torture ’em rarely. 


Act V.. Scene IIL 
Voltore, Mo|ca, Corbaccio, Corvino, Lady, Volpone. 


Ow now, my Mofea? Mof. Turky Carpets, nine— 
Volt. ‘Taking an Inventory ? That is well. 
Mof. Two Sutes of Bedding, Tiflue 
Volt. Where’s the Will ? 
Let. me read that the while. Corb. So, fet me down, 
And get you home. Volt. Is he come now, to trouble us ? 
Mf: Of Cloth of Gold, cwo more—— 
Corb. {sie done, Mofca ? 
Mf. Of feveral Velvets, eight ————~ | : 
Volt. Llike his Care. : 
Corb. Dott thou not hear ? 
Corv. Fla? is the Hour come, Mofca? ' 
Volp. I, 


as 
2 


- . 
' 4 é as 
\ - 


The Fox. 
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Volp. I now they mutter. [Volpone peeps from 
Corv. What does the Advocate here, behind a Traverfe. 
Or this Corbaccto ? ~ 
Corb. What do thefe here? Lad. Mofca ? 
Is his Thred fpun? Aéo/: Eight Chefts of Linen— Volp.O, 
‘My Fine Dame Would-be too!. Corv. Mofca, the Will, 
That I may fhew it thefe, and rid °em hence. 
Mof, Six Chetts of Diaper, four of Damask—— There. 
Corb. Isthat the Will? 
Mof. Down Beds and Bolfters——- Volp. Rare ! 
Be bufte ftill. Now they begin to flutter : 
They never think of me. Look, fee, fee, fee! 
How their {wift Eyes run over the long Deed. 
Unto the Name, and to the Legacies, 
What is bequeath’d them there-—— 
Mof. Ten Sutes of Hangings———- 
Volp. I, i their Garters, Adofca. Now their Hopes 
Are at the gafp. Volt. Mofca the Heir! Corb.What’s that? 
Volp. My Advocate is dumb ; look to my Merchant, 
He has heard of fome ftrange Storm, a Ship is loft, 
He faints; my Lady willfwoon. Old Glazen-eyes, 
Re hath riot reach’d his Defpair yet. Corb. All thefe 
Are out of hope; I’m fure the Man. Corv, But Mofce— 
Mof. Two Cabinets— Corus this in earneft ? A4o/-One 
Of Ebony——~ Corv. Or do you but delude me ? 
Mof. The other, Mother of Pearl——I am very butfie. 
Good faith, it is a Fortune thrown upon me—— 
Item, one Salt of Agat-—— not my feeking, 
Lad. Do you hear, Sir ? 
_Mof. A perfum’d Box——— ’Pray you forbear, 
You fee I am troubled— made of an Onyx— Led. How ! 
Mof. ‘Lo morrow or next day I hall be at leifure 
To talk with you all. Corv. Is this my large Hopes Iffue? 
Lad, Sir, 1 muft have a fairer Anfwer. Mof- Madam! 
Marry, and fhall: "Pray you, fairly quit my Houfe. 
Nay, raife no Tempeft with your Looks; but heark you, 
Remember what your Ladifhip offer’d me 
To put you inan Heir; go to, think on’t: 
And what you faid e’en your beft Madams did 
Fer Maintenance; and why not you ? Enough. 
Go home, and ufe the poor Sir Pol your Knighe well, 
For fear I tell fome Riddles: Go, be melancholy. | 
Volp. O, my fine Devil! Corv. Mofca,’pray you a word. 
Mof. Lord! will not you take your Difpatch hence yet? 
Methinks (of all) you fhould have been th’ Example. 
Why fhould you ftay here ? with what thought,what pro- 


e Hear you? do you not know,I know you an Afs? (mife? 


And that you would moft fain have been a Wicttol, 

If Fortune would have let you? that you are. 

A declar’d Cuckold, on good Terms? This Pearl, 
You'll fay, was yours? Right : This Diamond? 

Pl not deny’t, bue thank you. Much here elfe ? 

It may be fo. Why, think chat thefe good Works 

May help to hide your bad: Pil not betray you ; 
Although you be but extraordinary | 

And have it only in Title, it fufficeth. 

Go home, be melancholy too, or mad. 

Volp. Rare Mofca ! How his Villany becomes him! . 
Volt, Certain he doth delude all chefe for me. 

Corb. Mofca the Heir ? a 

Volp. O his four Eyes have found it. | 

Corb. 1 am cozen’d, cheated, by a Parofite-flave ; 
Harlot, ¢ haft gul?’d me. Mof: Yes,Sir. Stop your mouth, 
Or I thall draw the only Tooth is left. if 


“Are not you he, that filthy coverous Wretch, — 


With the three Legs, that here,in hope of prey,  * 
Have any time thisthree years {nufft about, = 
VWVich your moft grov’ling Nofe, and would have hir’d 
Me to the pois’ning of my Patron, Sir? i 
Are not you he that have to day in Court 


. Profefs'd the ditinheriting of your Son? 


Perjur’d your felf ; Go home, and die, and ftink 3: 
If you bus croak aSyllable, all comes out: 


Away, and call your Porters, go, go, ftir, 


1 Transform chee to a Venus 
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Volp. Excellent Varlet! Volt. Now, my faithful Adofcas. 
I find thy Conftancy. Af. Sir? : | 7 
Volt. Sincere. Mof: A Table 
Of Porphiry—— I mar'le you'll be chus troublefom. 
Volt. Nay, leave off now, they are gone. 
Mof. VVhy ? who are you? , 
VVhat? who did fend for you? O,cry you mercy; 
Reverend Sir ! Good faith, I am griev’d for you, 


| That any Chance of mine fhould chus defeat 


Your (I muft needs fay) moft deferving Travels: 
But I proteft, Sir, ic was caft upon me, 
And I could almoft with to be without it, 
But that che VVill o’ ch’ Dead muft be obferv’d: 
Marry, my joy is, that you need it not, 
You have a Gift, Sir, (thank your Education) 
VVill never let you want, while there are Men; 
And Malice, to bread Caufes. WVould I had 
But half the like, for all my Fortune, Sir. 
It Ihave any Sutes (as I do hope, | 
Things being fo eafie and dire&, I thall not) 
I will make bold with your obftreperous Aid, 
(Conceive me) for your Fee, Sir. In mean time; 
You that have fo much Law, I know ha’ the Confcience 
Not to be Covetous of what is mine, | 
Good Sir, I thank you for my Place ; ’twill help 
To fet up a young Man. Good faith, you look 
As you were coftive; beft go home and purge, Sir. 
Volp. Bid him eat Lettuce well: My witty Mifchief, 
Let me embrace thee. O that I could now | 
Mofca, go, 
Streight take my Habicof Clariffimo, 
And walk the Streets, be feen, torment ’em more: 
We mutt purfue, as well as plot. Who would 
Have loft this Feaft? Adof. I doubt it will lofe them 
Volp. O, my Recovery fhall recover all. 
That I could now but think on fome Difguife 
To meet ’em in, and ask ’em Queftions : 
How I would vex ’em ftill at every curn? 
Mof. Sir, Ican fit you. 
Volp. Canft thou? Mof. Yes, I know 
One 0’ the Commandatori, Sir, fo like you ; es 
Him will I ftreight make drunk,and bring you his Habit. 
Volp. A rare Difguife, and anfwering chy Brain! 
O, I will be a tharp Difeafe unto ’em. 
Mof. Sir, you muft look for Curfes- -—— 
Volp. ‘Till they burft ; | 
The Fox fares ever beft when he is curft. 


A& V. Scene IV. 


Peregrine, Mercatori 3. Woman, Politick. 


A™ Tenough’‘difguis’d 2? Mer. 1. I warrant you. 
Per. All my Ambition is to fright him only. 
Mer. 2. If you could Ship him away, ’twere excellent. 
Mer.3. To Zant, or to Aleppo? Per. Yes, and ha’ his 
Adventures put i’ th? Jiook of Voyages, ° : 
And his gull’d Story-regiftred for Trach? 
Well, Gentlemen, when I am in a while, 
And that you think us warm in our Difcourfe; - 
Know your Approaches. Mer. 1. Truft ic co our Care. 
. Per. Save you, fair Lady. Is Sir Pot within ? 
Wom. 1 do not know, Sir, Per.Pray you Way unto him; 
Here is a Merchant, upon earneft Bufinets,’ | 
Defires to {peak with him. | 
Wom. I willfee, Sir. Per. Pray you. 
I fee the Family is all Female here. 7 
Wom. He fays, Sir, he has weighty Affairs of State; 
That-now require him whole ; fome other time 
You may poflefs him. Per. Pray you fay again, 
If thofe require him whole, thefe will exa@ him, 
Whereof I bring him Tidings. What might be 
His grave Affair of State now ? how to make 
Bolognian Saulages here in Venice, {paring ss 7 
ie 
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One o th’ ingredients. Wom. Sir, he fays, he knows 
By your Word, 7idings, that you are no Statefman, 
And therefore wills you ftay. 
Per. Sweet, pray you return him; — 
I have not read fo many Proclamations, | 
And ftudied them for Words, as he has done ; 
But— Here he deigns to come. Pol. Sir, I muft crave 
Your courteous Pardon. There hath chanced (to day) 
Unkind Difafter *twixt my Lady and me, 
And I was penning my Apology 
To give her fatisfa@ion, as you came now. 
Per. Sir, Lam griev'd, [bring you worfe Difafter ; 
The Gentleman you met at th’ Port to day, 
That told you, he was newly arrivd—— Pol. I, was 
A fugitive Punk? Per. No, Sir, a Spy fet on you ; 
And he has made relation to the Senate, 
_ That you profeft to him to have a Plot 
To fell the State of Venice cothe Turk, 
Pol. O me! oe 
Per, For which, Warrants are fign’d by this time, 
To apprehend you, and to fearch your Study 
For Papers Pol. Alas, Sir, I have none, but Notes, 
Drawn out of Play-books Per. A\l the better, Sir. 
Pol. And {ome Eflays. What fhall [do? Per. Sir, beft 
Convey your felf into a Sugar-cheft, 
Or, if you would lie round, aFrail were'rare, 
And I'could fend you aboard. Pol. Sir, I but talk’d fo, 
For Diicourfe-fake meerly. (They knock without. 
Per. Heark, they are there. | 
Pol. Iam a Wretch, a Wretch. 
Per. What will you do, Sir ? 
IIa’ you ne’er a Curran-But to leap into ? 
They'll put you to the Rack, you muft be fudden. 
Pol. Sir, Ihave an Iagine—— 
(Mer, 3. Sir Politich Would-be ? 
Mer. 2.. Where is he ?) 
Pol. That I have thought upon before-time. 
Per, What isit? Pol. (I thall ne’er endure the Torture.) 
Marry, it is, Sir, of a Tortoife-fhell, 
Fitted for thefe' Extremities: pray you, Sir, help me. 
Here I have a place, Sir, to put back my Legs, 
(Pleafe you to lay it on, Sir) with this Cap, 
And my black Gloves. I'll lie, Sir, like a Tortoife, 
Till they are gone. Per. And call you this an Ingine ? 
Pcl. Mine own Device 
Good Sir, bid my Wifes Women 


To burn my Papers. | [They rufh in. 
Mer.1. Where’she hid? Mer. 3. We muft 
And will fure find him. 


Mer.2. Which is his Study? Ader. 1. What 
Are you, Sir? Per. lama Merchant, that came here 
_ To look upon this Tortoife ? 
Mer. 3. How?) Mer. 1. St. Mark! 
What Beaft is this? Per. Ic is a Fith. 
Mer. 2. Come out here. 
Per. Nay, you may ftrike him Sir,and tread upon him: 
He'll bear a Care. 
Mer. 1. What, to run over him? 
Mer. 3. Let’s jump upon him. 
Mer,2. Canhe not go? Per. He creeps, Sir. 
Mer. 1. Let’s fee him creep. 
Per. No, good Sir, you will hurt him. | 
Mer.2. (Heart) Vil fee him creep, or prick his Guts. 
Mer. 3. Come out here. 
Per, Pray you Sir, (creep a little.) 
Mer. 1. Forth. 
Mer.2. Yet farther. Per. Good Sir, (creep.) 
Mer.2. We'll fee his Legs. [They pull off the Shell, 
Mer, 3. Gods fo, he has Garters! and difcover bim. 
Mer.1. I,and Gloves! Mer. 2. Is this | 
Your fearful Tortoife ? Per. Now, Sir Pol, we are even 5 
For your next Project I fhall be prepar’d: 
I am forry for the Funeral of your Notes, Sir. 


Per. Yes, Sir. 


_ Mer.1. ’Twerea rare Motion to be feen in Fleet/rest. | You need not care, you have a good Eftare, 


The Fox. 


Mer.2. I, iv the Term. 

Mer.1. Or Smithfield, in the Fair. | 
. Mer.3- Methinks ’tis but a melancholy Sight. 

Per. Farewel, moft Politick Tortoife. 

Pol. Where’s my Lady ? 
Knows fhe of this? Wom. I know not, Sir. Pol. Enquire. 
O, I fhall be the Fable of all Feafts, 
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And, which is worft, even Talk for Ordinaries. 
Wom. My Lady’s come moft melancholy home, 
And fays, Sir, the will ftreight to Sea, for Phyfick. 
Poj. And I, to fhun this Place and Clime for ever, 
Creeping with Houfe on Back, and chink it well 
To thrink my poor Head in my Politick Shell. 


A&t IV. Scene V. 
Volpone, Mofca. | 


[The firft in the Habit of a Commandatore ; the other, 
of a Clariffimo. | 


An I then like him 2 of. O, Sir, you are he: 
No Man can fever you. 

fag Good. Mof: But what-am I? 

Velp. "Fore Heaven, a brave Clariffimo, thou becom’ ft it. 
Pity thou wert not born one. Mof. If Thold — 
= made one, ’twill be well. Volp. I'll go and fee 

hat News firft at theCourt. A4of. Do fo. My Fox 
Is out on his Hole, and ere he fhall re-enter, 


| PU make him languifh in his borrow’d Cafe, 


Except he come to Compofition with me: 
Androgyno, Caftrone, Nano. All. Here. 
Mof. Go, recreate your {elves abroad ; go, fport. 
So, now I have the Keys, and am poffeft. 
Since he will needs be dead afore his time, 
Pll bury him, or gain by him. Iam his Heir, 
And fo will keep me, till he fhare at leaft. 
To cozen him of all, were but a Cheat 
Well plac’d; no Man would conftrue it a Sin: 
Let his Sport pay for’t ; this is call’d the Fox-trap. 


Ac& V. Scene VI. 
Corbaccio, Corvino, Volpone. 


Hey fay, the Court is fet. Corv. We muft maintain 
Our firft tale good, for both our Reputations. 
. Corb. Why? mine’s no Tale: my Son would there 
have kill’d me. . 
Corv. That’s true, I had forgot ; mine is, I am fure. 
But for your Will, Sir. Corb. 1, Pll come upon him 
For that hereafter, now his Patron’s dead. 
Volp. Signior Corvino! and Corbeccio! Sir, 
Much joy unto you. Corv. Of what? 
Volp. ‘The fudden Good 
Dropt down upon you Corb. Where? 
Volp. (And none knows how.) 
From old Volpone, Sir. Corb. Out, errant Knave. 
Volp. Let not your too much Wealth, Sir, make you 
furious. Corb. Away, thou Varlet. 
fe 5 Why, Sir? Corb. Doft thou mock me? 
Volp. You mock the World, Sir ; 


| Did you not change Wills ? 


Corb. Out, Harlot. Volp. O! belike you are the Man, 
Signior Corvino? ’Faith, you carry it well ; 
You grow not mad withal: I love your Spirit : 
You are not over-leaven’d with your Fortune. _ 
You fhould ha’ fome would {well now, like a Wine-fac, 
Wich fuch an Autumn —— Did he gi’ you all, Sir 2 
Corv. Avoid, you Rafcal. | 
Volp. 'Troth, your Wife has fhewn 
Her bir avery Woman: but you are well, 


To 


The Fox: 


Fo bear it one; Sir, betrer by this Chance: .- -i 
— it Gorbaceia aye a:Share ?:- Corb. Hente, Vadlet. 
Volp. You will not be a’known, Sir ;. why, ‘cis wile. 


Thus do all Gamefters, at all Games, diffemble «| 


No Man will feem to win. -Here comes my —e 
Heaving his Beak. up i’ the Ain, and ai 


“Ae Vv. Scene VIL. ae | 
“Vallone, Valpones ; Ps r i 


Uc-ftript thus, by a Parafite? Shave? a 
OR": run on Errands, and make ae for Crombs ? 
Well, what Pil'do ai ok 

Volp The Court ftays for your elie. 
Te’en rejoice, Sit, at your Worthips Happinel, + 
And that it fell into fo learned Hands,. a 7 
That underftand the = he 
Volt, What do you mean? 
Volp. I mean to be 2 Suitar. to your Worthip, 
For the {mall Tenement, out of Reparations;.; - 
That at the end df yeur long row. of Hautes, :. 
By the Péfearia: le was, in Volfene'stume,. 21.50 S. 
Your Predeceffor, e’er he grew'Difeas’d,. — eeaiee 
A handfom, pretty, cuftom’d Bawilyshoute, ~~ | 
As any was in Venice, (none difptai’d) = 9 > «23. 
me fell wich him ; his Body and chat Houle: ) eer 
*d together. ee 
ween Come, Sir, leave your prating: 
VYolp. Why, if your Worthip give me but your Hand 
That I may ha’ the Refufal, Ihave done. - 
"Tis a meer To oy to you, Sir, Candle-rents,, 
As your Learn’d Worfhip knows——. Le 
Vols. What do I know? : 
by ir ‘Marry,no end of your wealth,SirsGod decreafe’ it. 
Miftaking Knave |. what, mock ’ft chou. my Mif 


fortune? 
Volp His Bleffing on your heart,Sir; would” ewere inore. 
(Now co my firft again, at ieaaley a wees 


Aa V. Scene Vu. . 
.. Corbaccio, Corvine, (Ween paffane) Volpone.< i vy a 


Ee, in our Habit! fee the impudent Varlet ! Sas 
Corv. That I could fhoot.mine Eyes at _— Gun: 
Valp. But is this true, Sir, of the Parafice ? » {ttopes. 
Corb. Again, t afflict us? Montter | — 7 
Volp. In good faith, Sir, 
Tam heartily griev’d, a Beard of your grave orth 
Should be fo over: seach ‘d. - T never brook’d | 


e, ata 


Corv. “ya , ‘ 
Volp.. Q God, ‘Sit! I were a wie Man, | 

Would ftand. the Fury of a diftracted Cuckol 
Corb. What, come again? : ; | {Mofca wel 
Volp. Upon ’em, Mofea; fave me. 

- Corb. The Air’s. infected where he. breaths, . 
Cerv. Lev’s fly him. , 
ie. eee turn, wpen. the Vuttwray |. etl 


hy i 


a iy thom 


- [It cannot be, Sir, that you thould be cozen’d3 


a ee we ng 


AG V. Scene’ IX. Oe 
Valo, Mofea, Ui ae 


“Le Fleth- -fly, it is Summer with you now. 
¥our Winter will Come on AZo/. Good Advocate, 
Pr’ychee not rail, nor threaten out of place thus; —~ 


‘1 Thouw'lr make a Solaecifmn (as Madam fays.) 
| Get-you a Biggen more; your Brain peaks loofe. 


Vole. Well, Sir. 
' Valp. Would you ‘ha’ me beat the islet Slave? 
‘Throw Dirt upon his firft good Clothes? Volt. This fame . 


eo, 


'['Is doubtlefs fome Familiar. Volp. Sir, the Court 
‘1: In eroch, ftays for you; Iam mad, a Mule, 


That néver read aftinsan, fhould get up, 
| And ride an Advocate. Had you no Quirk 

| To avoid Gullage, Sir, by fuch a Creature ? 

el hope you do aie jeft ; he has not don’t : 

| This’s. bur Confederacy, to blind the reft. Ne, 
j You areche Heir? Vols. A ftrange, officious, 
Troublefom Knave ! thou doft torment me. Volp.1 know— 
Tis not within the Wit of Man to do it ; : 
‘You are fo wife, fo prudent ; and ’cis fit 7 
That Wealth and Wifdom ftill thould g0 together, 


AQ V. Scene X22 


Avicaters 4. Notario, Commandedote, Bonario, Celiay : 
, _ Corbaccio, Corvino, Voltore, Velpome. 


: Re all the Partieshere? Nor. All but the Advocate 
Avoc.2. Andherehe comes. - | 
Avoc. #,. Then. bring em forth to Searence Ge 
Volt.. O, my moft honour’d Fathers, lec. your: Mercy” 
| Once win upon your, Juftice, co forgive-— |." 
I am diftra@ed-—- | 
(Volp. What will he: donow?) Volt.O, | 
I ce not which ev’ addrefs my {elf to firft; 2 
Whether pots our Fatherhoods, or thefe Innocents-— “J 
(Corv, Will he betray himfelf ?) Volt. Whom equally 
Ihave abusd, by-my falfe Accufation: . IO/ 
For which, now ftruck in Confcience, here I proftrate 
My felf at your offended Feet, for Pardon. 
Avoc. 1,2. Arife. ' 
Cel.,O Heav’n, how juft chou art! Volp. Iam caughe 
P my awn Noofe— Cory.-Be conftant, Sirs nought now 
Can help, but Impudence. . 
voc. ¥. Speak forward. Com. Silence. - — 
Volt: Tet is not Paffion in me, Reverend Fathers,. 
| But only-Confcience, Confcience, my. good Sires, N 
That makes me now tell Truth. That Parafice, | 
That Knave hath been the Infttument of al ‘| 
Avoe, Whereis that Knave? fetch him. an 
Velp. I go. Cory: Grave Fathers, -’ as 
This Man’s diftraa@ed; he confelt if hows ; 
For hoping to be old Polpone? S Heir, | 
| Who now is dead—.Avoc.3. How !. Avoe.2. 1sVolpone dead? 
Cory: Dead fince, Grave Fathers—— ae 
Bon. O fure Vengeance! Avoc. I, "Stay, 
Then he was no Deceiver, . Volt. O no, none: 
The Parafite, Grave Fathers. Corv. He does peak 
.| Out of meer Envy, ’caufe thé Servant’s made . 
| Lhe.thing he gap’t for’: Pleafe your Fatherhoads, 


rep 


\: 


| This is the Truth, chough I'll not juftifie. 
_ | The other,. but he may be fome-deal faulty.” 


Volt. 1, to your Hopes, as well as mine, Corvino : 
But Pl ufe Modefty. -Pleafeth your Wifdoms 
To view: thefe certain Natés, and but confor thern ; 
As I hope Favour, they thall fpgak. clear Truth. 

Corv. The Devil has enter'd him !. Bon Or bides in you. 

Ava. 4. VVe have done ill, by a Publick Officer 
To-fend for him, if he be Heir. Ave. 2. For whom ? 

‘Aa -Avoc. 4 Him 


.¢ 
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Av.4. Him that they call the Parafice. Av.3. Tis trtie, 
He is a Man of great Eftate, now left. _ 

Av.4. Go you, and learn his Name, and fay, the Court 
Intreats his Prefence here, but to the clearing 
Of fome few Doubts. Avoc. 2. Thi’ fame’s a Labyrinth ! 

Av.1.Stand you unto your firft Report. Corv.My State, 
My Life, my Fame— 

Bon. (Where is’c?) Corv. Are at the Stake. 

Av.1.Is yours fo too? Corb. The Advocate’s a Knave, 
_ And has a forked Tongue— (4v.2. Speak to the Point.) 

Corb. So is the Parafite too, Avoc.1. This is Confufion. 

Volt. I do befeech your Fatherhoods, read but thofe. 

Cory. And credit nothing the falfe Spirie hath writ: 
It cannot be, but he is poffeft, Grave Fathers. 


— A& V. Scene XI. 
‘Volpone, Nano, Androgyno, Caftrone, 


O make a Snare for mine own Neck! and run 
My Head into it, wilfully! with Laugheer! — 

When I had newly fcap’t, was free, and clear ! 
Out of meer Wantonnefs! O, the dull Devil 
Was in this Brain of mine, when I devis’d it, 
And Mojca gave it fecond 3 He muft now 
Help to fear up this Vein, or we bleed dead. 
How now! who let you loofe? whither go you now? 
VVhat,to buy Gingerbread, or to drown Kirlings ? 

Naa. Sir, Maftes Mofca call’d us out of doors, 
And bid us all go play, and took theKeys. And. Yes. 

Volp. Did Matter Mo/ca take the Keys? why, fo! 
I am farther in. ‘Thefe are my fine Conceits! 
{ muft be metry, with a mifchief to me! 
VVhat a vile VVretch was I, that could not bear 
My Fortune foberly ? I muft ha’ my Crotchets! | 
And my Conundrums! VVell, go you, and feek him: 
His Meaning may betruer thanmy Fear. 
Bid him, he ftreight come to me to the Court; | 
Thither will I, and, if'ce be poffible, 
Unfcrew my Advocate, upon new Hopes: 
VVhen I provok’d him, then I loft my felf 


Ac&t V.. Scene XII. 


Avecatori, &c. . 
TF Hele things can ne’er be reconcil'd. He here 
‘SL Profeffeth, that the Gentleman was wrong’d, 
And that the Genelewoman was brought thither, 
Forc'd by her Husband, and there left. Volt. Moft true. 
Cel. How ready is Heav’n to thofe that pray! 
Avoc. 1. But that 
Voipone would have ravith’d her, he holds 
Utterly falfe, knowing his Impotence. 

_Corv. Grave Fathers, he is poffeft ; again, I fay, 
Poffeft : Nay, if there be Poffeffion, | 
And Obfeffion,he has both. v.3.Here comes our Officer. 
- Valp, The Parafite will ftreight be heré,Grave Fathers. 

Avoc.4.You might invene fome other Name,SirVarlet. 
Avoe. 3. Did not the Notary meet him ? 
*Volp. Not.that I know. — | 
Avoc. 4. His coming will clear all. 
Avoc.2 Xeticismifty. = — | 
Volt. May’t pleafe your Fatherhoods—— 
_-Volp. Sir, the Parafite '  [Volpone = the 

Willd me to cell you, that his Mafter lives Advocate. 
That you are {till che Man, your Hopes the fame ; 

And this was only a Jeft-——— 
Volt. How? Volp. Sir, to try | 

If you were firm, and how you ftood affected. 
Vole. Art fure he lives? 
Volp. Do I live, Sir? Volt. O me! 

was too violent. Volp. Sir, you may redeem it : 

They faid, you were poffeft; fall down, and feem fo: 


The F 0. 


| You are difpo 


lll help to make it good. God blefs the Man! — [Voltore 


(Stop your wind hard; and fwell) fee, fee, fee, fee ! falls. 


He vomits crooked Pins! his Eyes are fet, 
Like a dead Hares, hung in a Poulterer’s Shop! 
His Mouth’s running away ! Do you fee, Signior ? 
Now ’tis in his Belly. (Cerv. I, the Devil ') 
be Now in his Throat. (Corv. I, I perceive it plain.) 
Volp” Twill out, twill out,ftand clear. See where it flies, 
In thape of a blue Toad, with Bats VVings! 
Do you not fee it, Sir? Corb. VVhat? I think I do. 
Corv. ’Tis too manifeft. 
Volp. Look ! he comes t’ himfelf! 
Vo. VVhere am I? 
Volp. Take = heart, the worft is paft, Sir. 
eft. Awoc.1. VVhat Accident is this ? 
4voc.2. Sudden, and full of wonder! 4v.3. If he were 
Poffeft, as it appears, all this is nothing. 
Corv. He has been often fubje@ to Fete Fits, 
Avoc.1. Shew him that VVriting : Do you know it,Sir? 
he Deny it, Sir, forfwear it, know it not. 
Volt. Yes, I do know it well, it is my Hand: 
But all chat it contains, is falfe. Bos. O PraGice! 

‘ Av.2. What Maze is this! Av.1.Is he notguilty then, 
Whom you there name the Parafite? Volt.Grave Fathers, 
No more than his good Patron, old Volpone. 

Avoc. 4. Why, he is dead ? 
Volt. O no, my honour’d Fathers, 
He lives —— voc. 1. How ! lives? | 
Volt. Lives. Avoc.2. This is fubrler yet ! 
Avoc.3. You faid, he was dead. 
Volt. Never. Avoc. 3. You faid fo. 
Corv, I heard fo. : 
Avoc. 4. Here comes the Gentleman, make him way.. 
Avec. 3. A Stool. ; 
Avoc. 4. A proper Man; and, were Volpone dead, 
A‘fic Match for my Daughter. Avec. 3. Give him way. 
Volp. Mofca, I was a’moft loft ; the Advocate 
Had betray’d all ; but now it is recover'd: 
All's o’ the Hinge again—— Say, I am living. 
Mof. What bufie Knave is this! Moft reverend Fathers, 
I fooner had attended your grave Pleafiires, 
But that my Order for che Funeral 
Of my dear Patron did require me—— (Volp. Mofca !) 
Mf. Whom I intend to bury like a Gentleman. 
Volp. I, quick,and cozen me of all. 4v.2. Seill ftranger! 
More intricate! Ave. 1. And come about again! 
Avoc. 4. Iisa Match, my Daughter is beftow’d. 
(Af; Will you gi’ me Half? 
Volp. Firft Vil be hang’d. Mof I know 
Your Voice is good, cry not fo lowd.) Avec. 1. Demand 3¢! 
The Advocate: Sir, did not you affirm . | 
Volpone was alive ? Volp. Yes, and he is ; 
This Gent’man told me fo, (thou thalt have Half.) 
Mof. Whofe Drunkard is this fame ? 
Speak fome chat know him: 
I never faw his Face. (I cannot now . 
Afford it you fo cheap. Volp.No?) Av.1. What fay you? 32 
Volt. The Officer told me. Volp. Idid, grave Fathers, 
And will maintain he lives, wich mine own Life, 
And that this Creature told me. (I was born 
Wich all good Stars my enemies.) Afo/.Moft grave Fathers, 
If fuch an Infolence as this mutt pafs 
Upon me; I am filent : *Twas not this 
For which you fent, I hope. Avec. 2. Take him away. 
( Aes Mofca!) Avoc. 3. Let him be whipt. 

‘(Wolp. Wilt thou betray me? . 

Cozen me?) Avoe. 3. And taughe to bear himfelf 

Toward a Perfon of his Rank. voc. 4. Away. 
Mof. 1 humbly thank your Fatherhoods- 

- Velp. Soft, foft, whipe ? 

And lofe all that I have? If I confefs, 

It cannot be much more. Avec. 4. Sir, are you married ? 
Volp. They'll be ally’d anon; I muft be refolute: 

The Fox hall here uncafe. (of: Patron.) : 


Sic 


Volp. Nay, 


AM 


\ 


The Fox. 


(He puts off bis] And fince the moft was gotten by Impofture, 


_ Volp. Nay, now 
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My Ruins hall not come alone; your Match Difguife.| By feigning Lame, Gout, Palfie, and fuch Difeafes, 


Pi hinder fure: my Subftance fhall not glew you, 
Nor {crew you into a Family. (Aéof. Why, Patron ‘) 
Volp. 1 am Volpone, and this is my Knave; 
This, his own Knave: this, Avarice’s Fool : 
This, a Chimera of Wittal, Fool, and Knave: 
And, Reverend Fathers, fince we all can hope _ 
Noughe but a Sentence, let’s not now defpair it. 
You hear me brief. | _ 
Corv. May it pleafe your Fatherhoods— Com. Silence. 
_Avoc. 1. The Knot is now undone by Miracle. _ 
Avoc.2. Nothing can be more clear. 
Avoc.3. Or can more prove 
Thefe innocent. Avoc. 1. Give ’em their Liberty. 
~ Bon.Heaven could not long let fuch grofs Crimes be hid. 
Avoc.2. \f thisbe held the High-way to get Riches, 
May I be poor. 4voc.3. This’s not the Gain, but Torment. 
Avoc.t. Thefe poffels Wealth, as fick men poflefs Fevers, 
VVhich trulier may be faid to poffefs them. 
Avoc.2. Difrobe that Parafire. 
Corv. Mof. Moft honour’d Fathers. 
Av.1.Can you plead ought to ftay the courfe of Juftice? 
If you can, fpeak. ©. 
Cory. Volt. VVe beg Favour. Ce. And Mercy. 
4Avoc.t. You hurt your Innocence,fuing for the Guilty. 
Stand forth; ,and firft, che Parafire. You appear 
T have been the chiefeft Minifter, if nore Plotter, 
In all thefe lewd Impottures ; and now, laftly, 
Have with your Impudence abus’d the Court, 
And Habit of a Gentleman of Venice, 
Being a Fellow of no Birth, or Blood: 
For which, our Sentence is, firft, chou be whipt 3 
Then live perpetual! Prifoner in our Gallies. 
Volt. I thank you for him. 
Mof: Bane to thy V Volvith Nature. 
Avoc. 31. Delivet him tothe Safi. Thou, Volpone, 
By Blood and Rank a Gentleman, canft not fall 
Under like Cenfure ; but our Judgment on thee 
Is, That thy Subftance all be ftreight confifcate 
To che Hofpital of che Iscurabil: : 


Thou art to lie in Prifon, crampt with Irons, 
Till chou be’ft fick and lame indeed. Remove him. 
Volp. This is call’'d mortifying of a Fox. 
Avoc.t. Thou, Voltore, to take away the Scandal 
Thou haft given all worthy Men of: thy Profeffion, 
Art banifht from their Fellowfhip, and our State. 
Corbaccio, bring hini near. We here poffefs 
Thy Son of all thy State, and confine thee 
To the Monaftery of San’ Spirito; _ 
Where, fince thou knewft not how to live well here, 
Thou fhalt be learn’d to die well. Corb. Ha! what faid he? 
Com. You fhall know anon, Sir. 
Avoe. 3. Thou, Corvino, thalt 
Be ftreight imbark’d from thine own Houfe, and row’d 
Round about Venice, through the Grand Canale, 
Wearing a Cap, with fair long Affes Ears, 
In ftead of Horns ; and fo to mount (a Paper 
Pinn’d on thy Breaft) tothe BerJizo—~ Corv. Yes, 
And have mine Eyes beat out with ftinking Fith, 
Bruis’d Fruit, and rotten Eggs—— ’Tis well. I am glad 
I thall not fee my Shame yet. voc. 1. And to expiate 
Thy Wrongs done to thy Wife, thou art to fend her 
Home to her Father, with her Dowry trebled : 
And thefe are all your Judgments. 
(Al. Honour’d Fathers.) ; 
Avoc.1. Which may not be revok’d. Now you begin, 
When Crimes are done, and paft, and to be punith’d, 
To think what your Crimes are: Away with them. 
Let all that fee thefe Vices thus rewarded, 
Take Heart, and love to ftudy em. Mifchiefs feed 
Like Beafts, till they be fat, and then they bleed. 


VOLPOWNE. 
He feafoning of a Play, ws the Applaufe. 
Now, Nhe Fox be puni(e'd by t. Laws, 
He yet doth hope there 1 no Suff’ring due, 
For any Fatt which be bath done *gainft you: 
If there be, cenfure him; bere be doubtful ftands: 
If not, fare jovially, and clap your Hands, 
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Firft A@ed ini the Year 1609: By the Children of her Majesty's Revels: 
gee Gaeian | . me ee Vs gees fe Pie oo 


With the Allowance of the Mafter of Revecs. 


The Anthor B, J. 


Ur fis tu fimilis Celt, Byrrbique latronum, 
Non ego fim Capri, neque Sulct. Cur metuas me? Horat, 


To the truly N O'B'L E“by all. TITLES, 


Sir Francis Stuart. | 
SIR,  . L 


yon, becanfe it. bath pleas'd. others before : but by truft, that when your have read it, you 

will find it worthy to have, difpleas'd none. This makes, that F now number you, not 
only in the Names of Favour, but the Names of Juftice, to what I write ; and do, prefently, call 
you to the exercife of that Nobeft, and 7 Vertue: as cobttivig rather to be freed in my 
Fame, by the Authority of a Judge, than the Credit of an Undertaker. Read therefore, I pray 
you, and Cenfure, ‘There is not a Lines’ or Sillable in it changed from the fimplicity of the firft 
Copy. And, when you fhall confider, through the certain hatred of fome, how much a Man's Inno. 
cency may be indanger’d by an uncertain accufation ; you will, I doubt not, fo begin to hate the In- 
quity of fuch natures, as I hall love the Contumely done me, whofe end was fo honourable, as to be 
wiped off by your fentence. ae 


Your unprofitable, but true Lover, 


Ben. Jounsoyn. 


GIS 


M’ Hope is not fo nourifhd by example, pe it will conclude, this dumb Piece fhould pleafe 
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| The Penson of the Prax 


ee 
Monrose, 4 Gentleman that loves not noife. 
Daur. Eucene, a Knight, bis ee 
~ Crerimont, 4 Gent. his beast 


| a See rae 
Truz-wit, Another Friend. 


Epicoenz, 4 yaning Gent. “fuppos Te Sil. aie 
Jou. D Aw, A Knight, ber Servint a 
AMaxRous La-Fops,. A Knight alfos 


‘Tuom. Orrenr, 4 Land and Sea: — 


Pia cow 


ae M a py ‘Hausury, | 
> 


al Fata a Barber. 


ieee One of Moxose bis Servants. 


Ladies Collegiate. 


Map. penne 


Py 


— ee J 
Mrs. mM AVIS, the Lady Hauswhes Woman, 


Mrs. Or 1 eR, the Captains Wifes + 


Pretenders. 


PaGES. 
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The Principal Comoep1ans were 


-_ 

NAT FIELD. | | WILL. BARKSTED 
 -Gincagig. =| owt PEN 
AMG, ATTAWEL, “RIC ALLIN. ey : 
JOHN SMITH > =| 30H SLANE 


EPICOENE, 
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EPICOEN 
Silent Woman. 
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PROLOGUE AG& L Scene L 


a Ruth fays, of old, the Art of making Plays — Clerermont, Boy, True-wit. | 
Was to content the People; and their praife ; ee at 

Was to the Poet Money, Wine, and Bays. A’ you got the Song yet perfect I ga’ you, Boy? 

But in this Age, a Se& of Writers are, _ (He comes out making bimfelf ready. 

— That, only, for particular likings care, Boy. Yes, Sir.. | 


And will tafe noting that is popular. | * Cler, Let me hear it. = 
With fuch ae sber Bro nor Breafts ; Boy. You fhall, Sir; but i? faich let no body elfe: 
Our wifhes, like to thofe make publick Feafts, ' | Cler, Why, I pray ? Z 
Are not to pleafe the Cooks tafte, but the Guefts. ; a Te will ou the dangerous name of a Poet 
Yet, if thofe cunning Palates hither come. [in Town, Sir 5 befides, me a perfe& deal of ill will ae 
| all find Guefts entreaty, and good rooms - | the Manfion you wot of, whofe Lady is the argument 
— And though all relifh not, fure there will be fome, of it, where now I am the welcomft ching under a Man 
That, when they leave their Seats, (hall wake °em fay, — that comes there. 
Who wrot that Piece, could {o have wrot a Play: Fond : apt and above 2 Man too, if the truth were 
But that, be knew, this was the better way. rackt outor you. | / 
For, to prefent all Cuftard, or all Tart, i | Boy. No faith, Pil confefs before, Sir. The Gentle- 
And have no otber Meats to bear a part, women play with me, and throw me o the Bed s and 
Or to want Bread, and Salt, were but courfe Art. od me into my Lady ; ‘and fhe kiffes me with her 
The Poet prays you then, with better thought oil’d Face; and puts a Perruke o’my Head; and asks 
Zo fit ; el hes bis Cates are all i brought, me an’. I will wear her Gown? and I fay,no; andthen 
Though there be none far-fet, there will dear-bought os ns me a blow o’the Ear, and calls me Innocent, 007 
Be fit for Ladies : [ome for Lords, Knights, Squires ; and lets me go. | 
re for your Bice Wench, and Gs ee : : Cler. No a if the Door be kept fhue againft 
| Some for your Men, and Daughters of White-Friers. your Mafter, when the entrance is fo, eafie to you—— 
Nor is it, only, while you keep your Seat | _| well, Sir, you fhall go there no more, left I be fain to 
Here, that bss Feaft will laf? ; but you {ball eat feek your Voice in my Ladies Rufhes, 2 fortnight hence. 
A week at Ordinaries, on bis broken Meat: | Sing, Sir. cate | { Boy Sings. 
Af bis Mufe be true, | Tru. Why, here’s the Man that can mele away his 
Who commends ber to you. time , and never feels ic! what, between his Miftris 


abroad, and his Engle -at home, high Fare, foft Lodg- 
ing, fine Clothes, and his Fiddle ; he thinks the Hours 


Another. ha’ no Wings, or the Day no Poft-horfe. Well, Sir Gal- 7 
. | a ; a lant, were you ftruck with the Plague this minute, or 
GIO é hae ends of all, who for the Scene do write, condemn'd to any capital Punifhment to morrow, you , 
Are, or (hould be, to Profit, and Delight. would begin then to think, and value every Particle 
And frill’ bath been the praife of all best times, | o” your time, efteem it at che true rate, and give all- 
So Perfons were not touch’d, to tax the Crimes. : fort. : oH 
Then, inthis Play, which we prefent to Night, — ’ Cler. Why what fhould a Man do? 
And make the Obje of your Ear, and Sight, Tru. Why, nothing : or that, which when ’tis done, 
On forfeit of your felves, Bink nothing true: § °-~=—”-—«sédf is as idle. Hfearken after the nexe Horfe-race, or Hunt- 
«Left fo you make the maker to judge you ; ing-match ; lay Wagers, praife Puppy, or Pepper-corn, 0/7 
For be knows, Poet never Credit gain'd White-foot, Franklin; {wear upon White-mains party ; 
By writing Truths, but things ( like Truths ) well fain’d. \{peak aloud, that my Lords may hear you; vific my 
If any, yet, will ( with particular flight Ladies at Night, and be able to give ’em the Chara@er 
_ Of application ) a what be doth write ; of every Bowler or Bettor o’ the Green. Thefe be the 
And that be meant, or him, or ber, will fay: things, wherein your fafhionable Men exercife them- 


| They make a Libel, which be made a Play. _ | felves, and I for company. 
| | Cher, Nay, 
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Cler. Nay, if I have thy Authority, Ill not leave yet. 
Come, the other are confiderations, when we come to 
have grey Heads,and weak Hams,moift Eyes,and fhrunk 
Members. We'll chink on’em then; then wee’l pray, 
and faft. . 

Tru. I, and. deftine only that time of age to good- 
nefs, which our want of Ability will not let us employ 
in evil 2 | | aa 

Cler. Why, then ’tis time enough. 

‘True Yes; asif a Man fhould fleep all the term, and 
think to effed his bufinefs the laft day, O, Clerimtont, 
this time, becaufe it is an incorporeal thing, and not 
fubje& to Senfe, we mock our felves the finelieft out 
of it, with vanity, and mifery indeed: not fecking an 
end of wretchednefs, buc only changing the. matter 
ftill. —_ 

Cler. Nay, thou’lt not leave now —— 7s. 2 

Trw. See but our common Difeafe! with what Juftice 
can we complain, that great Men will not look upon 
us, nor be at leifure to give our Affairs fuch difpatch, as 
we expect, when We will never do itto our felves: not 
hear, nor regard our felves. 

Cler. Foh, thou haft read Plutarchs Morals, now, or 
fome fuch tedious fellow ; and it fhows fo vilely with 
thee: "Fore God, ’rwill {poil chy-wie utterly. Talk me 


of Pins, and Feathers, and Ladies, and Ruthes, and fuch 


things: and leave this Stoicisie alone, till thou mak’it 

Sermons. a 

| Tre. Well, Sir; If it will not take, I have learr’d to 

loofe as little of my kindnefs, as I can. I'll do good to 

no Man againft his will, certainly. When were you at 

the Colledge? | 
Cler.. What Colledge ? -_ 
Tru. Asif you knew not! 25, so 
_Cler. No faith, I came but from Court yefterday. 


~The Silent Woman. 


kind of it: fhe may vary every hour; take often 
counfel of her Glafs, and chufe the beft. If fhe have 
good Ears, fhow ‘em ; good Hair, lay it outs good Legs, 
wear fhort Cloathes; a good Hand, difcover it often ; 
ractife any “Arc tomend Breath, clenfe Teeth, repair 
ye-brows, paint, and profefs ir. ’ : 

Cler, How? publickly? . 

Tru. ‘Thé doing of 2,:not the manner: that muft be 
private. Many things, that feem foul i’ the doing, do 
pleafe, done. A Lady fhould, indeed, ftudy her Face, 
when:we think fhe fleeps: nor, when the Doors are 
fhue, fhould Men be inquiring 3 all is facred within, 
then, Isic for us to fee their Perrukes put on, their falfe 
Teeth, their Complexion, their Eye brows, their Nails? 
you fee Guilders will not work, but inclos’d. They 


muft not difcover, how little ferves, wich the help of 


Art, to adorn a great deal. How long did the Canvas 
hang afore ld gate? were the People fuffer’d to fee ‘the 


Cities Love and Charity, while they were rude Srone, 21 


before they were painted and burnifh’d ? no: No more 
fhould Servants approach their Miftriffes bue when they 
are complear, and finifh’d. 

Cler. Well faid, my True-wst. 

Ire. And a wife Lady will. keep a guard always 
upon the place, that fhe may do things fecurely. - 1 


‘once followed a rude Fellow into a Chamber where the 3 


poor Madam, for hafte, and troubled, fnatch’d ac her 
Perruke, to cover her baldnefs: and put it on the wrong 
way. 7 

Cler. O prodigie! | 

Tru. And the unconfcionable Knave held her in com- 
plement an Hour with that reverft Face, when I frill 
look’d when fhe fhould talk from the tother fide. 

Cher. Why ? thou fhouldft ha’ reliev’d her. * 

Tru. No taith, I let her alone, as we'll let this argu- 
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- Tra. Why, is it not arriv’d there yet,the news? A 
new Foundation, Sir,. here i’? the Town, of Ladies, that 
call themfelves the Collegiates, an order between Cour- 
tiers and Country-Madams, that live from their Hut 
bands; and give entertainment to ald the Wirs, and Bra- 
veries o the time, as they call ‘em: cry down, or up, 


ment, if you pleafe, and pafS to another. When faw 
you Dauphine Eugene? os aa 
Cler. Not thefe three days. Shall-we go to him this 
Morning ? he is very melancholick, hear. | 
Tru. Sok o the Uncle? ishe? I met that ftiff piece 
of formaliry, his Uncle, yefterday, with a huge Turbane 


JIT - 


what they like, or diflike in a Brain or a Fafhion, with 
moft Mafculine, or rather Hermapbroditical Authority : 
and every day gain to their Colledge fome new Proba- 
tioner. Ste 7 rey 
Clr. Whoisthe Prefident? ©. gt 
| Tru. The grave and youthful Matron, .the Lady 
Haug bty. ee 
“ Cler. A pox of her autumnal Face, ‘her peic’d Beauty : 
there’s no Man can be admitted till the be ready, now 
adays, till fhe has painted, and perfum’d, and waftht, and 
{cour’d, ing 95 here ; - him ro wipes her. oil’d 
Lips upon, like a Sponge. ave made a Song, I pr’ 
thee biear it, othe fubjett. ‘3 | : 


“SONG. 


Gu to be neat, [till to be dreft, 

As you were going toa Feat, — a 
Still to be powd’red, frill perfum'’'d: . 
Lady, it is tobe prefum’d, 
Though Arts hid canfes are not found, 
All is not fayeet, all ss not found. | 


an” 6 eee OEM be 
Give me a look, give me a face,, ' 
That makes fimplicity agraces,; © 
Robes loofely flowing, Hair as free: aes 
Such faveet negle& more taketh me, 
Than all th’ Adulteries of Art; 
They firike mine Eyes, but not my Heart. 


. Tre. And Iam clearly o’ the other fide : 1 love a good 
Drefling before any Beauty o’ the World. O, a Wo 
man is then likea delicate Garden ; nor is there one. 


of Night-capson his Head, buckled over his Ears. 

Cler. O, that’s his cuftom when he watks abroad. He 
can endure no noife, Man. 

Tru. Sol haveheard. But is che Difeafe fo tidicu- 
lous in him as it is made? they fay he has been 
divers Treaties with the Fifh-wives, and Orange-women; 
and Articles propounded between them:. marry, the 
Chimney fweepers will not be drawn in. ° 

Cler. No, nor the Broom-men: they ftarrd out ftifly. 
He cannot endure a Coftard-monger, he {woons if he 
hear one. . 

Tru. Methinks a Smith fhould be ominots. . : 

Cler. Or any Hammer-man. A Brafier is not faffer’d 
to dwell in the Parifh, nor 4n Armorer.. He would have 
hang’d a Pewterers ’Prerttice once on a Shrove-Tuefdays 


Riot, for being o’ chat Trade, when the reft were quiet. 9i: 


Tru. A Trumpet would fright him terribly, or the 
Hau’boys. 

Cler, Out of his Senfes. -The Waights of the Cicy 
have a Penfion of him not to. come near that Ward. 
This youth practisd on him one Night like the Bell- 
man; and hever left till he had brought him down to 
the Door, with a long Sword: and there left him flow- 
rifhing with the Air. aa 


Boy. Why, Sir? he hath chofen a Street tolie in, fo 


narrow at both ends, ehat it will receive no Coaches, 
nor Carts, nor any of chefe common noifes: and 
therefore; we that love him, devife co bring him fuch as 
we may, now and then, for his exercife, to breathe him. 


| He would grow refty etfe in his eafe: his Vertue would 


ruft without action. I entreated a Bareward, one day, 
to come down with the Dogs of fome. four Parifhes 
that way, and I thank him he did ; and cried his Games 

- 4 | under 


eo 
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’ 
py 


| — Tbe. Silent Woman. 


ander Mafter: Morofe’s Window : till he was fent crying 
away, with his Head made a moft bleeding Spectacle ro 
the multitude. And, another time, a Fencer, going to 
his Prize, had his’ Drum moft tragically run through, 
for taking that Street in his way, at my requeft. 
- Try. A good wag. How does he for the Bells ? 
Cle. O, i’ the Queenstime, he was wont to go out of 
‘Town every Saturday atten a Clock, or on Holy-day 
Eves, But now, by reafon of the ficknefs, the perpe- 
tuity of ringing has made him devife a Room, with 
double Walls, and treble Cielings 3 the Windows clofe 
{hut and calk’d : and chere he lives by Candlelight. He 
curn’d away a Man, laft Week, for having a Pair of 
new Shooes that creak’d. And this Fellow waits on 
him now in Tennis-court Socks, or Slippers foald with 
Wooll: and they talk each co other in a Trunk. See, 


who comes here. | | 
A& IL Scene Il. 
Dauphine, True-wit, Clerimont. 


Ow now! what ail you Sirs ? dumb? | 
EA Tra. Struck into Stone, almoft, Iam here, wich 
Tales o’ thine Uncle! There was never {uch a Prodigy 
heard _ of. | | a he dis 7 

Dax. [would you would once lofe this Subje@, my 
Mafters, for my fake. They are fuch as you are; thae 
have brought me into that Predicament fam with him. 

Tri. How is that ? , 

Dai. Marry, that he will dif-inherit me. No more. 
He thinks, I, and my Company are Authors of all the 

4 savidiculous Acts and Mon‘ments are told of him. 

Tru. >Slid, 1 would be the Author of more to ¥ex 
him ; that purpofe deferves ic: it gives the Law of 
plagueing him. [il cell thee what I would do. I would 
make a falfe Almanack , get it printed: and then ha’ 
him drawn out on a Coronation day to che Tower- 
wharf, and kill him with the noyfe of the Ordnance. 
Difinheric thee ! he cannot, Man. Art not thou next of 
Blood, and his Sifters Son ¢ 

Dau.1,but he will chruft me out ofit,he vows,and marry. 

2/2 Tre. How ! thay’s a more portent. Can he endure no 
noyfe, and will venture ona Wife ? 

Cle. Yes, why thou are a ftranger, ic feems, to his 
beft trick, yet. He has imploy’d a Fellow this half year, 
all over England, to harken him out a dumb Woman ; 
be fhe of any Form, or any Quality, fo fhe be able to 
bear Children: her filence is Dowry enough, he fays. 

Tru. But I truft to God he has found none. 

Cle. No, but he has heard of one that’s lodg’d the 
next Street to him, who is exceedingly fofe {poken ; 
thrifty of her Speech 5 that fpends but fix words a day. 
And her he’s about now, and fhall have her. 

Tru, Is’t poffible! who is his Agent i? the bufinefs ? 

Cle. Marry a Barber ; an honeft Fellow, one that 

. _ tells Dauphine a\\ here. 
"Tru. Why you opprefs me with wonder. A Woman, 

and a Barber, and love no noife! 

Cle. Yes faith. The Fellow trims him filently, and 
has not the knack with his Sheers or his Fingers: and 
that continency in a Barber he thinks fo eminent a Ver- 
tue, asit has made him ghief of his Countfel. 

Tru. Is the Barber co be feen? or the Wench? 

Cle. Yes chat they are. 

Tru. 1 pry thee Dusphine, let’s go thither. 

Dau. I have fome bufinefs now: I cannot i’ faith. - 

Tru. You fhall have no bufinefs fhall make you neg 
lect this, Sir: we'll make her talk, believe ics orif fhe 
will nor, we can give out, at leaft fo much as fall in- 
terrupe the treaty + we will break it. Thou are bound 
in Conf{cience, when he fufpedts thee without caufe, to 
torment him. | | 

Das. Not I, by any means. [ll give no fuffrage to’t. 
He thall never ha’ that Plea againft. me, chat I oppos’d 
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the leaft Phanefie of his. Let it lye upon my Scars to 
be guilty, I'll be innocent. | | 

Tru. Yes, and be poor, and begs do, Innocent : when 
fome Groom of his has got him an Heir, or this Barber, 
if he himfelf cannot. Irinocent. I pry thee, Ned, 


| where lies the ? let him be innocent ftill. 


Cle. Why right over againft the Barbers; in the 
Houfe where Sir “fobn Daw lyes. 7 

Tru. You not mean to confound me! 

Cle, Why ? =. 

Tru. Does he that would marry her know fo much? 

— I ae cell. | 

+4. ’Twere enough of imputation to her wich him. 
le, Why? gh P er wich him 

Tru, The only talking Sir ? the Town! Fack Daw! 
And he teach her not to fpeak, .God b’ w’ you. I have 
fome bufinefs too. 

Cle. Will you not go chither then? 

Tru. Not with che danger to meet Dew, for mine Ears. 

Cle. Why ? [thought you two had been upon very 
good Terms. rs : 
- Tru. Yes, of keeping diftance. | 

Cle. They fay, he is a very gdod Scholler. 

Tru. I, and he fays it firft. A pox on him, a Fellow 
that pretends only to Learning, buys Titles, and no- 
thing elfe of Books in him. 

Cle. The World reports him to be very learned. 

Tru. Tam forry, the World fhould fo confpire to be- 
lyehim. | 

Cle. Good faith, I have heard very good things come 
from him. 

Tra, You may. There’s none fo defperately ignorant 
to deny that: would they were his own. God b’ w’ 
you Gentleman. : ) 

Gle. This is very abrupt: 


A& I. Scene II. 
Dauphine, Clerimont, Boy. 


Ome, you are a ftrange open Man, to tell every 
thing thus. i | 
Cle. Why, believe it Dauphine, True wits avery honeft 
Fellow. a 
Daw. I think no other : but this frank nature of hisis not 
for fecrets. & 4 
Cle. Nay then, you are miftaken Dauphine : 1 know 
where he has been well trufted, and difcharg’d the cruft 
very truely, and heartily. 
Dau. Icontend not, Ned ; but, with the fewer a bu- 
finefs.is carried, it isever the fafer. Now we are alone, 
if you'll gothicher, I am for you. 3 
Cle. When were you there ? 
Dau.Laft night :and fuch a dccameron of {port fallen out, 


Boccace never thought of the like. Daw docs nothing but 


court ber : and the wrong way. He would lye with her, 
and praifes her modefty 3 defjres that fhe would talk, and 
be free, and commends her filence in Verfes; which he 
reads, and {wears, are:the beft chat ever Man made. Then 


‘rails at his Fortunes, Stamps, and Mutines, why he 1s not 


made a Counfellor, and call’d to affairs of State. 
Cle. I pr’y thee let’s go. I would fain partake this, Some 
Boy. 
Dau. we are invited to Dinner together, he and I, by 
one that came thither co him, Sir La-Foole. 

Cle. O, that’s a precious Mannikin. 

Dau. Do you know him! | 

Cle. I, and he will know you Coo, if ere he faw you but 
once, though you fhould meet him at Church in che midit 
of Prayers. He is one of the Bravertes, though he be none 
o’ the Wits. He will falute a Judge upon the Bench, and a 
Bithop in the Pulpit, a Lawyer when he is pleading at the 
Bar, and a Lady when fhe is dancing in a Malque, and 


put her out. He does give Plays, and Suppers, and invites 
| | Bb his 
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his Guefts to ’em,aloud out of his Window,as they ride by 
in Coaches. He has a Lodging in the Strand for the pur- 
ofe: or to watch when Ladies are gone to the China 

Houfes, or the Exchange, that he may meet ‘em by 
chance, and give ’em Prefents, {ome Two or three hun- 
dred Pounds worth of Toys, to be laught at. He is never 
without a fpare-banquet, or Sweet-meats in his Chamber, 
their Women to alight at, and come up to for a Baie. 

Dau. Excellent! He was a fine Youth laft night,but now 
he is much finer! whatishis Chriften Name? I ha’ forgot. 

Cle. Sir Amcrous La-foole. 

Bey. The Gentleman is here that owns that Name. 

Cle. Heart, he’s come to invite me to Dinner, I hold 
my Life. — — 

"Das, Like enough: pr’y thee let’s ha’ him up. 

Cle. Boy, marfhal him. 

Boy. With a Truncheon, Sir ? 

Cle. Away, Ibefeech you. Ill make him tell us his 
Pedegree, now; and what Meathehas to Dinner; and 
who are his Guefts; and, the whole courfe of his For- 


tunes with a breath. x 
Act I. Scene IV. 
> _ La-Foole, Clerimcnt, Dauphine. 


Ave dear Sir Dauphine, honour'd Mafter Clerimont. 
Cle. Sir Amorous! you have very much honefted my 
Lodging, with your prefence. 
— La-F. Good faith, it is a fine Lodging ! almoft, as de- 
licate a Lodging as mine. 

Cle. Not fo, Sir. 

La-F. Excufe me, Sir, if it were’ the Strand, I af- 
furc you. Iamcome, Mafter Clerimcnt, to intreat you 
wait upon two or three Ladies, to Dinner, today. _ 

Cle. How Sir! wait upon ’em? did you ever fee me 
carry Dihhes ? 

La-F. No, 
"emi company. : | 

Cle. O, that I will, Sir: the doubtfulnefs o’ your 
Phrafe, believe it, Sir, would breed you a quarrel once 

4 an hour, with the terrible Boys, if you fhould keep 
"em fellowfhip aday. ~~ | 

La-F. It fhould be extreamly againft my Will, Sir, if 
Icontefted with any Man. 

Cle. [believe it, Sir; where hold you your Feaft ? 

La-F. At Tim Otters, Sir. 

Dau. Tom Oiter? what’she? . 

La-F. Captain Otter, Sir ; he isa kind of Gamefter, 
but he has had command both by Sea and by Land. 

Daz. O, then he ts animal amphibium ? : 

Ta-F. 3, Sir: his Wife was the rich China-woman, 
that the Courtiers vifited fo often; that gave the rare 
Entertainment. She commands all at home. 

Cle. ‘Then, fhe is Captain Otter. : 

La-F. You fay very well, Sir; the is.my Kinfwoman, 
a La-Foole by the Mother-fide, and will invite, any great 
Ladies, for my fake. | 
_ Das. Not of the La-Fooles of Effex? 

_ LaF. No, Sir, the La-Fooles of London. 

Cle. Now, he’s in. 

La-F. They all come out of our Houle, the La-Fooles 
o the North, the La-Fooles of the Weft, the La-Fvoles of 
the Eaft and South—we areas ancient a Family as any is 
in Europe—but I my felf am defcended lineally of the 
French La-Focies—and, we do bear our Coat yellow, or 
Or, checker'd Azure, and Gules, and fome three or tour 

_ Colours more, which is a very noted Coat, and has, 
_ fometimes, becn folemnly worn by divers Nobility of our 
Houfe—but let that go, antiquity isnot refpe@ed now— 

J had a Brace of fat Does fent me, Gentlemen, and half a 

, dozen of Pheafants,a dozen or two of Godwits,and fome 
other Fowl], which I would have eaten, while they are 
good, and in good Company—there will be a great La- 
dy, or two, my Lady Haughty, my Lady Centaure, Miltris 


Sir, difpence with me; I meant, to bear 


The Silent W oman. 


Dol Mavis—~and they come a’ purpofe, to fee the filene 
Gentlewoman, Miftris Epicene, chat honeft Sir 
Daw has promis’d to. bring thicher 
{tris Tru/ty, my Ladies Woman, will be there too, and | 
this honourable Knight, Sir Dauphine, with your felf . 
Matter Clerimont 
Fidlers, and dance——lI have been a mad Wag,- in my 
time, and have {pent fome Crowns fince I was a Page in 


Fobn 
and then, Mi- 


and we'll be very merry, and have 


Court, to my Lord Lofty, and after, my Ladies Gentle- 
man Ufher, who got me knighted in Ireland, fince it 
pleas’d my elder Brother to dye Thad as fair a Gold 


Jerkin on that day,as any was worn in the Ifland- Voyage, o/4 


or at Cadiz, none difprais'd, and I came over init hither, 
fhow’d my felf to my Friends in Court, and after went 
down to my Tenants in the Countrey, and furvei’d my 
Lands, let new Leafes, took their Moncey, fpent it in the 
Eye o’ the Land here, upon Ladies and now I can 
take up at my pleafure. 

Das. Can you take up Ladies, Sir ? 

Cle, O, let him breath, he hasnot recover’d. 

, Daw. Would I were your half, in that commodity. 


A, e . e 
j*”"Ge. No, Sir, excufe me: I meant Money, which can 


take up any thing. I have another Gueft, or two, to 
invite, and fay as much to, Genclemen. Pll take my leave 
abruptly, in hope you will not fail—~-Your Servane. 
Dau. We will not fail you, Sir precious La Fuole ; but 
fhe fhall, that your Ladies come to fee: if 1 have credit, 
afore Sir Daw. , 
Cle. Did you ever hear fuch a Wind-fucker, as this? 
Dau. Or fuch a Rook as the other! that will betray za 
his Mafter to be feen, Come, ’tis time we prevented it. 
Cle. Go. 


Act IL Scene I. 
— Morofe, Mute. 


An not I, yet, find out a more compendious Method, 
than by this Trunk, to fave my Servants the la- 
bour of Speech, and mine Ears the difcord of founds? 
Let me fee: all Difcourfes but mine own affi@ me, 
they feem harfh, impertinent, and irkfom. Is ie not 
poffible, that thou fhouldift anfwer me by Signs, and I 
apprehend thee, Fellow? {peak not though I queftion 
you. You have taken the Ring off from the 
Street Door, as I bade you? anfwer me not 
by {pcech, but by filence; unlefs it be other- 
wife (——) very good. And, you have fa- 
ftened on a thick Quilt, or Flockbed, on the 
out-fide of the Door; that if they knock 
with their Daggers, or with Brickbats, they can make 
no noyfe? but with your Leg, you anfwer, unlefs ic 
be otherwife ( ) very good. This is not only fit 
modcefty in a Servant, but good ftate and difcretion in 
a Matter. . And you have becn with Cutberd the Barber, 
to have him come to me? (——) good. And, he will 
come prefently? anfwer menot but with your Leg, un- 
lefs ic be otherwile: if ic be otherwife, fhake your 
Head, or fhrug. (——) So. Your Italian, and Spainard, 
are wife in thefe ! and it is a frugal and comely Gravity. 
How long will ic be ere Cutberd come? ftay, if an hour, 
hold up your whole Hand; if half an hour, two Fingers 5 
if a quarter, one; (——) good : half a quarter ? ‘cis 
well. And have you given him a key, tocome in with- 
out knocking? (——) good. And, isthe Lock oyl’d, and 
the Hingesto day? ( ) good. And the quilting of the 
Stairs no where worn out and bare? ( ) very good. I 
fee, by much Do@rine, and Impultion, it may be effe@ed: 
{tand by. The Zark, in this divine Difcipline, is admira- 
ble, exceeding all the Potentates of the Earth; ftill wait- 
ed on by Mutes; and all his Commands fo executed; yea, _ 
even in the War, (asI have heard) and in his marches, 3 
moft of his Charges and Directions given by Signs, 
and with filence: an exquifite Arc! and I am _hear- 
tily 


At the brea. 
ches fill the 
Fellow 
makes Legs 
or Signs. 
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tily afhamed, and angry oftentimes, that the Princes of 
Chriftendom, fhould fuffer a Barbarian, to tranfcend ’em 
in fo high a point of Feliciey. I will practife ic, here- 
after. How now? oh! oh! what Villain ? what Pro- 
digy of Mankind is chat? look. Oh'!cuc his Throat, 
cut his Throat : what Murderer, Hell-hound, Divel can 
this be? ; [One winds @ Horn without again. 
Mur, Ic is a Poft from the Court 
Mor. Out Rogue, and muft chou blow thy Horn, too ? 
Mut. Alaf:, ic is a Polt from the Court, Sir, that 
fays, he muft {peak you, painof Death—— ___ 
Mer. Pain of thy Life, be filene. 


Act Il. 
True-wit, Morofe, Cutberd. 


Scene IL. 


- PY your leave, Sir, I am a ftranger here: is your 
Name Mafter Morofe? is your Name Matter Mo- 
rofe? Fifhes ! Pythagoreans all? this is-{trange. What 
fay you, Sir, nothing? Has Harpocrgtes been. here with 
his Club, among you? well Sir, I will believe you tc 
be the Man at this time: I will venture upon you, Sir. 
Your Friends ac Courr Commend ’em to you, Sir-——_ 
(Mor. O Men! O Manners! was there ever fuch an 
impudence ?) 

Tru. And are extreamly follicitous for you, Sir. 

Mr. Whofe Knave are you! 

Tru. Mine own Knave, and your Compeer, Sir. | 

Mor. Fetch me my Sword 

Tru. You fhall talte the one half of my Dagger, if 
you do (Groom) and you the other, if you ftir, Sir: 
be patient, Icharge you, in the Kings name, and hear 
me without infurrection. They fay, you are to marry ? 
to marry! do you mark, Sir? 

Mor. How then, rude Conipanion! 

Tru. Marry, your Friends do wonder, Sir, the Thames 
being fo neer, wherein you may drown, fo handfom- 
ly ; or London Bridge, at a low fall, witha fineleap, to 
hurry you down the Stream; or, fuch a delicate Steeple 
7? the Town, as Bow, to vault from; or, a braver 
height, as Pauls; or, it you affected to do it nearer 
home, and a fhortér way, an excellene Garret Window 


\. into the Screet; or, a Beam, in the faid Garret, with 


this Halcer, which they have fent, and defire, 

He fhews chat you would fooner commit your Grave 

bima Hal- Fead to this Knot,than to the Wedlock Noofe, 

sik or, take a little Sublimare, and go out of the 

World, like a Rat; or, a Fly (as one faid) wich a 

Straw i? your Arfe: any way, rather than to follow 

‘this goblin Matrimony. Alas, Sir, do you ever think to 

find a chafte Wife, in chefe times? now? when there 

3/7 are fo many Mafques, Plays, Puritan Parlees, mad Folks, 

and other ftrange fights to be feen, daily, private and 

publick ? if you had liv’d, in King Erhelred’s time, Sir, 

or Edward the Confeflors, you might, perhaps, have 

' found in fome cold Countrey Hamlet, then, a dull 

frofty Wench, would have been contented with one 

7/7 Man: now, they will as foon be pleas'd with one Leg, 

orone Eye. I'll tell you, Sir, the monftrous hazards 
you fhall run wich a Wife. 

Mor. Good Sir! have I ever cozen’d any Friends of 
yours of their Land? bought their Poffeffions ? taken 
forfeic of their Mortgage? beg’d a Reverfion from 
"em? baftarded their Ilue? what have I done, that 
may deferve this ? oe 

Tru, Nothing, Sir, that I know, bue your Itch of 
Marriage. . 

Mor. Why? if I had made an affaffinate upon 
ae Father ; viciated your Mother : ravifhed your 

iiters ; 


mig I would kill you, Sir, I would kill you, if you [th 


Mor, Why? you do more in this, Sir: it were a ven- 
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geance centuple, for all facinorous Ads, that could be 
nam’d, todothat you do 

Tra. Alafs, Sir, I am but a Meffenger : I but tell you, 
what you muft hear. It feeems, your Friends are care- 
ful after your Souls health, Sir, and would have you 
Know the danger (but you may do your pleafure, 
for all them; I perfwade not, Sir) if, after you are 
married, your Wife do run away with a Vaulter,. or the 
Frenchman that walks upon Ropes, or him that dances 
the Jig, or a Fencer, for hisskill at his Weapon ; why 


it is not cheir faule ; they have difcharged their Con- 


feien¢es : when you know what may happen. Nay, faf- 
fer valiantly, Sir, for I muft tell you, all the Perils 
that you are obnoxious to. If fhebe fair, young, and 
vegetous, no Sweet-meats ever drew more Flies; all the 


| yellow Doublets, and great Rofes i? the Town will be 


there. If foul and crooked, fhe’ll be with them, and 
buy thofe Doublets and Rofes, Sir. If rich, and that 
you marry her Dowry, not her ; fhe’ll raign in -your 
Houfe, as imperious as a Widdow. If noble, all her 
kindred willbe your Tyrans. If fruitful, as proud as 
May, and humorous as April ; fhe muft have her Do- 
ctors, her Midwives, her Nurfés, hér Longings every 
hour: though it be for thé deareft Morfel of Man. 
If learned, there was never fuch’a Parrat ; all your 
Patrimony will be too little for the Guefts that muft 
be invited, to hear her fpeak Latin and Greek : and 
you muft lye with her in thofe Languages too, if you 
will pleafe her. If precife, you mutt feaft all the fi- 
lenc’d Brethren, once in three days; faluce the Sifters ; 
entertain the whole Family, or Wood of ’em; and 
hear long-winded Exercifes, Singings, and Catechifings, 
which you are not given to, and yet muft give for ; to 
pleafe the zealous Matron your Wife, who, for the 
holy Caufe, will cozen you over and above. You be- 
gin to fweat, Sir? but this is not half, i faich: you 
may do your pleafure norwithftanding, as I faid before, 
I come not to perfwade you. Upon my faith, Matter 
Serving-man, if youdo ftir, I will beat you. 
: 3 The Mute is fealing away, 
Mor. O, What is my Sin ! what is.my Sin ? : 
Irs. Then, if you love your Wife, or rather, dote 
on her, Sir: O, how fhe’ll torture you! and take plea- 
fure i} you ‘Torments! you fhall lye with her but when. 
the lifts; the will not hurt her Beaucy, her Complexion 
or it muft be for that Jewel, or chat Pearl, when fhedoes ;_ 
every half hours pleafure mutt be boughe anew : and 
with the fame pain, and charge, you woo’d her at firft.- 
Then, you muft keep what Servants fhe pleafe ; whac 
Company fhe wills that Friend muft not viftt you with- 
out her Licenfe ; and him fhe loves moft, fhe will feem 
to hate eagerlieft, to decline your jealoufie ; or, faign 
to be jealous of you firft; and for that caufe go live 
wich her fhe-friend, or Coufin at the Colledge, that can 
inftrué& her in all the Myfteries of writing Letters, cor- 
rupting Servants, taming Spies; where fhe muft have 
that rich Gown for fuch a great day ; a new one for the: 
next; a richer for the third; be ferv’d in Silver ; have 
the Chamber fill’d with a fucceffion of Grooms, Foot-. 
men, Ufhers, and other Meffengers; befides Embroide- 
rers, Jewellers, Tire-women, Semfters, Feacher-men, Per- 
fumers ; while fhe feels noc how the Land drops away ; 
nor the Acres mele; nor forefees che change, when the 


Mercer has your Woods for her Velvets ; never weighs. 


what her Pride cofts, Sir : fo fhe may kifs a Page, or 
ai{meoth Chin, that has che defpair of a Beard ; be 
a Statefwoman, know all the news, what was done 
at Salsbury, what at the Bath, what at Court, what in 
Progrefs; or, {fo the may cenfure Poets, and Authors, 
and Stiles, and compare em, Daniel with Spencer, 
Jobnfon with the orber Youth, and fo forth; or 
ought cunning in Controverfies, or the very Knots 
of Divinity ; and have often in her Mouth, the ftate of 


the Queftion; and then skip to che Mathematicks, 
| Bb 2 and 
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and Demonftration and Anfwer, in Religionto one 3 in 
Scare to another ; in Baud’ry toa Third. 

Mer. O, O! — 

. Tru. Alichis is very true, Sir. And then her going in 
difguife to that-Conjurer, and this cunning Woman: 
where the firft queftion is, how foon you fhall dye? 
next, if her prefent Servant love her? next chat if the fhall 
have a new Servant? and how many? which of her 
Family would:‘make the beft Baud, Male, or Female ? 
what precedence fhe fhall have by her nexe match? and 
{ers down the Anfwers, and believes ’em above the 
Scriptures. Nay, perhaps fhe’ll ftudy the Are. 

Mor. Gentle Sir, ha’ you done? ha’ you had your 
Pleaiure o’ me? Ill chink of thefe chings. 

Tru. Yes Sir : and then comes reeking home of Vapour 
and Sweat, with going a foot, and lies ina Month of a 
new Face, all Oyl, and Birdlime ; and rifes in Affes 
Milk, and is clens’d with a new fucus : God b’ w’ you, 


Sir. One thing more (which I had almoft forgot.) ‘This 
too,. with whom you are to marry, may have made a 


conveyance of her Virginity afore hand, as your wife 


Widdows do of their States, befure they marry, in truft 
to fome Fiiend, Sir: who can tell? or if fhe have not 
done it yet, fhe may do, upon the Wedding day, or the 
night before, and antidate you Cuckold. Thelike has 
been heard of in Nature. “Tis no devis'd impoffible thing, 
Sir. God b’ w’ you: I'll be bold toleave this Rope with 
you, Sir, fora remembrance. Farewel Mute. 
ee Mor. Come, ha’ me to my Chamber: but firft 

e707 thut the Door. O, fhut the Door, fhuc the 
again. z 
Door: Is he come again ? 

Cut. ’Lis I, Sir, your Barber. 

Mor. O Cutberd, Cutberd, Cutherd ! here has been a 
Cut-throat with me: help me into my Bed, and give 
me Phyfick with thy Counfel. | 


Act IL, Scene Iil. 


Daw, Clerimont, Dauphine, Epicene. 


) Ay, an? fhe will, let her refufe, at her own Char- 
ges: tis nothing to me, Gentlemen. But fhe will 
not be invited to the like Feafts or Guefts every day. 


They die Cle. O, by no means, fhe may not refufe— 
fwadeber, to ftay at home, if you love your Reputa- 
‘private, tion : Slight, you are invited thither o’ purpofe 

| to be feen, and lawght at by the Lady of the 
Colledge, and her Shadows. This Trumpeter hath pro- 


Claim’d you. 

Dax. You thall not go; let him be laught at in your 
ftead, for not bringing you : and put him ta his extem- 
poral faculty of fooling, and talking loud to fatisfie the 
Company. | 
Cle. He will fufpe& us, talk aloud. *Pray Miftris Eps- 

cene, let’s fee your Veries, we have Sir Jobs Daw’s 
leave: do not conceal your Sérvants Merit, and your 
own Glories. | | 

Epi. They'll prove my Servants Glories, if you have 
- his leave fo foon. 

Dax. His vain Glories, Lady / 

_ Daw. Shew ’em, fhew’em, Miftris,. I dare own ’em. 
. Epi. Judge you, what Glories ? 

- Daw. Nay, Pil read ’em my felf, too: an Author 
muft recite his own works. It isa — of modefty. 

ae, 7 Modeft, and fair, for fair ana good are neer 

fe: : Neighbours, bow ere—— 

Das. Very good. 
(Cl I, Ist not? =» 

Daw. No noble vertue ever was alone, 
| | But two in one. 

Dax. Excellent! — | 

Cle. That again, I pray Sir ig 
Dau. Ic has fomething in’t like rare Wit and Senfe. 
Cle. Peace. ; 


The Silent Woman. 


Daw. 


No noble Vertue ever was alone, 
But two in one. 
Then, when I praife feet modefty, I praife 
| Bright Beauties Rais: 
And having praisd both Beauty and Modeftee, 


Dau. Admirable ! I have prais’d thee. 


Cle. How it chimes, and crys tink i’ the clofe, di- 
vinely ! 

Dau. I, *tis Seneca. 

Cle. No, I think ’tis Plutarch. 

Daw. ‘The Dor on Plutarch and Seneca, Lhate it: they 
are mine own Imaginations, by that light. I wonder 
thofe Fellows have fuch credit with Gentlemen! 

Cle. ‘They are very grave Authors. 

Daw. Grave Affes! meer Effayifts! a few loofe Senten- 
ces, and that’s all. A Man would talk fo, his whole 
Age; I do urter as good things every Hour, ifthey were 
collected and obferv’d, as either of em. ° 

Dau. Indeed! Sir Fobn 2 

Cle. He muft needs, living among the its and Bra- 
verses too. 

Dau. I, and being Prefident of *em, as he is. 

Dew. There’s <Ariftotle, a meer Common-place Fel- 
low ; Plato, a difcourfer; Thucidides, and Livie, tedi- 
ous and dry, Tacitus, an entire knot : fometimes worth 
the untying, very feldom. 

Cle. What do you think of the Poets, Sir Fobn? 

Daw. Not worthy to be nam’a for Authors. Homer, 
an old tedious prolix Af, talks of Curriers, and Chines 
of Beef. Vorgil, of Dunging of Land, and Bees. Ho- 
race, of I know not what. | 

Cle. I think fo. 

Daw. And {fo Pindarus, Lycopbron, Anacreon, Catullus, 
Seneca the Tragoedian, Lucan, Propertius, Tibullus, Mar- 
tial, ‘Ffuvenal, Aufoniws, Statins, Politian, Valerius Flac- 


NS 


cas, and the reft : 
Cle, What a Sack full of their names he has got ! 
Dau. And how he pours’em out ! Politian, with Valeri- 
us Flaccus ! 
Cle. Was not the Charaéer right of him ? 
Dau. As could be made, 7? faith. 
p — And Perfim, a crabbed Cockfcom, not to be en- 
ur’d. 
Das. Why ? whom do you account for Authors, Sir 
Fobn Daw ? 
Daw. Syntagma furis civilis, Corpus Furis civilss, Cor- 
pus Furis canonici, the King of Spains Bible. 
Daw. Is the King of Spains Bible an Author ? 
Cle. Yes, and Syntagma. 
Dau. What was that Syntagma, Sir ? 
Daw. A civil Lawyer, a Spaniard. 
Daw. Sure, Corpus was a Dutch man. | 
Cle. I, both the Corpuffes, 1 knew ’em : they were ve- 
ry corpulene Authors. 
Daw. And, then there’s Vatablus, Pomponatias, Syman- 


'| cba 5 the other are not to be receiv’d, within the chought 


of a Scholler. 

Day. “Fore God, you have a fimple learn’d Servant, 
Lady, in Tieles. 

Cle. I wonder that he is not called to the Helm, and 
made a Councellor ! 

Das. He is one extraordinary. 
Cle, Nay, bute in ordinary! to fay truth, the State 
wants fuch. 

Das. Why, that will follow. -— 

Cle. I mufe a Miftris can be fo filent to the dotes of 
fuch a Servant. 

Daw. *Tis her Vertue, Sir. 
of her filence too. 

Dau. In: Verfe, Sir ‘Fobn 2 

Cle. What elfe? pe 

Dax. Why? how can you juftifie your own being 
of a Poet, that fo flight all the old Poets? | 
| — Dav. Why ? 


I have written fomewhat 
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T be Silent Woman. 


Daw. Why, every Man that writes in Verfe, is not a 
Poet ; you have of che Wits that write Verfes, and yet 
are no Poets: They are Poets chat live by it, the poor 
- Fellows that live by it. , 

. Dau. Why, would not you live by your Verfes, Sir 
“fobn ? 

7 Cle. No, *twere pity-he fhould. A Knight live by his 
Verfes! He did not make ’em to that end, I hope. 

Dau. And yet the Noble Sidney lives by his, and the 
Noble Family not afhamd. 

Cle. I, he profeft himfelf ; bue Sir fobs Daw has more 
Caution: He'll not hinder his own rifing i’ the State fo 
much! Do you think he will? Your Verfes, good Sir 
Fobn, are no Poems. 

Daw. Silence in Woman, is like Speech in Man ; 
Deny’t who can. 
Das. Not I, believe ic: your Reafon, Sir, 


Daw. Nor is°t a Tale, 
That Female Vice fhould be aVertue Male, | 
Or Mafculine Vice a Female Vertue be: 
You fhall it fee 
Prov’d with increafe ; 
I know to fpeak, and fhe to bold ber peace. 
Do you conceive me, Gentlemen? _ ee 
Dau. No, faith } how mean you with increafe, Sir 
Fobn ¢ 


Daw. Why, with increafe is, when I court her for the 
Common Caufe of Mankind, and fhe fays nothing but 
confentire videtur ; and in time is gravida. 

Dau. Then this is a Ballad of Procreation ? 

Cle. A Madrigal of Procreation ; you miftake. 

Epi. Pray give me my Verfes again, Servanc. 

Daw. If you'll ask ’em aloud, you thall. 

Cle. See, here’s True-wit again! 


A& II, Scene IV. 
Clerimont, True-wit, Dauphine, Cutherd, Daw, Epicene. 


W Here haft thou been, in the name of Madnef! 
thus accoutred with thy Horn ? | 

Tru. Where the Sound of it might have piercd your 
Senfes with Gladnefs, had you been in Ear-reach of it. 
Dauphine, fall down and worthip me ; I have forbid the 
Banes, Lad: I have been with thy vertuous Uncle, and 


_ have broke the Match. 


Daw. You ha’ not, I hope. 

Tru. Yes, faith ; an’ chou fhould’ft hope otherwife, I 
fhould repent me : This Horn got me entrance; kif ic. 
Ihad no other way to get in, bue by feigning to be a 
Poft ; bue when I got in once, I prov’d none, but ra- 
ther the contrary,turn’d him into a Poft, or a Stone, or 
what is {tiffer, with thundring into him the Incommodi- 
ties of a Wife, and the Miferies of Marriage. If ever 
Gorgon were feen in the fhape of a Woman, he hath 
feen her in my Defcription. Ihave put him off o’ thar 
{cent for ever. Why do you not applaud and adore 
me, Sirs? why ftand you mute? Are you ftupid? You 
are not worthy o’ the Benefit. 7 

Dau. Did not I tell you? Mifchief!—— 
aes I would you had plac’d this Benefic fomewhere 
- elfe. . | 

_ Tra. Why fo? | , 

Cle. Slight, you have done the moft inconfidérate, 
rafh, weak thing, chat ever Man did to his Friend. 
| Daw. Friend! If the moft malicious Enemy I have, 
had ftudied to infli@ iicary upon me, it could not be 

a greater. | 
' Tru. Wherein, for Gods-fake? Gentlemen, come to 
your felves again. | 

Dau. But I prefag’d thus much afore to you. 

Cle, Would my Lips had been folder’d when I fpake 
on’e. Slight, whac mov’d you to be thus impertinent? 

Tru. My Mafters, do not put on this ftrange Face to 
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pay my Courtefie: off with this Vizor. Have good 
turns done you, and thank ’em this way ? Be 

Das. Fore Heav’n, you have undone me. That which 
Ihayé plotted for, and been maturing now thefe four 
Mofths, you have blafted in a Minute: Now I am lof, 
Imay fpeak. This Gentlewoman was lodg’d here by 
me 0’ purpofe, and, to be put upon my Uncle, hath pro-- 
feft this obftinate Silence for my fake, being my entire 
Friend, and one that for the requital of fach a Fortune 
as co marry him, would have made me very ample 
Conditions ; where now, all my Hopes are utcesly mif- 
carried, by this unlucky Accident. | 

Cle. Thus ’tis, when a Man will be ignorantly effici- 
ous, do Services, and not know his Why: I wonder what 
courteous Itch poffeft you! You never did abfurder 
Parti’ your life, nora greater Trefpaf$ to Frienthip or 

umanicy. 

Daw. Faith, you may forgive it beft ; twas your Caufe 
principally. | | 

Cle. I know it, would it had not. 

Dax. Row now Cutberd 2 what News ? | 

Cut. The beit, the happieft chae ever was, Sir. There 
has been a mad Gentleman with your Uncle this morn- 
ing, (I chink this be the Gentleman) that has almolft 
talk’d him out of his Wits, with threatning him from 

riage— ) 

Dau. On, I pr’y thee. 

C#t. And your Uncle, Sir, ‘he thinks ’twas done by — 
your procurement ; therefore he will fee the Party you 
wot of prefently ; and if he like her, he fays, and that 
fhe be 1o inclining to dumb, as I have cold him, he 
{wears he will marry her co day, inftantly, and not defer 
it a minute longer. , 

Dau. Excellent ! beyond our expectation! 

Tre. Beyond our expectation: By this Light, I knew. 
it would be thus. | 

Dau. Nay, {weet True-wit, forgive me. 

Tru. No, I was ignorantly officious, impertinent: this 
was the abfurd, weak Part. 

Cle. Wilt thou afcribe that to Merit now, was mecr 
Fortune? 

Tr«. Fortune! meer Providence. Fortune had not a 
Finger in’e. . I faw ic muft neceflarily in Nature fall oue 
fo: My Genius is never falfe co me in thefe chings. Shew 
me how it could be otherwife. 

Dau. Nay, Gentlemen, contend not, tis well now. 

Tru. Alas, I let him go on wich inconfiderate, and 
rafh, and what he pleas‘d. 7 

Cl. Away, thou ftrange Juftifier of thy felf, to be 
wifer than chou wert, by the Event. — 

Tru, Event! By this Light, chou fhale never perfwade. ° 
me, but I forefaw it, as well as the Stars themfelves. 

Dau. Nay, Gentlemen, ’tis well now: Do you two 
entertain Sir John Daw with Difcourfe, while I iend her , 
away with Inftructions. 

Tru. Til be acquainted with her firft,by your favour. 

Cle. Mafter True-wit, Lady, a Friend of ours. 

Tru. Iam forry I have not known you fooner, Lady, 
to celebrate this rare Vertue of your Silence. 

Cle. Faith, an’ you had come fooner, you fhould ha? 
feen and heard her well celebrated in Sir Fobn Daw’s 
Madrigals. | 
Tru. Fack Daw, God fave you ; when faw you Le- 
Fool ? | 

Daw. Not fince laft night, Mafter Traeait. 

Trs. That’s a Miracle! I chought you two had been 
infeparable. | 

Daw. He’s gone to invite his Guelts. : 

Tru. Gods fo! ’tis true! What a falfe Memory have I 
towards that Man! I am one: I met him ev’n now, 
upon that he calls his delicate fine black Horfe, rid into 
a Foam, with pofting from place to place, and Perfon to 
Perfon, to give ‘em the Cie 

Cle. Left they thould forget ? 


Tru. Yes: 


ae _ 
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‘Tru. Yes: There was never poor Captain took 
more pains at a Mufter to fhew Men, than he, at chis 
Meal, to, thew Friends. 

“Daw, Ic is his Caarter-Feaift, Sir. 

Cle. What! do you fay fo, Sir Fobn 2 

Tru. Nay, fack Daw will not be out, at the belt 
Friends he has, to the Talent of his Wit: VVhere’s his 
Miltrits, to hear and applaud him? Is fhe gone? 

Daw. \s Miftrifs Epicane gone ? 

. Cle.,Gone afore, with Sir Dauphine, I warrant, to the 
Place. 

“Tru: Gone afore | That were a manifeft Injury, a 
Difgrace and a half; to refufe him at fuch a Fettival- 
time as this, being a Bravery, and a Wit too. 

Cle. Tuc, he'll {wallow ic like Cream: He’s better 
read in Fure Civili, than cto efteem any thing a Dilgrace 
is offer'd him froma Miftrifs. 

Daw. Nay, let her e’en go; fhe fhall fic alone, and be 
dumb in her Chamber a Week together, tor Fobn 
Daw, 1 warrant her: Docs fhe retufe me. : 

Cle. No, Sir, do not take ie fo to heares fhe docs not 
retufe you, but a little neglect you. Good faith, True- 
wit, you were to blame, to put it into his Head, chat 
fhe does refufe him. ; 

Tru. Sir, fhe does refufe him palpably, however you 
mince it. An’ I were as he, I would {wear to fpeak 
ne’er a word co her to day for’e. . 

Daw. By this Light, no more I will not. 

Tra.’ Nor to any body elfe, Sir. 

Daw. Nay, I will not fay fo, Gentlemen. 

Gle. It had been an excellent happy Condition for the 
Company, if you could have drawn him to it. 

Daw. V\l be very melancholick,’ i’ faith. 

Cle. Asa Dog, it I were as you, Sir ‘Fobn. 


Tru. Or a Snail, or a Hog-loufe: I would roll my felf 


up for this dav in troth, they fhould not unwind 
me. 
‘Daw. By this Pick-tooth, fo I will. 
Cle. *Tis well done: He begins already to be angry 
With bis Leech | 
Daw. Will you go, Gentlemen ? 
-Cle. Nay, you muft walk alone, if you be right me- 
lancholick, Sir Fchn. 
Tra. Yes, Sir, we'll dog you, we'll follow you afar off. 
Cle. Was there ever fuch a two Yards Sf Knighthood 
meafur’d out by Time, to be fold to Laughter? . 
Tru. A meer talking Mole! hang him: No Mufhrom 
was ever fo frefh. A Fellow fo uccerly nothing, as he 
knows not what he would be. 
Cle. Let’s follow him: but firft, les’s go to Dauphine, 
he’s hovering about the Houfe, to.-hear what News. 
‘Tru. Content. 


AG IL 


4 


Scene V. 
. Morofe, Epicune, Cutberd, Mute. 


W Econ Cutherd draw near with your fair 
Charge : and in her Ear, foftly intreat her to un- 
mask ( ) So. -Is the Door fhut? (——) Enough. 
Now, .Catberd, with the fame Difcipline I ufe tomy Fa- 
mily, I will queftion you. As Y conceive, Cutberd, this 
Gentlewoman is fhe you have provided, and brought, in 
hone fhe will fic me in the Place and Perfon of a Wife? 
Antwer me: not but with your Leg, unlefs ic be other- 
wile: (-——-) Very well dong, Cutberd. I conceive be- 
fides, Cutherd, you have been pre-acquainted with her 
Birth, Education, and Qualities, or elfe you would not 
pseter her ro my Acceptance, in the weighty Confe- 
quence of Marriage. (——) This I conceive, Cutberd. 
Anfwer me not but with your Leg, unlefs ie be other- 
wifé..(——) Very well done, Cutberd. 
Give alice now a little, and leave me 
to examine her condition, and apticude 


He ges about her, 
and views her. 


The Silent Woman. 


to my Affection. She is excceding fair, and of a fpe- 
cial good Favour; a fweee Compofition, or Harmony 
of Limbs; her temper of Beauty has the erue height 
of my Blood. The Knave hath exceedingly well fic- 
ted me without: I will now try her within. Come 
near, fair Gentlewoman; let not my Behaviour feem 
rude, though unto you, being rare, itmay ., 

haply appear ftrange. (—~—) Nay, Lady, ead 
you may fpeak, though Cutherd and my Man might 
not; for of all Sounds, only the fweet Voice of a fair 
Lady has the juft lengch of mine Ears. I befeech you, 
fay, Lady, out of the firft Fire of meeting Eyes (they 
fay) Love is ftricken : Do you feel any fuch Motion fud- 
denly fhot into you, from any’ Pare you fee in : 
me? ha, Lady ? (——) Alas, Lady, cthefe An- Curtfic, 
{wers by filent Curefies from you, are too courtlefs and 
fimple. J have ever had my Breeding in Court; and 
fhe that fhall be my Wife, muft be accomplifhed with 
courtly and audacious Ornaments. Can’ you fpeak, 
Lady ? 

Epi. Judge you, Forfooth. [She {peaks foftly. 

Mor. What fay you, Lady? Speak out, I befeech you. 

Epi. Judge you, Forfooth. 

Mor. O’ my Judgment, a Divine Softnefs! Bue can 
you naturally, Lady, as I enjoin thefe by DoGrine and 
Induftry, refer your felf to the fearch of my Judgmenr, 
and (not taking pleafure in your Tongue, which is a 
Womans chiefeft Pleafure) think it plaulible to anfwer 
me by filene Geftures, fo long as my Speeches 
jump right with what you conceive ? (———— Enis 
Excellent! Divine! If it were poflible the fhould hold 
out thus! Peace Cutberd, thou are made for ever, as thou 
haft made me, if this Felicity have lafting: buc I will 
try her further. Dear Lady, Iam courtly, I cell you, 
and I muft have mine Ears Banquetted with pleafant 
and witty Conferences, pretty Girds, Scoffs, and Dalli- 
ance in her, that I mean to chufe for my Bed-pheere. 9% 
The Ladies in Court think it a moft defperate impair to 
their quicknefs of Wit, and good Carriage, if they can- 
not give occafion for a Man to court ’em ; and when an 
amorous Difcourfe is fer on foot, minifter as good Mat- 
ter to continue it, as himfelf: and do you alone fo 
much differ from all them, that whae they (with fo 
much circumftance) affe@ and toil for, to feem learn’d, 
to feem judicious, ro feem fharp and conceited, you can 
bury in your {clf with filence, and rather truft your 
Graces tothe fair Confcience of Vertue, chan to che 
Worlds or your cwn Proclamation. 

Epi. I thould be forry elfe. : 

Mor. What fay you, Lady ? Good Lady, {peak out. 

Eps. I fhould be forry elfe. 

Mor. That Sorrow doth fillme with Gladnefs. O 
Morofe! thou art happy above Mankind! Pray chat chou 
maift contain thy felf. I will only put her to it once 
more, and it fhall be wich che urmoft Touch and Teft 
of their Sex. But hear me, fair Lady ; I do alfo love 
to fee her whom I fhall chufe for my Heifer, to be the 
firft and principal in all Fafhions, precede all the Dames. 
at Court by a Fortnight, have her Council of Taylors, 
Linneners, Lace-women, Embroiderers, and fit with ‘em 
fometimes twice a day upon French Intelligences, and 
then come forth varied like Nature, or oftner than fhe, 
and better, by the help of Are, her emulous Servant. 
This do I affe& : And how will you be able, Lady, wich 
this frugalicy of Speech, to give the manifold (bur ne- 
ceflary) Inftructions, for that Bodies, thefe Sleeves, thofe 
Skirts, this Cut, that Stitch, chis2mbroidery, that Lace, 
this Wyre, thofe Knots, that Ruff, thofe Rotes, this Gir- 
dle, that Fan, the cother: Scarf, thefe Gloves? Ha!.. 
what fay you, Lady ? 

Epi. Vil leave it to you, Sir. 

Mor, How, Lady ¢ pray you rife a Note. 

Epi. eave ic to Wifdom, and you, Sir. 

Mor. Admirable Creature !.1 ,will srouble you no 

| more : 


' The Silent 


‘more: I will not fin againft fo {weet a Simplicity. Let me 


now be bold to print on thofe divine Lips the Seal of be- 
ing mine.Cutberd,I give thee the Leafe of thy Houte free ; 
thank me not, bue with thy Leg. (——) I know what 


42ghou would’ft fay, She’s poor, and her Friends deceafed ; 


' Kinfman. 
"Knees, and it thall be rcjeéted ; ie fhall be fued for its 
Fees ro Execution, and not be redeem’d ; it fhall cheat |: 
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fhe has brought a wealthy Dowry in her Silence,Cutberd ; 
and in ref{pect of her Poverty, Cutberd, I fhall have her 
more loving and obedient, Cutberd. Go thy ways, and 
get me a Minifter prefently, with a foft low Voice, to 
marry us; and pray him he will not be impertinent, but 


brief as he can; away: foftly, Cutberd. Sirrah, con- 


du& your Miftrifs into che Dining-room, your now- 
Mittrifs. O my Felicity! How fhall I be reveng’d on 
mine infolent Kinfman, and his Plots, to fright me from 
marrying ! This Night I will get an Heir, and chruft 
him out of my Blood, like a Stranger. He would be 
Knighted, forfooth, and thought by rhat means to reign 
over me,his Ticle muft do it: No, Kinfman, I will now 
make you bring me the tenth Lords, and the fixteenth 
Ladies Letter; Kinfman ; and it fhall do you no good, 
Your Knighthood it felf fhall come on its 


at the Twelve-penny Ordinary, ic Knighthood, for its 
Diet all che Term-time, and tell Tales for it in the Va- 
cation to the Hoftefs ; or it Knighthood fhalldo worfe, 
take Sanctuary in Colebarbor, and faft. Ie fhall frighe 
allic Friends with boriowing Letters ; and when one 
of che fourfcore hath broaghe it Knighthood Ten fhil- 
lings, it Knighthood fhall go to the Cranes, or the Bear 
at the Bridg-foot, and be drunk in fear ; ic fhall not have 
Money to diicharge onc Tavern-Reckoning, to invite 
the old Creditors to forbear it Knighthood, or the new, 
that fhould be, to truft it Knighthood. Ie fhall be the 
tenth Name in the Bond, to take up the Commodity of 
Pipkins and Stone-Jugs ; and the part thereof thall not 
furnith ic Knighthood torth fer the attempting of a Ba- 
kers Widow, a Brown Bakers Widow. It thall give it 
Knighthoods Name, for a Stallion, go all gamefom Citi- 
zens Wives, and be refusd, when the Matter of a Dan- 


. cing-School, or (How do you call him) che worft Re- 


veller in the Town is taken:. It fhall want Clothes, and 
by reafon of that, Wit, to fool coLawyers. It fhall not 
have hope to repair it {elf by Cont antinople,Ireland,or Vir- 


'ginia; but the beft and laft Fortune to it Knighthood 


fhall be, to make Dol Teur fheet or Kate Common a Lady, 
and fo it Knighthood may eat. 7 


Ae II. Scene VI. 
| True-wit, Dauphine, Clerimont, Cutberd, 


Re you fure he is not gone by ? 

A Dau. No, I ftaid in the Shop ever fince. 

Cle. But he may take the other end of the Lane. 

Dau. No, I told him I would be here at this end: I 
appointed him hither. | . 

Fu. What a Barbarian it is to ftay then! 

Das, Yonder he comes. oe | 

Cle. And his Charge left behind him, which is a very 
good Sign, Dauphine. 

' Daw. How now, .Cutberd, fucceeds it, or no? | 

Cut. Paft imagination, Sir, omnia fecunda ; you could 
not have pray’d to have had it fo well: Saltat fenex, as it 
is i? the Proverb, he does triumph in his Felicity, ad- 
mires the Party! He has given me the Leafe of my 
Houfe too! and I am now going for a filenc Minifter 
to marry ‘em, and away. i 

Tru. Slight, get one o’ the Silenc’d Minifters; a zea- 
lous Brother would torment him purely. 

Cut. Cum privilegio, Sir. : 

Daun. O, by no means; let’s do nothing to hinder it 
now: When ’tis done and finifhed, I am for you, for any 
Device of vexation.. | : : 


Woman. 


Cut. And that fhall be within chis half-hour, upon ™Y 
dexterity, Gentlemen. Contrive what you can in the 
meantime, bons avibu. 

C/e. How che Slave doth Latin it! 

Tru. It would be made a 
days Mirth, if ye will. 

Cle. Be(hrew his Heart thar will not, I 

Dau. And for my part. What ist? 

_Zru. To tranflate all La-Fool’s Company, and his Feaft 
hither, to day, to celebrate this Bride-ale. 

Dau. I marry; buthow will’t be done? | | 

Tra. Vil undertake the directing of all the Lady-gueft 
thither, and then the Meat mutt follow. | 

Cle. For God’s fake, let’s effe@ it; ic will be an excel- 
lent Comedy of Affidion, fo many feveral Noifes. 

Dax. But are they not at the other place already, 
think you? | 

Tru, PH warrant you for the College-honours: one 
o their Faces has not the Priming-Colour laid on yet, 
nor the other her Smock fleek’d. 

Cl. O, but they'll rife earlier than ordinary to a 
Feaft. | | 

Tru. Beft go fee, and affure our felves. 

Cle. Who knows the Houfe ? a 

Tru. Pll lead you; were you never there yet ? 

Dau. Not I. | 

Cle. Nor I. | 

Tru. Where ha’ you liv’d then? Not know Jom Otter! 

Cle. No: For Gods fake, what is he? | 

Zru. An excellent Animal, equal with your Daw or 
La-Fool, if not tranicendent ; and. does Latin it as much 


Jeft to Poftcrity, ra this 


pronounce. 


Igr 


as your Barber : He is his Wifes Subje@&, he calls her 


| Princefs, and at fuch times as thefe follows her up and 


down the Houfe like a Page, with his Hat off, partly 
for Heat, partly for Reverence. At this inftant he is 


| marthalling of his Bull,. Bear, and Horfe. 


Dau, What be thofe, in the Name of Sphinx ? 

Tru. Why, Sir, he has been a great Man at the Bear- 
garden in his time ; and from that fubrle Spore has tane 
the witty Denomination of his chief carowfing Cups. 
One he calls his Bull, another his Bear, another his 
Horfe.. And then he has his leffer Glaffes, that he calls 
his Deer and his Ape; and feveral Degrees of them too; 
and never is well, nor thinks any Entertainment perfec, 
till chefe be brought out, and fet o’ the Cupboard. 

Cle. For God’s love! we fhould mifs this, if we fhould 
not go. 7 
Tru. Nay,-he hasa thorfand things as good, that will 
{peak him all day. He will rail on his Wite, wich certain 
Common Places, behind her back ; and to her Face—— 
Dau. No more of him. Let’s go {ee him,I petition you. 


Aa Ill, Scene I. 


Otter, Mrs. Otter, True-wit, Clerimont, Dauphine. 


Ay, good Princefs, hear me pauca verba. 

Mrs. Ort. By that Light, PI ha’ you chain’d up, 
with your Bull-dogs and Bear-dogs, if you be not civil 
the fooner. Ill {end you to Kennel, i’ faith. You were 
beft bait me with your Bull, Bear, and Horfe? Never a 


time that the Courtiers or Collegiates come to the - 


Houfe, but you make it a Shrove-tue(day ! 1 would have 
you get your Wbit/ontide-Velvet-Cap, and your Staff i’ 
your Hand, roentertain ‘em : ycs in troth, do. | 
Ott. Not fo; Princefs, neither ; but, under correction, 
{weet Princefs, gi? me leave Thefe things 1 am 
known to the Courtiers by: It is reported to them for 
my Humour, and they receive it fo, and do expect ic. 
Tom Otter’s Bull, Bear, and Horfe, is known all over 
England, in rerum natura. . 
Mrs. Ott. "Fore me, I will nature ’em over to Parss- 
garden, and na-ture you thither too, if you pronounce 
em 
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‘em again. Is a Bear a fic Beaft, or a Bull, to mix in fo- 
ciety wich great Ladies? Think ‘1 your Difcretion, in 
any good Pality. | 

Ort. The Horfe then, good Princefs. 

Mrs. Ort. Well, I am contented for the Horfe ; they 
love to be well hors’d I know : I love it my felf. | 

Orr. And it is a delicate fine Horfe, this Poetarum Pe- 
gafw. Under correction, Princefs, ‘fupiter did turn 
himfelf inco a Taures, or Bull, under correétion, 
good Princefs. | 

Mrs. Ott. By my Integrity, Pll fend you over to the 
Bank-fide, Pll commit yau to the Mafter of the Garden, 
it I hear but a Syllable more. Muft my Houfe or, my 

. Roof be polluted with the fcene of Bears and Bulls, 

when it is perfum’d for greae Ladies? Is this according 
to the Inftrument, when I married you? That I would 
be Princefs, and reign in mine own Houfe; and you 
would be my Subject, and obey me? What did you 
bring me, fhould make you thus peremptory ? Do 1 al- 
low you your Half-crown a day, to {pend where you 
will, among your Gamefters, to vex and torment me 
at Yuch tines as thefe? Who gives you your Mainte- 
nance, I pray you? Who allows you your Horfe-meat 
and Mans meat? your three Sutes of Apparel a Year? 
your four pair of Stockins, one Silk, three Worfted ? 
your clean Linnen, your Bands and Cuffs, when I can 
get you to wear em? 7Tis mare you ha’ ’em on now. 

Who graces you with Courtiers, or great Perfonages, to 

{peak to you out of their Coaches,-and come home 
to your Houfe ? Were you ever fo much as look’d upon 
by a Lord, or a Lady, before I married you, but on the 

Eafter or Whitfon Holy-days? and then out at the Ban- 
$76 quetting-houfe Window, when Ned Whiting or George 
Stone were at the Stake ? 

Tra. (For God’s fake, let’s go ftave her off him.) 

Mrs. Ort. Anfwer meto that. And did not I take 
you up from thence, in an old greafie Buff Doublet, with 
Points, and green Velvet Sleeves, out at che Elbows? 
You forget this. : 

Trw. (Shell worry him, if we help not in. time.) 

Mrs. Ott. O, here are fome o* the Gallants! Go to, 
behave your felf diftinély, and with good Morality ; 
or, I proteft, Pll take away your Exhibition. 


Ac& IIL 


True wit, Mrs: Oster, Cap. Otter, Clerimont, Dauphine, 
Cutherd. 


| B* your leave, fair Miftrifs Oster, I'll be bold to en- 
ter chefe Gentlemen in your Acquaintance. 

Mrs. Ott. Ic fhall noc be obnoxious, or difficil, Sir. 

Tru. How does my Noble Captain ? Is the Bull, Bear, 
and Horfe in rerum natura ftill ? 

Ort. Sir, Sic vifum fuperis. | 

Mrs. Ott. I would you would but intimate ’em, do. 
Go your ways in, and get Tofts and Butter made for 
the Woodcocks: That’s a fit Province for you. 

Cle, Alas, what a Tyranny is this poor Fellow mar- 
ried to! ee . 

Tru. O, but the {pore will be anon, when we get him 
loofe. 

Dau. Dares he ever {peak? 

Irs. No Anabaptift ever rail’d with the like Licenfe : 
but mark her Language in the mean time,I befeech you. 

Ars. Ort. Gentlemen, you are very aptly come. My 
Coutin, Sir Amorous, will be here briefly. 

Zra. In good time, Lady. Was not Sir Jobs Daw 
here, to ask for him, and the Company ? 

Mrs.Ott. cannot affure you, Mr. True-wit. Here was 
a very melancholy Knight in a Ruff, that demanded my 
Subject for fome body, a Gentleman, I think. | 
Cle. I, that was he, Lady. , 
 Atrs, Or, But he departed ftreight, I can refolve yau. 


Scene IL 
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The Silent Woman. 


Dau. What an excellent choice Phrafe chis Lady: ex- 
preffes in ! 

True. O, Sir! fhe is the only authentical Courtier, 
that is not naturally bred one, in the Ciry. 

Mrs.Ott. You have taken that report upon truft, Gen-. 
tlemen. 

Tru. No, I affure you, the Court governs it fo, Lady, 
in your behalf. 

Mrs.Ott. I am theServant of the Court and Courtiers, 
Sir. 

Tr. They are rather your Idolaters, 

Mrs. Ott. Not fo, Sir. 

Dau. How now, Cutberd? Any Crofs ? 

Cut. O no, Sir, Omnia bene. ?Twas never better o’ the 
Hinges, all’s fure. Ihave fo pleas’d him with a Curate, 
he’s gone to’t: almoft with the delight he hopes for 

oon. 

Dau. What is he for a Vicar ? | 

Cur. One that has catch’d a Cold, Sir, and can fcarce 
be heard fix Inches off ; as if he {poke out of a Bulruth 
that were noc pickt, or his Throat were full of Pitch: 
a fine quick Fellow, and an excellent Barber of Prayers. 
I came to tell you, Sir, that you might omnem movere 
lapidem (as they fay) be ready with your Vexation. 

- Daw. Gramercy, honeft Cutberd; be thereabouts with 
thy Key to let us in. 

Cut. I will noc fail you, Sir : Ad manum. 

Tru. Well, Pil go watch my Coaches. 

Cle. Do; and we'll fend Daw to you, if you meet 
him not. | 

Mrs. Ott. Is Mr. True-wit gone ? 

Dau. Yes, Lady, there is fome unfortunate Bufinefs 
fallen out. 

Mrs. Ott. So I judg’d, by the Phifiognomy of the 
Fellow that came in; and I had a Drcam laft Nighe 
too of the new Pageant, and my Lady Mayorefs, which © 
is always very ominous to me. I cold it my Lady 
Haughty ?other day, when her Honour came hicher to 
fee fome China Stuffs; and fhe exjounded it out of r- 
temidorws, and Ihave found it fince very true. Ie has 
done me many Affronts. | 

Cle. Your Dream, Lady ? 

Mrs. Ott. Yes, Sir, any thing I do but dream o’ the 
City. Ic ftaincd me a Damask Table-cloth , coft me 
eighteen Pound, at one time; and burnt me a black 
Satten Gown, as I ftood by the Fire, at my Lady Cen- 
taure’s Chamber, in the College, another time. A third 
time, at the Lord’s Mafque, ic drope all my Wyre and 
my Ruff with Wax candle, that I could not go up to 
the Banqnet. A fourth time, as I was taking Coach 
(O go to Ware, to mect a Friend, ic dafh’d me a new 
Sute all over (a Crimfon Satren Doublet, and black 
Velvet Skirts) with a Brewers Horfe, that I was fain 
to go in and fhift me, and kept my Chamber a Leath of 
Days for the anguith of it. 

Dau. Thefe were dire Mifchances, Lady. 

Cle. T would not dwell in che Ciry, an ’twere fo fatal 
to me. : § 
Mrs. Ott. Yes, Sir; but I do take Advice of my Do- 
ctor, to: dream of it as licele as I can. 

Dau. You do well, Miftrifs Orter. | 

Mrs. Ort. Will it pleafe you co enter the Houfe far- 
ther, Gentlemen ? = 

Dau. And your Favour, Lady: But we ftay to {peak 
with a Knight, Sir ‘fobs Daw, who is here come. We 
fhall follow you, Lady. 

Mrs. Ort. At your own time, Sir. It is my Coufin Sir 
Amorous his Feaft : 

Dau. I know it, Lady. _ 

Mrs. Ott. And mine together. But it is for his Ho- 
nour, and therefore I take no Name of it, more than of 
the Place. , 

Dau. You are a bounteous Kinfwoman. 

Mrs. Ost. Your Servant, Sir. - 


Aa 


Ac Wi. Scene Til. 
Cleriment, Daw, La-Foal, Daupbine, Otter. 


y, do you know it, Sir Jobs Daw ? 
Daw. No,1 am a Rook if Ido. 

Cle. PM tell you then ; fhe’s married by this time. And 
whereas you were put i’ th’ Head, that fhe was gone 
with Sir Dauphine, Laflure you, Sir Daxpoine has been the 
nobleft, honefteft Friend to you, that ever Gentleman 
of your Quality could boaft of. He has difcover’d the 
‘whole Plot, and made yor Miftris fo acknowledging, 
and indeed, fo afhamed of her Injury to you, that the 
defires you to forgive her, and buc grace her Wedding 
‘with your prefence to day——— She is to be married to 
avery good Fortune, fhe fays, his Unckle old Adorofe : 
and fhe will’d me in private to tell you, chat the fhall 


be able todo you more Favours, and with more fecuri- 


ty now than before. 

Daw, Did the fay fo,, 7 faith ? 

Cle. Why what do you think of me, Sir Fobe! ask Sir 
Danphine. 7 

Daw Nay, I believe you. Good Sir Dauphine, did 
fhe detire me to forgive her ? | 

Cle. I afflure you, Sir Fobn, the did. a 

Daw. Nay then,I do withall my heart,and Pll be jowsal. 

Cle. Yes, for look you Sir, this was the injury £0 you. 
Le Foole intended this Feaft to honour her Bridal day, 
and made you the Property to invite the College La- 
dies, and promife to bring her + and then at the 


time: fhe would have - + (as his Friend) to have 


given you the Dor. Whereas now, Sit Dauphine has 
brought her to a feeling of it, with this kind of facisfaai- 
on, that you fhall bring all the Ladies to the place where 
fhe is, and be very jovial ; and there, the will have a 
Dinner, which fhall ie in your name : and fo difappoine 


326LaFoole, to make you good again, and (as it were) a 


faver i? the Man. 

Dew. As [ama Knight, I honour her, and forgive 
her hartily. | 

Cle. About it then prefently. Zrae-wit is gone before 
to confront the Coaches, and to acquaint you wich fo 
much, if he meet you. Joyn with him, and ‘tis well. 
See, here comes. your Antagoniff, but take you no no- 
tice, but be very jovial. _s 

Le-F. Are the Ladies come, Sir fobs Daw, and your 


' Miftris? Sir Dauphine | you are exceeding welcom, 


and honeft Mafter Clerimont. Where’s my Coufin ? 
did you fee no Collegiats, Gentlemen ?- 

Daw. ’Collegiats! Do you not hear, Sir Amorous, how 
you are abus’d ? | 

LaF, How Sir! | 

Cle. Will you {peak fo kindly to Sir ‘fobs Daw, that 
has done you fuch an affront | 

La-F. Wherein, Gentlemen ? let me be a futor to you 
to know, I befeech you. — 

Cle. Why Sir, his Miftris is married to day to Sir Daw- 
phins Uncle, your Coufins Neighbour, and he has -di- 
verred all the Ladies, and all your Company thither, 
to fruftrate your Provifion, and ftick a difgrace upon 

ou. 
Ai too: but we told him his own I think. 


La-F. Has age ine Daw wrong’d me fo inbumanly? , 


Dau. He has done it, Sir Amoross, moft malicionfly 


‘ and treacheroufly : bu if yow’ll be rull'd by us, you fhall 


quit him 7faith. se | | 

La-F. Good Gentlemen ! -I’ll make one, believe it. 
How I pray ¢ 
- Dau. Marry Sir, get me your Pheafants, and your 
Godwits, and your beft Meat, and difh it in Silver Difhes 
of your Coufins prefently, and fay nothing, but clap me 
2 clean Towel about you, like a Sewer ; and bare-head- 
ed, march afore it with a good Confidence (ris but o- 
yer the way, hard by) and we'll fecond you, where 


The Silent Woman, 


He was here, now, to have intic’d us away from | 


f 
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you fhall fer it o’ the Board, and bid em welcom to't 
| which fhall fhow ’tis yours, and difgrace his prepara: 
tion utterly : and for your Coufin, whereas fhe fhould 
be troubled here at home with care of making and gi- 


ving welcom, fhe fhall transfer all thac labour thither, — 


and be a principal Gueft her felf, fie rank’d with the Col- 

ledge Honors, and be honour’d, and have her health drunk 

as often, as bare, and as loud as {ft of ’em. 

ran V'll go tell her prefently. Ic fhall be done, that’s 
olv’d. : 


Cle. 1 thought he would not hear it out, but ’twould 
take him. . = ¢ 
Dau. Well, there be Guefts, and Meat now, how fhall 
we do for Mufick ? 
Cle. The {mell. of the Venifon, going through the 
Street, will invice one noife of Fidlers or other. 
Dau. I would it would call the Trumpeters thither. _ 
Cle, Faith, there is hope, they have intelligence of 
all Feafts. There’s good correfpondence betwixt them and 
the London Cooks. *Tistwenty to one buthe have ’em. - 
Dax. *T will bea moft folemn day for my Uucle, and 
an excellent fit of Mirth for us. | 
Cle. I, if we can hold up the emulation betwixg Fic/e 
and Daw, and never bring them to expoftulate. | 
Daw. Tut, flatcer’em both (as True-wit fays) and you 
may take their Underftandings in a Purfe net. They'll 
believe chemfélves to be juft fuch Men as we make ’em, 
neither more nor lefs. They have nothing, not the ufe 
of their Senfes, bute by Tradition. 
Cle. See! Sir Amorous has his Towel on already. Have 
you perfwaded your Coufin ? [ He enters like a Sewer. 
La-F. Yes, “tis very feafible : he'll do any thing, the 
fays, rather than che Le-Fooles thall be difgrac’d. 


Dau. She is a noble Kinfwoman. It will be fuch a. 


peftling device, Sir Arorons! Ic will pound all your E- 
nemies Pradtifes to Powder, and blow him up with his 
own Mine,. his own Train. | 

La-F, Nay, we'll give Fire I warrant you. Se oth 

Cle. But you muft carry it privately, without any noife, 
and take no notice by any means 

Orr, Gentlemen, my Princefs fays: you fhall have alf 
her Silver Dithes, feffinate: and the’s gone to alter her 
Tire a little, and go with you | 

Cle. And your felf too, Captain Oster. 

Das. By any means, Sir. | 

Ort. Yes Sir, 1 do mean it : but I would ‘entreat my 
Confin Sir Amorous, and you Gentlemen, co be futors to 
my Princefs, that I may carry my Bull and my Bear, 
as well as my Horfe. | : 

Cle. That you fhalldo, Captain Ofter. | 

La-F. My Coufin will never confent, Gentlémen. 

Dau. She muft confent, Sir Amorow,'to reafon. 

La-F. Why, the faysthey are no decorum among Ladies. 

Ort. But they are decora, and that’s better, Sir. | 

Cle. ky fhe muft hear Argument. Did not Pa/fiphae, 
who was a Queen, love a Bull? and was not Califo, 
the Mother ot Arcas, curn’d into a Bear, and made a 
Star, Miftris Ur/ula, 7 the Heavens? 


Ort. O God ! that I could ha’ faid as much ! I will: 


| have thefe Stories painted i’ the Bear-garden, ex Ovidi 
Metamorpbofi. | 
Dau. Where is your Princefs, Captain ? pray’ be our 
| Leader. : 
Ort. That I fhall, Sir. 
Cle. Make hafte, good Sir Amorozs. 


Act IIL Scene’ IV. 

Morofe, Epicene, Parfon, Cutberd. 
Nir, there’san Angel for your felf, and a brace of Angels 
for your Cold. Mufe nor at this manageof my Bounty? 
Icis fit we fhould thank Fortune,double to Nature, tor any 
| benefit the confers upon us; befides,it is your Imperfeétion 
‘bue my Solace. [The Parfon [peaks as having a Cold, 
Oc. Par. E 


ae 
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Par. I thank your Worfhip ; fo it is mine, now. 

Mor, What fayshe, Cutberd ? 

Cut. He fays, preffo, Sir, whenfoever your Worthip 
needs him, he can be ready with the like. He got this 
Cold with fitting up late, and finging Catches with 


Mor. No more. I thank him. 

Par. God keep your Worfhip, and give you much 
joy with your fair Spoufe. (Umh, umh.) — [He coughs. 

Mor. O, O, ftay Cutberd ! let him give me Five Shil- 
lings of my Money back. As it is bounty to reward 
Benefits, fo is ic equity to mul& Injuries. I will have ic. 
What fays he? 

Cut. He cannot change it, Sir. 

Mor. Ie muft be chang’d. 

Cut. Cough again. 

Mor. What fays he? | 

Cut. He will cough out the reft, Sir. . 

Par. (Uimh, umh, umh.) ; [ Again. 

Mor, Away, away with him, ftop his Mouth, away, 
I forgive it.——-——— . —_ 

Epi. Fye, Mafter Morofe, that you will ufe this vio- 
lence to a Man of the Church, 

Mor. How! . 

Epi. It docs not-become your Gravity, or Breeding, 
(as you'pretend in Court) to have offer’d this outrage 
ona Water-man, or any more boiftrous Creature, much 
lefs on a Manof his civil Coat. 

Mor. You can {peak then! 

Epi. Yes, Sir. | 

Mor. Speak out I mean. | 

Epi. I Sir, Why, did you think you had married a 
Statue ? or a Motion only ? one of the French Puppets, 


327 with the Eyes turn’d with a Wire? or fome Innocent 


out of the Hofpital, thae would ftand with her Hands 
$77thus, and a Plaife-mouth, and look upon you. 
Mor. O Immodelty!a manitcft Woman ! what Cutberd? 
Epi. N.y, never quarrel with Cutberd, Sir, 1t is too 
late now. 1 confefs it doth bate fomewhat of the Mo- 
defty Thad, when Iwrit fimply Maid: but Ihope I thall 
make it a ftock ftill competent to the Eftace and Digni- 
ty of your Wife. | 
Mor, She can talk ! 
Epi. Yes indeed, Sir. 
Mor. What, Sirrah. None of my Knaves, there ? 
where is this Impoftor, Cutberd 2 | 
Epi. Speak to him,; fellow, {peak to him. [Ill have 
none of chis coa@ed, unnatural dumbnefsin my Houfe, 
in a Family where I Govern. 
Mor. She is my Regent already! I have married a Pen- 
thefilea, a Semirams, fold my Liberty to a Diltaff ! 


Act III. Scene V. 
True-wit, Morofe, Epicane. 


Here’s Mafter Morofe ? | 
Mor.Ishe come again! Lord have mercy upon me. 
Tra. I with you all joy, Miftris Epicene, with your 
grave and honourable Match. - 
Epi. 1 return you the thanks, Mafter True-awit, fo 
friendly a with deferves. : 
Mor. She has Acquaintance too! , 
Tru. God fave you, Sir, and give you all contentment 
in your fair Choice, here. Before I was the Bird of 
Night to you, the Ow!; but now Iam che Meflenger 
of Peace, a Dove, and bring you the glad wifhes of ma- 
ny Friends to the celebration of this good Hour. 
Mor. What Hour, Sir ? | 
_ Tre. Your marriage Hour, Sir. I commend your re- 
folution, that (notwithftanding all che dangers [ laid a- 
fore you, in the voice of a Night-crow) would yet go 
on, and be your felf. It fhews your are a Man con- 
ftant to your own Ends, and upright to your Purpofes, 


The Silent Woman. 


that would not be putoff with Left-handed Cries. 


Aor. How fhou!d you arrive at the knowledge of fo 
much ! 7 

Tru..Why, did you ever hope, Sir, committing che 
fecrecy of it to a Barber, chat lefs than the whole Town 
fhould know it ? youmight as well ha’ told it the Con- 
duit, or the Bake-houfe, or the Infant’ry thac follow 
the Court, and with more fecurity. Could your Gra- 
vity forget fo old and noted a Remnant, as, lippis & tom- 
foribus notum? Well Sir, forgive ic your felf now, the 
Fault, and be communicable with your Friends. Here 
will be three or four fafhionable Ladies from the Col- 
ledge to vifit you prefently, and their Train of Mini- 
ons and Followers. 

Mor. Bar my Doors : bar my Doors ‘where are all my 
Eaters? my Mouthes now? bar up my Doors, you 
Varlets. 

Epi. He is a Varlét chat ftirs to fuch an office. Lee 
“em ftand open. I would fee him that dares move his 
Fyes towardit. Shall I have a barricado made againft 
my Friends, to be barr’d of any pleafure they can bring 
into me withhonourable Vifiration ? 

— Mor. O Amazonian impudence! 

Tre. Nay faith, in this, Sir, fhe {peaks but reafon: 
and me thinks ismore continent than you. Would you 
go to Bed fo prefently, Sir, afore Noon? a Man of your 
Head and Hair, fhould owe more to chat Reverend 
Ceremony, and not mount the Marriage-bed, like a 
Town bull, or a Mountain-goat; but ftay the due 
Seafon ; and afcend it then with Religion and Fear. 
Thofe delights are to be fteep’d in che Humour, and fi- 
lence of the Night? and give the day to other open 
Pleafures, and Jollities of Feafting, of Mufick, of Re- 
vels, of Difcourfe : we'll have all, Sir, that may make 
your Hymen high and happy. 

Mor. O, my torment, my torment! 

Tre. Nay, if you indure the firft half hour, Sir, fo 


tedionfly, and with this irkfomnefs; what conifort, or 
hope, can this fair Gentlewoman make to her felf here- *"* 


after, in the confideration of fo many years as are to 
come : 7 
Mor. Of my affliGion. Good Sir, depart, and let 
her do it alone. 

Trex. Ihavedone, Sir. _ 

Mor. That curfed Barber ! 

Tru. (Yes faith, a curfed Wretch indeed, Sir.) 


Mor. I have married his Cittern, thae’s common fo 82? 


all Men. Some Plague, above the Plague—— 

Tru. (All e€gypts ten Plagues) 

Mor. Revenge me on him. 

Tru. °Tis very well, Sir. If you laid on a Curfe or 
two more I'll affure you he'll bear ’em. As, that he 
may get the Pox with feeking to cure it, Sir? Or, that 
while he is curling another Mans Hair, his own may 
drop off? Or, for burning fome Male-bauds Lock, he 
may have his Brain beat out with the Curling-iron ? 

Mor. No, let the Wretch live wretched. May he get 
the Itch, and his Shop fo loufie, as no Man dare come 
at him, nor he come at no Man. 

Tru. (I, and if he would {wallow all his Balls for Pills, 
let noc them purge him.) | 

Mor. Let his Warming-pan be ever cold. 

Tru. (A perpetual Froft underneath it, Sir.) 

Mor. Let him never hope to fee Fire again, 

Tr#, (But in Hell, Sir.) 

Mor. His Chairs be always empty, his Sciffars ruft, aud 
his Combs mould in their Cafes. — 

Tru. Very dreadful that! (And may he lofe the in 
vention, Sir, of carving Lanterns in Paper) 

Mor. Let there be no Baud carted that year, to employ 
a Bafon of his : bute let him be glad to eat his Sponge 
for Bread. | i : 

Tra. And drink Jotium to it, and much good do him. 

Mor. Or, for want of Bread—— 


Tru, Eat 


e 


a 
Tak me rae coco 2, 


Oo ee 


| His way, Madam. 
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Tru. Eat Ear-wax, Sir. Ill help you. “Or, draw his 
own Teeth, and add them to-the Lute-ftring. 

Mor. No, beat the old ones to Powder, and make 

' Bread of them. | | 

Fru. (Yes, make Make Meal o? the Mill ftones.) 

Mor. May all the Botches and Burns that he has cur’d 
on others, break out upon him. 

Tru. And he now forget the cure of ’em in himfelf, 
Sir; or, if he do remember ie, let him ha’ fcrap’d all 
his Linnen into Lint for’t, and have nor a Rag left him 
for to fet up with. 2 
Mor. Let him never fet up again, bue have the Gout 
in his hands for ever. Now, no more, Sir. 

Tru. O that Jaft was too high fec! you might go lefs 
with him i’faich, and be reveng’d enough : as, that he 
be never able co New-paint his Pole—— 


328 Mor. Good Sir, no more. I forgot my felf. 


Tru. Or, want credit to take up-wich a Comb- 
maker —— , , 

Mor. No more Sir. | 

Trw. Or, having broken his Glafsin a former defpair, 
fall now into a much greater, of ever getting an- 
" osher 
Mor. Ibefeech you, no more. 
Tru. Or, that he never be trufted with triming of a- 

ny but Chimney;Sweepers 

Mor. Sitr-——— 

Trs. Or, may he cut a Colliers Throat with his Ra- 
for, by Chance-medley, and be hang’d for’e. 

Mor. I will forgive him, rather than hear any more. 


I befeech you, Sir. 
Act III Scene VI. 
Daw, Morofe, True-wit, Haughty, Centaure, Mavis, Trufty, 


Mor. O, the Sea breaks in upon me! another 
Flood! an Inundation ! I fhall be orewhelm’d with noife. 
It beats already at my Shores. I feell an Earthquake 
in my felf, for’c. 

Daw. ’Give you joy, Miftris. 
Mor. Has fhe Servants too! 3 
Daw. I have brought fome Ladies here to 


She kifestiem  fe6 and know My Lady Haugh 
: yw you. Y Lacy s1éugbty, 
ee this my Lady Centaure, Miftris Dol Mavis, 


— Miftris Trufy my Lady Haughtses Woman. 
Where’s your Husband ? let’s fee him: can he en- 
dure no noife ? let me come to him. 

Mor. What nomenclator is this ! 

Tru. Sit Jobs Daw, Sir, your Wives Servant, this. 

Mor. A Daw, and her Servant! O, ’tis decreed, ’tis 
decreed of me, an’ fhe have fuch Servants: 

Zru. Nay Sir, you mutt kifs the Ladies, you muft not 
go away; now ; they come coward you to feek you out. 

Hau. YP faith, Mafter Morofe, would you fteal a Mar- 
riage thus, in the midft of fo many Friends, and not 
acquaint us? Well, Ill kifs you, notwithftanding the 
juftice of my Quarrel: you fhall give me leave, Miftris, 
. to ule a becoming familiarity with your Husband. 

Epi. Your Ladifhip do’s me an honour in it, to let 
me know he is fo worthy your favour : as, you have 
* done both him and me grace, to vifit fo unpreparda 
pair to entertain you. 

Mor. Complement ! Complement ! ’ 

. Eps. But I muft lay the burden of that upon my Ser- 
vant here. | 

Haw. It fhall not need, Miftris Méorofe; we will all 
bear, rather than one fhall be oppreft. 

. Mor. 1 know it:and you will teach her the faculty, if 
fhe be tolearnit. 

Hau. Is this the filent Woman? 

Cen. Nay, fhe has found her Tongue fince fhe was 
married, Mafter Zrue-wés fays. 


the Ladies fome heart again, not for any malice to you. 
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Hau. O, Mafter True-wit! fave. you. What kind of 
Creature is your Bride here? fhe {peaks me thinks! 
Tra. Yes Madam, believe ir, the isa Gentlewoman of 
very abfolute Behaviour, and of a good Race. | 
Hau. And Fac Daw told us, fhe could not {peak. 
Tru. So it was carried in Plot, Madam, to put her up- 
on this old Fellow, by Sir Dauphine, his Nephew, and 
one or two more of us: but fhe is a Woman of an ex- 


Cellent affurance, and an extraordinary happy Wit and 


Tongue. You fhall fee her make rare fpore with Daw 
ere night. 

Haus. And he brought us to laugh at her! 

Tra. That falls out often, Madam, chat he that thinks 
himfelf the Mafter-wit, is che Mafter Fool I affure 
your Ladifhip ye cannot laugh ac her. _ 

Hau. No, we'll have her to the Colledge: an’ the 
have Wie, fhe fhall be one of us! fhall the not Centaure ? 
well make her a Collegiate. 

Cen. Yes faith, Madam, and Mavs, and fhe will fet 
up a fide. 

Tra. Believe it Madam, and Miftris Adevis, the will 
fuftain her part. 

Mav. 11) tell you that, ‘when I have talk’d with her, 
and try’d her. 

Has. Ute her very civilly, Mavis. 

Mav. Soft will, Madam. 

Mor. Blefled minute! that they would whifper thus ever! 

Tr«. In the mean time, Madam, would but your Ladi. 
fhip help to vex him a little : you know his Difeafe, calk 
to him about the Wedding Ceremonies, or call for your 
Gloves, or 4 

Haw. Let me alone. Centaure help me. Mafter 
Bridegroom, where are you? 

Mor. O, it was too miraculoufly good to laft ! 

Han. We fee no Enfigns of a Wedding here; no 
Chara@er of a Bride-ale : where be our Skarves and our 


Gloves? I pray you, give ’em us. Let’s know your - 


Brides Colours, and yours at leaft. 

Cen. Alas, Madam, he has provided none. 

Mor. Had I known your Ladifhips Painter I would. 

Hau. He has given it you, Centawre, 1 faith. But do 
you hear, M. Morofe, a Jeft will not abfolve you in this 
manner. You that have fuck’d the Milk of the Court, 
and from thence have been brought up to the very 
{trong Meats and Wine of it; been a Courtier from 
the Biggen to the Night-cap: (as we may fay) and you 
to offend in fuch a high Point of Ceremony as this! 
and lec your Nuptials want all Marks of Solemnity ! How 
much Plate have you loft to day (if you had but re- 
garded your Profit,) what Gifts, what Friends, through 
your meer rufticicy ? 

Mor. Madam———— ‘ 

Hau. Pardon me, Sir, I muft infinuate your Errours 
to you, No, Gloves? no Garters? no Skarves? no Epi- 
thalamwum ? no Mafque? 

Daw. Yes, Madam, I'll make an Epithalamium, I pro- 
mife my Miftris, I have begun it already : will your La- 
difhip hear it? — 

Hau. I, good Fack Daw. 7 

Mor. Will ic pleafe your Ladifhip command a Cham- 


ber, and be private with your Friend? you fhall have 


your choice of Rooms to retire to after: my whole 
Houfe is yours. I know it hath been your Ladithips Er- 
rand, into the City at other times, however now you 
have been unhappily diverted upon me: but I fhall be. 
loth to break any honourable Cuftom of your Ladifhips. 
And therefore, good Madam— 

Epi. Come, you area rude Bridegroom, to entertain 
Ladies of Honour in this fafhion. 

Cen. He is a rude Groom indeed. 

Tru. By that light you deferve to be grafted, and have 


/ your Horns reach from one fide of the Ifland to the o- 


ther. Do not miftake me, Sir, I but fpeak this to give 
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Mor. Is this your Bravo Ladies? 

Tru. As God help me, if you utter fuch another word, 
Pll cake Miftris Bride in, and begin to you in a very 
fad Cup; do you fee? Go too, know your Friends, 
and fuch as love you. 


Act Ill. Scene VII. 


Clerisn:nt, Morofe, Tiue-wit, Dauphine, La-Focle, Otter, 
Miftris Otter, &c. 


Y your leave Ladies; Do you want any Mufick ? 

[have brought you variety of noyfes. Play, Sirs, 

all of you. [ Mufick of forts. 

Mor. O, a Plot, a Plot, a Plot, a Plot, upon me! 

This day I fhall be their Anvile to work on, they will 
grate mez afunder. “Tis worfe than che noife of a Saw. 

Cle. No, they are Hair, Rofin, and Guts, I can give 
you the Receipr. - 

_ Tru. Peace, Boys. 
' Cle, Play, I fay. 

Tru. Peace, Rafcals. You fce who’s your Friend now, 
Sir? Take courage, put on a Martyrs refolution. Mock 
down all their attemptings with patience. "Tis but a 
day, and I would fuffer heroically. Should an Af ex- 
ceed mein Fortitude? No. You betray your Intirmiry 
with your hanging dull Ears, and make chem infule : 
bear up bravely, and conftantly. Look you here, Sir, 
what honour is done you unexpected, by your Ne: 
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this Purgatory. 

Cle. He may prefume it I think. 

Tru. The Spitting, the Coughing, the Laughter, 
the Neefing, the Farting, Dancing, noife of the Mufick, 
and her mafculine and loud Commanding, and urging 
the whole Family, makes him think he has married 
a Fury. 

Cle. And the carries it up bravely. 

Tru. I, the cakes any occafion to fpeak: that’s che 
height on’. ji 7 

Cle. And how foberly Dauphine labours to fatishe him, 
that ic was none of his Plot! | 

Tru. And has almoft brought him to the faich, i the 
Article. Here he comes. Where is he now? what’s 
become of him Dauphine ? 

Dau. O, hold me up a little, 
Jeft elfe. He has gor on his whole neft of Night-caps, and 
lock’d him{clf up ? the top o’ che Houle, as high as e- 
ver he can climb trom the noife. I peep’d in at a Crany, 
and faw him fitting over a crofs Beam o’ the Roof, like 
him o’ the Sadlers Horfé in Fleet(reet, u pright: and he 
will fleep there. 

Cle. But where are your Collegiates? 

Dau. With-drawn with the Bride in private. 

Tru. O, they are inftruéting her i’ che Colledge-Gram- 
mar. If the have grace with them, fhe knows all their 
fecrets inftantly. 

Cle. Me thinks, the Lady Haughty looks well to day, 
for all my difpraife of her ? the Morning. I think, I fhall 


phew ; a Wedding Dinner come, and a Knighr-fewer | Come about to thee again, True-wit. 


before it, for the more Reputation : and fine Mrs. Otter, 
your Neighbour, in the Rump or Tail of it. 
_ [La-Foole paffes over fewing the Meat. 

Mor. Is that Gorgon, that Medufa come: Hide me, 
hide me. 

Tru. | warrant you, Sir, fhe will not transform you. 
Look upon her with a good Courage, Pray you enter- 
tain her, and condn& your Guefs in. No, Mittris Bride 
will you entreat in the Ladies? your Bridegroom is fo 
fhame-fac’d, here | 

Epi, Will it pleafe your Ladifhip Madam ? 

Hew, With the benefit of your Company, Miftris. 

Epi. Servant, pray you perform your Duties. 

Daw. And glad tobe commanded, Miftris. 

Cen. How like you her Wit, Adavis ? 

Aftav. Very pretiily, abfolucely well. 

M. ot. ’Tis my Place. 

Mav. You thall pardon me, Miftris Otter. 

MM. Or. Why Lama Collegiate. 

Mav. But not in ordinary. 

M. Or. But lam. 3 

Mav. We'll difpute that within. 

Cle. Would this had lafted a little longer. 

Tre. And that they had fene for the Heralds. Cap- 
- tain Otter, what News. 

O:t. I have brought my Bull, Bear, and Horfe, in 
private, and yonder are the Trumpeters without, and 
the Drum Gentlemen, 

Mor. O, O, O. { The Drum and Trumpets found. 

Or. And we will havea roufe in each of them, anon, 
fo: bold Britons i’ faith. 

Mor. O, O, O: 

Zi. Follow, follow, follow. 


Aé&t IV. Scene I. | 


True-wit, Clrimont, Dauphine. 


W* there ever poor Bridegroom fo tormented ? or 
Man indeed ? | 


Tru. Believe it, Ttold you right. 
repair the lofles, time and years have made?’ their Fea- 
tures, with dreffings. And an intelligent Woman, if 
fhe know by her felf the leaft defeat, will be moft cu- 
rious, to hide it: and it becomes her. If fhe be fhort, 
let her fit much, left when the ftands, the be thought to 
fit. If the have an ill Foot, lec her wear her Gown the 
longer, and her Shooe the thinner. If a fat Hand, and 
{cald Nails, let her carve the lefs, and act in Gloves. If 
a fowre Breath let her never difcourfe fafting ; and al- 
waystalk at her diftance. If fhe have black and rugged 
Teeth, let her offer the lef at laughter, efpecially it the 
laugh wide and open. 

Cle. O, you fhall have fome Women, when they 
laugh, you would think they bray’d, it is fo rude and— 


Women ought to 


I fhall go away ? the 94 


Zru. I, and others, that will ftalk i their Gate like 


an Effrich, and take huge ftrides. I cannot endure fuch 
a fight. Ilove meafire i? the Feet, and number ? the 


Voyce: they are gentleneffes, that oftentimes draw no- 


lefs than the Face. 

Dau. How cam’ft thou to ftudy thefe Creatures {0 ex- 
actly ? I would thou wouldft make me a Proficient. 

Tru. Yes, but you mutt leave to live i your Chamber 
then a Month together upon Amadis de Gaule, or Don 
Quixote, as you are wont; and come abroad where the 
matter is frequent, to Court, to Tiltings, publick Shows, 
and Feafts, to Plays, and Church fometimes : thither 
they come to fhew their new Tyres too, to fee, and to 
be feen. In thefe Places a Man fhall find whom to love, 


ever. The variety arrefts his Judgment. A Wench to 
pleafe a Man comes not down dropping from the Ceil- 
ing, as he lies on his back droning a Tobacco-pipe. He 
muft go where fhe is. | 

Dan. Yes, and be never the neer. 


fra. Out Heretick. Thae difference makes thce wor- $30 


thy ic fhould be fo. 

Cle. He fays true to you, Dauphine. 

Dau. Why ? 

re. A Man fhould not doubt to over-come any Wo- 
man. ‘Think: he can vanquifh ’em, and he fhall: for 


whom to play with, whom to touch once, whom to hold 339 
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Cle. [have not read of the like in the Chronicles of 
the Land. | 
Zru. Sure, he cannot but go to place of reft, after all 


though they deny, their defire is to be tempted. Pesse- 

lope her ielf cannot hold out long. Offend, you faw, 99 

was.taken at Jat. You muft perfevere, and hold to your 
purpofe. 


——— 


a ee 


purpofe. They would follicite us, but that they are a- 


traid. Howfoever, they with in their Hearts we fhould 
follicite them. Praife ’em, flatter ’em, you fhall never 
want Eloquence or Truft: even the chafteft delight to 
feell chemfelves chat way rub’d. With Praifes you muft 
mix Kiffes too. If they take them, theyll take more. 
Though they ftrive, they would be overcome. 

Cle. O; but a Man muft beware of Force. 

Tru. It is to them an acceptable Violence, and has 
oft-times the place of the greateft Courtefie. She thae 
might have been forc’d, and you let her go free without 
touching, though then fhe feem to thank you, will ever 
hate you after; and glad i’ the Face, is affuredly fad at 
the feart. | | 


4% Cle. But all Women are not to be taken always. 


Tru. ’Tis true} no more than all Birds, or all Fifhes. 
If you appear learned to an ignorant Wench, or jocund 
to afad, or witty to a foolifh, why fhe prefently begins 
to miftruft her felf. You muft approach them 7 their 
own Height, their own Line 3 for the contrary makes 
many that fear to commit themfelves to Noble and 
Worthy Fellows, run into the Embraces of a Rafcal. If 
fhe love Wir, give Verfes, though you borrow ‘em of a 
Friend, or buy ’em, to have good. If Valour, calk of 
your Sword, and be frequent in the mention of Quar- 
rels, chough you be ftaunch in fighting. If A@ivicy, be 
feeno’ your Barbary often, or leaping over Srools, for 
the credic of your Back. If fhe love good Clothes or 
Drefling, have your Learned Council about you every 
morning, your French Taylor, Barber, Linnener, ec. 
Let your Powder, your Glafs, and your Comb be your 
deareft Acquaintance. Take more care for the Orna- 
ment of your Head, than the Safety; and with che 
Commonwealth rather troubled, than a Hair about you. 
That willtake her. Then if fhe be covetous and cra- 
ving, do you promife any thing, and perform fparing- 
ly ; fo fhall you keep her in appetite ftill. Seem as you 
would give,but be like a barren Field,that yields little ; or 
unlucky Dice to foolifh and hoping Gamefters. Let your 
Gifts be flight and dainty, rather than precious. Let Cun- 
ning be above Coft. Give Cherries at time of Year, or 
Apricots; and fay, they were fent you out o’ the Coun- 
try, tho’ you boughe *em in Cheapfide. Admire her Tires ; 
like her in all Fafhions ; compare her in every Habit to 
fome Deity ; invent excellent Dreams to flatter her, and 


"989 Riddles ; or, if the be a Great one, perform always the Se- 


cond Parts to her; like what fhe likes, praife whom fhe 
praifes, and fail not to make the Houfhold and Servants 
yours, yea the whole Family, and falute ’em by cheir 
Names, (‘tis but light Coft, if you can purchafe ’em fo) 
and make her Phyfician your Penfioner, and her chief 
Woman. Nor will ic be out of your gain to make 
Love to her too, fo fhe follow, not ufher her Ladies 
Pleafure. All Blabbing is taken away, when fhe comes 
to be a part of the Crime. 

Dax. On what Courtly Lap haft thou late flepr, to 
come forth fo fudden and abfolute a Courtling ? 

Tru. Good faich, I fhould rather queftion you, that 
are fo hearkning after thefe Myfteries. 1 begin to fa- 
' fpe& your Diligence, Daspbine. Speak, art thou in love 
in earneft ? | 

Dau. Yes by my troth am I; ’twere ill diflembling 
before thee. 3 
’ Tru, With which of ’em, I pry thee? 

Dau. With all che Collegiates. 

Cle. Out on thee. We'll keep you at home, believe 

it, i’ the Stable, an’ you be fuch a Stallion. 
° Tru. No; Ilike him well. Men fhould love wifely, 
and all Women; fome one for the Face, and let her 
pleafe che Eye ; another for the Skin, and let her pleafe 
the Touch; a third for the Voice, and lec her pleafe 
the Ear; and where the Objects mix, let the Senfes fo 
too. Thou would’ft think ie ftrange, if I fhould make 
“em all in love with thee afore Night ! - 


T he Silent Woman. 


_ Dax. I would fay, thou hadft the beft Philtre iv the 
World, and couldft do more than Madam Medea, or 
Doétor Foreman. 

Tra. If Ido not, let me play the Mountebank for my 
Meat while I live, and the Bawd for my Drink. 

Dau. So be it, I fay. 


Act IV. Scene II. 


Otter, Clerimont, Daw, Dauphine, Moroje, True-wit, 
La: Foole, Mrs, Otter. 

O Lord, Gentlemen, how my Knights and I have 
J mift you here! — | 
Cle. Why, Captain, what Service? what Service? 

P _ To fee me bring up my Bull, Bear, and Horfe to 

ghe. | : 

Daw. Yes faith, the Captain fays we hall be his Dogs 
to bait em. 

Dax. A good Employment. 

Tru. Come on, let’s fee a Courfe then. 

La-F, lam afraid my Coufin will be offended, .if fhe 
come. | : 
Ort. Be afraid of nothing. Gentlemen, [have plac'd 
the Drum and the Trumpets, and one to give ’em the 
Sign when you are ready. Here’s my Bull for my {elf; 
and my Bear for Sir fobs Daw, and my Horfe for Sit 
i en Now fet your Foot to mine, and yours to his, 
an | 

La-F. Pray God my Coutin come not. , 

Ort. Saint George and Saint Andrew ! Fear no Coufins. 
Come, found, found. Et rauco ftrepuerunt cornua cantu. 
- Tru. Well faid, Captain, 7? faith; well fought at che 

ull. 

Cle. Well held at the Bear. 

Tru. Low, low, Captain. 3 

Dau. O, the Horfe has kickt off his Dog already. 

La-F. I cannot drink it, as 1am a Knight. 

Tru. Gods fo, off with his Spurs, fome body. 

La-F. It goes againft my Confcience. My Coufin will 
be angry with ic. 

Daw. Tha’ donemine. —- 

Tru. You fought high and fair, Sir ‘Sohn. 

Cle. At the Head. 

Daw. Like an excellent Bear-dog. 

Cle. You take no notice of the Bufinefs, I hope. 

Daw. Not a word, Sir; you fee we are jovial. 

Ort. Sic Amorous, you muft not equivocate. Ie mult 
be pull'd down, for all my Coufin. 

Cle. *Sfoot, if you take not your Drink, they'll think 
you are difcontented with fomething; you'll betray all, 
if you take the leaft notice. 

La-¥. Not I, Pll both drink and talk then. 

Ort. You muft pull che Horfe on his Knees, Sir 4ms- 
rows; fearno Coufins. ‘facta eff alea. 

Tru. O, now he’s in his Vein, and bold. The leaft 
hine given him of his Wife now, will make him rail 
defperarely. 

Cle. Speak to him of her. 

Tru. Do you, -and Pll fetch her to the hearing of ic. 

Dau. Captain He-Otter, your She-Oster is coming, 
your Wife. 


Ort. Wife! Buz. Titivilitium. There’s no fuch thing ; 


in Nature. I confefs, Gentlemen, I have a Cook, a 
Laundrefs, a Houfe-drudge, that ferves my neceflary 
turns, and goes under that Tirle: But he's an Afs that 
will be fo uxorious to tie his Affe€tions to one Circle. 
Come, the Name dulls Appetice. Here, replenifh again ; 
another Bout. Wives are nafty fluctifh Animals. 

Dau. O, Captain. | 

Ort. As ever the Earth bare, tribus verbu. Where's 
Matter True wit 2. 

Daw. He’s flipt afide, Sir. 

Cle. But you mutt drink and be jovial. 

Daw. Yes, 
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Daw. Yes, give it me. 

LaF. And me too. 

Daw. Let’s be jovial. 

La-F. As jovial as you will. | 

Orr. Agreed. Now-you fhall ha’ the Bear, Coufin, 
and Sir ‘Fobn Daw the Horfe, and Pil ha’ the Bull ftill. 
Sound Tritons o° the Thames. Nunc eff bibendum, nunc 
pede libero 

Mor. Villains, Murderers, Sons of the Earth, and Trai- 
tors, what do you there ? 

[Morofe {peaks from above, the Trumpets founding. 

Cle. O, now the Trumpets have wak’d him, we fhall 
have his Company. 

Ort. A Wife is a {curvy Clogdogdo, an unlucky thing, 
avery forefaid Bear-whelp, without any good Fafhion or 
Breeding 3 mala beftsa. 

( His Wife es brought out to bear bim. 

Dau. Why did you marry one then, Captain ? 

Ort. A pox—— I married with Six thoufand pound, 

TT. Iwas in love with that. I ha’ not kift my Fury thefe 
forty Weeks. 

Cle. The more to blame you, Captain. 

Tru. Nay, Mrs. Orter, hear him a licele firft. 

Ort. She has a Breath worfe than my Grandmothers 
Profecto. : 

Mrs. Ott. O treacherous Liar. Kifs me, {weet Mafter 
True-wit, and prove him a flandering Knave. 

Tru. Vil rather believe you, Lady. 

Ort. And fhe has a Perruke, that’s like a pound of 
Hemp, made up in Shoe-threds., 

Mrs. Ott. O Viper, Mandrake ! 

Ort. A moft vile Face! and yet the {pends me Forty 
pound a Year in Mercury and Hogs Bones. All her Teeth 
were made i’ the Black-Friers, both her Eye-brows 7 the 
Strand, and her Hair in S:lver-Street. Every part o’ the 
Town owns a piece of her. 

Mrs. Ort. I cannot hold. 

Ort. She takes her felf afunder ftill when fhe goes to 
Bed, into fome twenty Boxes; and about next day 
Noon is put together again, like a great German Clock ; 
and fo comes forth, and rings a tedious Larum to the 
whole Houfe, and then is quiet again for an Hour, but 
for her Quarters. Ha’ you done me right, Gentlemen ? 

Mrs. Ott. No, Sir, Pll do you right with my Quarters, 
with my Quarters. [ She falls upon him, and beats him. 

Ort, O, hold, good Princefs. 

Tru. Sound, found. 

Cle. A Battel, a Battel. 

Mrs. Ott. You notorious 
‘my Breath {mell ? 

Ort. Under Corre&tion, dear Princefs. Look to my 


ftinkardly Bearward, does 


‘*, Bear and my Horfe, Gentlemen. 


Mrs. Ott. Do 1 want Teeth, and Eye-brows, thou 
Bull-dog? 

Tru. Sound, found ftill. 

Ort. No, I proteit, under correction—— | 

Mrs. Ott. I, now you are under correction, you pro- 
teft: but you did not proteft before Correion, Sir, 
Thou Fudas, to offer to betray thy Princefs! Pil make 
thee an Example 

{ Morofe defcends with a long Sword. 

Mor. I will have no fuch Examples in my Houfe, La- 
dy Oster. . 

Mrs.Ott. Ah | 

Mor. Mrs. Mary Ambreey your Examples are dange- 
rous. ‘ Rogues, Hell-hounds, Stentors, out of my Doors, 
you Sons of Noife and Tumult, begot on an ill May-day, 


936 or when the Gally-foift is afloat to Wefminfter! A ‘Trum- 


peter could not be conceiv’d but then. 
Dau. What ails you, Sir ? _ 
Mor, They have rent my Roof, Walls, and all my 
Windows afunder, with their Brazen Throats. _ | 
Tra. Belt follow him, Dauphine. 
Das. So Twill. 


oN 


T be Silent Woman. 


Cle. Where’s Daw and La-Fool ? 
Ott. They are both run away, Sir. 
men, help to pacifie my Princefs, and fpeak to the 


Good Gentle- 


great Ladies for me. Now muft1 go lie with the Bears | 
this Fortnight, and keep out o’ the way, till my Peace 
be made, for this Scandal fhe has taken. Did you not 
{Ce my Bull-head, Gentlemen ? 

Cle. Is’t not on, Captain ? 

Tru. No; but he may make a new one, by that is on. 

Ort. O, here ’tis. An’ you come over, Gentlemen, 
and ask for Jom Otter, we'll go down to Ratcliff, and 
have a Courfe ? faith, for all chefe Difafters. There is 
bona {pes \eft. 

Tru. Away, Captain, get off while you are well. 

Cle. Tam glad we are rid of him. 

Tre. Youhad never been, unlefs we had put his Wife 
upon him. His Humour is as tedious at laft, as it was 
ridiculous at ftrft. 


Aéct IV. Scene IIL. 


Haughty, Mrs. Otter, Mavis, Daw, La Fool, Centaure, 
Epicene, True-wit, Cleriment. 


Wt wonderd why you fhrick’d fo, Mrs. Otter. 

Mrs. Ott. O God, Madam, he came down with 
a huge long naked Weapon in both his. Hands, and 
look’d fo dreadfully! Sure he’s befide himfelf. 

Mav. Why, what made you there, Mrs. Ofter 2 
_ MMrs.Ott. Alas, Mrs. Mave, I was chaltifing my Sub- 
ject, and thoughe nothing of him. 

Daw, Faith, Miftris, you muft do fotoo. Learn to 
chaftife. Miftris Orrer correéts her Husband fo, he dares 
not {peak, but under correction. —, 

LaF. And with his Hat off to her s *twould do you 
good to fee. ¥ 

Hau. In fadnefs, tis gocd and mature Counfel 3 pra- 
Gile it, Morofe. Vil call you Mirofe ftill now, as I call 
Centaure and Mavis; we four will be all one. 

Cem. And you'll come to the College, and live with 
us ! : 

Han, Make him give Milk and Honey. 

Mav. Look how you manage him at firft, you fhall 
have him ever after. 

Cen, Let him allow you your Coach and four Horfes, 
your Woman, your Chambermaid, your Page, your 
Gentleman-Ufther, your French Cook, and four Grooms. 

Has, And go with us to Bedlam, to the Cdbina-houfes, 
and to the Exchange. 

Cen. It will open the Gate to your Fame. 

Hau. Here’s Centaure has immortaliz’d her felf, with 
taming of her wild Male. 

Mav. I, fhe has done the Miracle of the Kingdom. 

Epi. But Ladies, do you count it lawful to have fuch 

plurality of Servants, and do ’em all Graces ? 
~ Hau, Why not? Why fhould Women deny: their Fa- 
vours to Men? Are they the poorer, or the worle? 
_ Daw. Is the Thames the Iefs for the Dyers Water, 325 
Mittris? 

La-F, Or a Torch, for lighting many Torches ? 

True Well faid, La-Focl ; what a new one he has got? 

Cen. They are empty Lofles Women fear in this 
kind. | 

Hau. Befides, Ladies fhould be mindful of the ap- 
proach of Age, and let no time want his due Ufe. 
The beft of our Days patfs firft. 

Mav. We are Rivers, that cannot be call’d back, Ma- 
dam: She that now excludes her Lovers, may live to 
lie a forfaken Beldam, in a frozen Bed. 

Cen. ?Tis true, Mavs: And who will wait on us to 
Coach then ? or write, or tell us the News chen? make 
Anagrams of our Names, and invite us to the Cockpit, 
and kifs our Hands all the Play-time, and draw their 
Weapons for our Honours? | 

Hau. Not 


a ed eh 


Hau. Not one. : | 
Daw. Nay, my Miftris is not altogether unintelligent 
' of thefe things; here be in prefence have tafted of her 
Favours. | a, : 

Cle. What a neighing Hobby-horfe is this! . 


~The Silent Woman. 
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Eps. Lord, how idly he talks, and how his Eyes 
ai He looks green about the Temples! 
ee what blue Spots he has? 
Cle. I, it’s Melancholy. 
Eps. Gentlemen, for Heavens fake, counfel me. Ia. 


Epi. But not with intent to boaft ’em again, Servant. dies! Servant, you have read Puy and Paracelfus y ne'er 
And have you thofe excellent Receits; Madam, to keep | a word now to comtort a poor Gentlewoman? Ay me! 


your felves from bearing of Children? 
Hau. O yes, Morofe: How thould we maintain our 


Youch and Beauty: elfe? Many Births of a Woman }, 


( 


make her Old, as many Crops make the Earth Barren. 


Ac&t IV. Scene IV. 


Morofe , Dauphine , True wit, Epicene, Clerimont , Daw, 
Haughty, La-Foole, Centaure, Mavs, Mrs. Otter, 


Trufty. 


My curfed Angel, chat inftructed me to this Fate! 
Dau, Why, Sir? | | 

Mor, That I thould be feduc’d by fo fooliflya Devil 
as a Barber will make! | 

Daw. I would I had been worthy, Sir, to have parta- 
ken your Counfel ; you fhould never have crufted it to 
fuch a Minifter. , 

Mor. Would I could redeem it with the lofs of an 
Eye (Nephew), a Hand, or any other Member. 

Day. Marry, God forbid, Sir, that you fhould geld 
~ your felf, to anger your Wife. 

Mor. So it would rid me of her ! and, that I did fu- 
pererogatory Penance in a Belfry, at Wefmsinfter-ball, 
1’ the Cockpit, at the fall of a Stag, the Yower-wharf, 
(what Place is there elle?) London-bridge, Pars-garden, 
Belins gate, when the Noifes are at their: height, and 
lowdelt. Nay, I would fit out,a Play, chat were no- 
thing bute Fights ac Sea, Drum, ‘Trumpet, and Target! 

Dau. I hope there fhall be no fuch need, Sir. Take 


Patience, good Uncle. This is but a Day, and ’tis well | 


worn too now. 
Mor, O, ‘twill be fo for ever, Nephew, I forefee it, for 


ever. Strife and Tumult are. the Dowry that comes | 7 


witha Wife. | 

Tru. I told you fo, Sir, and 
me. | ae 
Mor. Alas, do not rub thofe Wounds, Mafter Zrie- 
wit, to blood again ; *twas my negligence. Add nor 
AffliGion to Affigion. I have perceiv’d the Effe@ of 
it, too Jate, in Madam Ofter. , 

Epi. How do you, Sir ?* ; a 

Mor. Did you ever hear a more unneceffary Quefti- 
on? As if the did not fee ! Why, I do as you fee, Em- 
prefs, Emprets. | 

Eps. You are not well, Sir! you look very ill! Some- 
thing has diftemper’d you. 

Mor. O horrible, monftrous Impertinencies! Would 
not oné of thefe have ferv’d, do you think, Sir ? Would 
not one of thefe have ferv’d ? 

Tru. Yes, Sir; but thefe are but Notes of Female 
- Kindnefs, Sir ; certain Tokens that the has a Voice, Sir. 

Mar. O, is’c fo? Come, and be no otherwife 
What fay you ? 

Epi. How do you feel your felf, Sir ? 

Mor. Again that! ; 


you would not believe 


your Wife upon uncon{fcionable Terms; her Silence— 
Epi. They fay you are run mad, Sir, oe 
Mor. Not for love, I aflure you, of you ; do you fee? 
Epi. O Lord, Gentlemen! Lay hold on him, for 
God’s fake. What thal I do ? Who's his Phyfician (can 
you tell) that knows the State of his Body beft, that I 
might fend fos him ?.Good Sir, fpeak ; Pll fend for one 
of my Doctors elfe. ; 
Mor, What, to poifon me, that I might die Inteftate, 
and leave you pofleR of alk? : oo 


“HI 
. Iru, Nay, look you Sir, you would be Friends with | 


what Fortune had J, to marry a diftra@ed Man? 

Daw. Fil tell you, Miftris-—— 

Zr. How rarely the holds it up! 

Mor, What mean you, Gentlemen? 

Epi. What will you tell me, Servant? 

Daw. The Difeafe in Greek is called Meviz, in Latin, 
Infania, Furor, vel Ecftafis Melancholica, that is, Egreffio, 
when a Man ex melancholico evadit fanaticus. 

Mor. Shall I have a Le@ture read upon me alive ? 

Daw. But he may be but Phreneticus yet, Miftris ; and 
Phrenetis is only Delirium, or fo. t. 

Eps. TY, that is for the Difeafe, Servants; but what is 
this to the Cure ? We are fure enough of the Difeafe. 

Mor. Let me go. - . sO 

Tru, Why, we'll entreat her to hold her peace, Sir. 

Mor. O, no; labour not co ftop her. She is like a 
Conduit-pipe, that will guth out with more force when 
fhe opens again. 

, Haw, Vil tell you, AMéorofe, you muft talk Divinity to 
him alrogether, or Moral Philofophy. 

La-F; I, and chere’s an excellent Book of Moral Phi- 
lofophy, Madam, of Raynard the Fox, and all the Beafts, 
call’d Done’s Philofophy. : 

Cen, There is indeed, Sir Amorous La-Foole. ° 

Mor. O mifery ! 

La-F. I have read 
my Coufin here. » 

“Mrs. Ore. I, and as a very good Book as any is, of 
the Moderns. 7 | 

Daw. Tut, he muft have Seneca read to him, and Plw- 
tarcb, and the Ancients; the Moderns are not for this 
Difeafe. | 

Cle, Why, you difcommended them too, to day, Sir 
obn. ae 


it, my Lady Centaure, allover to 


Ariftotle’s Ethicks. 

Mav. Say you fo, Sir Fobn? I think you are deceiv’d; 
you took it upon truft. , | 

Hau, Where’s Truffy, my Woman? I'll end this Dif- 
ference. Ipr’y thee, Orter, callher. Her Father and 
Mother were both mad, when they put her to me. 

Mor. 1 think fo. WNay,Gentlemen,  amtame. This 
is but an Exercife, I know, a Marriage-Ceremony, which 
I muft endure. 

Hau, And one of them (I know not which) was cu- 


red with the Sick Man’s Salve; and the other with 


Green’s Groats worth of Wit. 
Tra. A very cheap Cure, Madam. 
Hau. I, it’s very feafible. 3 
Mrs. Ott. My Lady call’d for 
you*muft decide a Controverfie. 
Hau. O, Truffy, which was it you faid, your Father 
or your Mother, that was curd with che Sick Man’s 
Salve? : 
Truf. My Mother, Madam, with the Salve. 
Tru. Then it was the Sick Woman's Salve. 


Tr#/. And my Father with the Groats.worth of Wit. 


But there was other Means usd: We had a Preacher 
thae would preach Folk afleep ftill; and fo they were 
prefcrib’d to go to Church, by an old Woman that was 
their Phyfician, thrice a week——- | 

Epi. Tofleep? | tah, os 3 

Truf. Yes, forfooth: and every night they read thenr 
felves afleep on thofe Books. 

Eps. Good faith, it ftands with great reafon. I would 
I knew where to procure thofe Books. 

Mor. Ob 

LaF. I 


Do you 
3 


Daw. 1 ,in fome Cafes; but in thefe they are belt, and 


you, Miftris Trafty : 
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La-F. I canhelp you with one of ’em, Miftris Adoro/e, 
the Groats-aorth of Wst. 
Epi. Butl Thal disfurnifh you, Sir Amoross: Can you 
are it? | : 
P La-k. O yes, for a Week, or fo ;- I'll rgd it my felf 
to him. : 
Ept. No, I muft do that, Sir ; chat muft be my Office. 
Mor. Oh, oh ! 
Epi. Sure he would do well enough, if he could fleep. 
Mor. No, I fhould do well enough, if you could fleep. 
Have Ino Friend, that will make her drunk, or give her 
a lictle Ladanum, or Opium ¢ etic 
Trw. Why, Sir, fhe talks ten times worfe in her fleep. - 
Mor. How! - — . n « oe 
Cle. Do you not know that, Sir? never ceales all 
night. 
| Tra. And fhores like a Porcpifce. _ 
Mor O, redeem me, Fate; redeem me, Fate. For how 
many Caufes may a Man be diverc’d, Nephew ? 
Dau. Tknow not, truly, Sir. : 
Tru. Some Divine muft refolve you in that, Sir, or 
non-Lawyer. 
eo I wil not reft, I will not think of any other 
Hope or Comfort, ctl I know. 
Cle. Alas, poor Man! ie 
‘Tru. Yowil make him mad indeed, Ladies, if you pur- 
fue chis. 
- Hau. No, we'll let him breathe now, a quarter of an 
hour, or fo. | 
Cle. By,my Faith, alarge Truce. 
Hau. \s that his Keeper, that is gone with him? 
Daw. It is his Nephew, Madam. | 
La-F, Sir Dauphine Eugenie. 
Cen. He looks like a very pitiful Knight—— | 
Daw. As canbe. This Marriage has put him out of all. 
La-F. He has not a Penny in his Purfe). Madam —— 
Daw. He is ready to cry all this day. 
Fa-F. Avery Shark ; he fee me i’ th’ nick tother night 
at Primero. 
Tru. How thefe Swabbers talk ! : . 
Cle. I, Otter’s Wine has {well’d their Humours above 
aSpring-tide. 


Haw. Good Morofe , let’s go in again. [ like your. 


Couches exceeding well ; we'll go lic and talk there. 
Epi. I wait on you, Madam. , 
Tru. Slight, I will have ’em as fileme as Signs, and 
~ their. Poft too, e’re I ha’ done. Do you hear, Lady- 
- Bride? I pray thee now, asthou art a noble Wench, 
continue this Difcourfe of Dauphine within ; but praife 
him exceedingly ; magnifie him with all the heighe of 


AffeGion thou canft; (I have fome purpofe in’t) and | phy 


but beat off thefe two’ Rooks, Fack Daw, and his Fel- 
low, with any Difcontentment hither, and Vil honour 
’ thee for ever. , 

Epi. I was about it here. It angred me to the Soul, 
to hear’em begin to talk fo malepert. 

* Yru. Pray thee perform it, and thou winnift me an 
¥dolater to thee everlafting. 

Epi. Will you go in, and hear medo it ? 

The. No, Pll ftay here. Drive em out of your Com. 
pany, “tis all I ask ; which cannot be any way better 
done, than by extolling Deupbine, whom they have fo 
flighted. | | | 
‘ _ I warrant you ; you fhall expect one of ’em pre- 
en e , 
| Ch. What a Cafk of Caftrils are thefe, to Hawk after 
Ladies thus? 

Tru. I, and ftrike at fuch an Eagle as Dauphine. 

Cle. He will be mad, when we tell him. Here he 
comes. | 


‘The Silent Woman. _- 


A& {V. Scene V: 


Clerimont, True-wit, Dauphine, Daw, La-Foole. 


Sir, you are welcom. 
Zra. Where's thine Uncle ? 

Dau. Run outo’ doors in’s Night-caps, to talk wich a 
Cafuift about his Divorce. It works admirably. 

Zrw. Thou would’ft ha’ faid fo, an’ chou hadft been 
here ! The Ladies have laugh’d at thee moft comically, 
fince thoy went’ft, Dauphine. 

. Cle. And askt, if thou wert thine Uncle’s Keeper. 

Zru. And the Brace of Baboons anfwer’d, Yes; and 
faid, chou wert a pitiful poor Fellow, and didft live upon 
Pofts, and hadft nothing bute three Sutes of Apparel, and 
fome few Benevolences that the Lords ga’ ee to fool 
to ‘em, and {wagger. ) 

Dau. Let me not live, I'll beat ’em ; Pil bind em both 
to Grand Madams Bed-pofts, and have ’em baited with 
Monkeys. 

Zrw. Thou thalt not need, they thall be beaten to chy 
hand, Dauphine. Ihave an Execution to ferve upon ’em, 
EF warrant thee fhall ferve; truft my Plot. 

Daw. I, you have many Plots! So you had one, to 
make all the Wenches in love with me. 

Tru. Why, if I do it noe yet afore night, as near as 
"tis, and chat they do not every one invite thee, and be 
ready to fearch for thee, take the Mortgage of my Wit. 397 

Cle. °Fore God, Pll be his Witnefs ; thou thale have ic, 
Dauphine: ‘Thou thale be his Fool for ever, if chou doft 
not. | 

Tras. Agreed. Perhaps ’ewill be the better Eftate. Do 
you obferve this Gallery, or rather Lobby indeed ? Here 
are a couple of Studies, at each end one: Here will I 
a& fuch a Tragicomedy between the Guelpbs‘and che Gbi- 
bellines, Daw and La-Foole-——— which of ’em comes out 
firft, will I feife on: (You two fhall be the Chorus be- 927 
hind he Arras, and whip out between the Ads, and 
{peak.) If I do not make ’em keep the Peace for this 
remnant of the Day, if not of the Year, I have fail’d 
once——— I hear Daw coming : Hide, and do not laugh, 
for God's fake. 

Daw. Which is the way into the Garden, trow ? 

Tre. QO, ‘fack Dew ! I am glad I have met with you. 
In good faith, I muft have this Matter go no further be- 
tween you : I muft ha’ ie taken up. - 

Daw. What Matter, Sir? Between whom ? 

Trex, Come, you difguife it, Sir Assorom and you. If 
you love me, ‘fack, you thall make ufe of your Philofo- 
now, for this once, and deliver me your Sword. 
This is not the Wedding the Cemtaures were at, though 
there be a She-one here. The Bride has entreated me 
I will fee no Blood fhed at her Bridal ; you faw her whi- 
{per me e’re-while. 7 

Daw. As 1 hope to finith Tacitws, I intend no Murder. 

Tru. Do you not wait for Sir Amorous ? 

Daw. Not I, by my Knighthood. 

Tra. And your Scholarfhip too? 

Dew. And my Scholarfhip too. 

Tru. Goto, then I return you your Sword, and ask: 
you mercy ; but put it not up, for you will be affaulced. 
I underftgod that you had apprehended it, and walkc 
here to brave him ; and chat you had held your Life 
contemptible, in regard of your Honour. . 

Daw. No,no; no fuch thing,I allure you. He and I 
parted now, as good Friends as could be. | 

Tre. Truft not you to that Vifor. I faw him fince 
Dinner with another Face: I have known many Men 
in my time vex’d with Loffes, wich Deaths, and with 
Abufes; but fo offended a Wight as Sir Amscroas, did I 
never fee or read of. For taking away his Guefts, Sir, 


to day, that’s the Caufe ; and he declares it behind your 
‘back with fuch Threatnings and Contempts-—— 


He 
faid 


Dau. I, he may fay his Pleafure. 

Tru. And {wears, you are fo protefted a Coward, that 
he knows you will never do him any manly or fingle 
Right; and cherefore he will take his courfe. 

Dew. Vl give him any Satisfadion, Sir--—— but 
fighting. 


Tru. I, Sir; but who knows what SatisfaGion he'll, 


take : Blood he thirfts for, and Blood he will have; and 
whereabouts on you he will have it, who knows, but 
himfelf ? | . 
Daw. I pray you, Mafter True wit, be you a Medi- 
ator. : 
Tru. Well, Sir, conceal your felf then in this 
ri Study till I return. Nay, you muft be con- 
tent to be lock’din ; for, for mine own Repu- 
tation, I would not have ie feen to receive a Publick 
Difgrace, while I have the Matter in managing. Gods 
fo, here he comes; keep your Breath clofe, that he do 
not hear you figh. In good faith, Sir Amorous, he is not 
this way ; I pray you be merciful, do not murder him ; 
he is a Chriftian, as good as you: You are arm’d as if 
you fought a Revenge on all his Race. Good Dauphine, 
get him away from this Place. I never knew a Man’s 
Choler fo high, but he would {peak to his Friends, he 
would hear Reafon. ‘fack Daw, Fack! afleep? 
Daw. Is he gone, Matter True-wit ? 
Tre. 1; did you hear him ? 
Daw. O God, yes. 
Tru. What a quick Ear Fear has? _ 
Daw. But is he fo arm/d, as you fay ? 
Tru. Arm’d? Did you ever fee:a Fellow fet ont to 
take Poffleflion ? | 
Daw, I, Sir. | 
Tru. That may give you fome light. to conceive of 
him ; bue’tis nothing to the principal. Some falfe Bro- 
ther i’ che Houfe has furnifh’d him ftrangely ; or, if ic 
were out o’ the Houfe, it was Tom Otter. 
Dew. Indeed he’s a Captain, and his Wife is his Kinf- 
woman. | 
Tru. He has got fome bodies old two-hand Sword, to 


- mow you off at the Knees: And that Sword hath 


{fpawn’d fuch a Dagger !—— But then he is fo hung with 
Pikes, Halberds, Peitronels, Callivers, and Muskets, 
that he looks like a Juftice of Peace’s Hall: A Man of 
Two thoufand a Year is not fefs'd at fo many Weapons 
as he hason. ‘There was never Fencer challeng’d at fo 
many feveral Foils. You would think he meant to 
murder all Sc. Pulcbres Parifh. If he could but Vi@ual 
himfelf for half a Year in his Breeches, he is fufficiently 
arm’d to over-run a Country. . 

Daw. Good Lord ! what means he, Sir ? I pray you, 
Matter True-wit, be you a Mediator. | 

Tru. Well, Pil try if he will be appeasd with a Leg 
or an Arm; if not, you muft die once. 

Daw. I would be loth to lofe my Righe Arm, for 
writing Madrigals. | 

Tru. Why, if he will be fatisfied with a Thumb, or a 
Litele-finger, all’s one tome. You muft think, Ill do 
my beft. , 

Daw. Good Sir, do. [He puts bim up again, 

Cle. What haft chou done ? and then came forth. 

Tru. He will lec me do nothing, Man; he does all 
afore me; he offers his Lefe Arm. 

Cle. His Left Wing, fot a Fack Daw. 

Daw. Take it, by all means. 


Tru. How! Maim a Man for ever, for a Jeft? What 


a Confcience haft thou ? | . 

Das. *Tis no lofs to hint; he has no Employment for 
his Arms, but to eat Spoon-meat. Befide, as good maim 
liis Body, as his Reputation. 

_ Tru. He isa Scholar, and a Wit, and yet he does not 
think fo. But he lofes no Reputation with us; for we 
all refolv'd him an Afs before. To your Places again. 


The Silent Woman. 


{aid to Daupbine, You were the erranrft Afs— | 
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Cle. I pray thee, let me be in at the other a little: 
Tra. Look, you'll fpoil all; thefe be evér your Tricks. 
Cle. No, but I could hit of fome things thar chou wilt 

mifs, and thou wilt ei are good ones. 2 ae 
Tra. i warrant you. 1 pray forbear,T'il leave it off elfe. 
Dau. Come away, Clerimont. | 
Tre. Sir Amorous! 

_ LaF. Matter True-wit. ; 

_ Tra, Whither were you going ? 
ag icy into ‘e Court, to make water. 
v4. By no means, Sir; | ut 
ees : » Sir 5 you fhall rather tempt your 
La-F. Why, Sir ? : 
Zr. Enter here, if you love your Lifé. 
Li-F. Why-! why! : 


Tru. Queftion till your Throat be cut, do: dally till 


the enraged Soul find you. 

La-F. Who’s thar ? | 

Tra, Daw itis: Will you in? 

La-F. I,J, Vl in: What’s the matter? 7 

Tru. Nay, if he had been cool enough to tell us that; 
there had been fome hope to attone you ; but he {eems 
fo implacably enrag’d. 

La-F. “Slight, lee him rage: Til hide my felf. 

Tru. Do, good Sir. But what have you done to him 
within, that fhould provoke him thus ? You have broke 
fome Jeft upon him afore the Ladies—— 

La-F. NotI, never in my life, broke Jeft upon any 
Man. The Bride was praifing Sir Dauphine, and he went 
away in {nuff, and I followed him; unlefs he took of 


fence at me in his Drink ere-while, that I would not’ 


pledge all the Horfe full. | 

Tru. By my Faith, and that may be; you remember 
well: But he walks che Round up and down, through 
every Room o’ the Houfe, with a Towel in his Hand, 
crying, Where’s La-Foole ? Who faw La-Foole? And when 
Dauphine, and I demanded the Caafe, we can force no 
Antwer from him, bue (O Revenge, how {weet art 
thou! I will ftrangle him in this Towel) Which leads 
us to conjecture, that the main Caufe of his Fury is, for 
bringing your Meat: today, with a Towel about you, 
co his difcredit. 

La-F. Like enough. Why, andhe be angry for that, 
Vil ftay here till his Anger be blown over. 

Zru. A good becoming Refolution, Sir ; if you can 
put it on o the fudden. ~ 

La-F. Yes, I can put it on: Or, Pll away into the 

Country prefently. 
' Tru. How will you get out o’ the Houfe, Sir? He 
knows you are i’ che Houfe, and he'll watch you this 
fe’nnight, but he’ll have you: He'll out-wait a Serjeant 
for you. | % 

La-F. Why, then Pll ftay here. 
ig You muft think how to victual your felf in time 
then, 

La-F. Why, fwect Mafter Zrue-wit, will you entreat 
my Coufin Otter tofend mea.cold Venifon Pafty, a 
Bottle or two of Wine, and a Chamber-por. 

_ Tra. A Stool were better, Sir, of Sir Ajax his Inven- 
tion. 

La-F. I, that will be better indeed ; and a Pallattolie 
on. 
Tru. O, I would not advife you to fleep,by any means. 
La-F. Would you not, Sir ? why, chen F will nor. 
Tra. Yet there’s anocher fear—— 

La-F. Is there,Sir 2? What ist? | 
Tru No, he cannot break open this Door with his 
Foot fure. : 

La-F.Tl fet my Back againft it,Sir. I have a good Back. 

Zra. But chen if he fhould batcer. 

La-F, Batter! Hf he dare, Plt have an AGion of Bat- 
try again{ft him. ee 7 

Tru. Caft you the worft. He has fent for Powder al- 
ready, and what he will do wich ic, no Man knows: 

b perhaps 
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. perhaps blow up the Corner 0” hey 
: fufpects you are. Here he comes; inj tily too, upon thefe Terms, he fhall have me to Enemy 
quickly. I proteft, Sir Fob» Daw, he is not| while I live. Come, Sir, bear it bravely. 


an 
._ ey 


. : - Dauphine, 


the Houfe where he 


He feigns as if 
exe were pre: 


fent, to frigtt this way: What will you do? Before God 


“the other, who you fhall hang no Petard here: Pll die ra- 
- @ run tm to 


bide bimfelf. 


ther. Will you not take my word? I ne- 
} ver knew one but would be fatisfied. Sir 
Amorous, there’s no ftanding out : He has made a Petard 
of anold Brafs Pot, to force your Door. Think upon 


<— . fome Satisfadtion, or Terms, to offer him. 


' LaF. Sir, Til give him any Satisfaction : I dare give 


: any Terms. 


Tru. You'll leave it to me then? 
| LaF. J,Sir: Pil ftand to any Conditions. 
Tru. How now, what think you, Sirs? 


.. + Hecalls forth Wert not a difficule thing to determine, 


"Clerimont and sch of thele two fear’d moft ? 


Cle. Yes, but this fears the braveft: 


~The other, a whinilling Daftard, Fack Daw ! But La- 


"-Foole, a brave Heroick Coward ! and is afraid in a great 


: Look, and a ftout Accent. 
®_ = Tru. Had it not been pity thefe two fhould ha’ been 
 conceal’d ? 


I Irke him rarely. 


_ Cle. Shall I make a Motion? 
Tru. Briefly : For I muft {trike while ’tis hot. 
Cle. Shall I go fetch the Ladies to the Catastrophe ? 
Tru. Umh? I, by my troth. 
- Daw. By no mortal means. Let them continue in the 
State of Ignorance, and err ftill; think ’em Wits and 
fine Fellows, as they have done. “Iwere Sin to reform 


, thern. 


Tru. Well, I will have ’em fetcht, now I think on’t, 
for a private purpote-of mine: Do, Clerimont, fetch ’em, 


Tbe Silent Woman. 


Tru. Friends? Nay, an’ he fhould not be fo, and hear- 


Daw. O God, Sir, ’tis nothing. 

Tru. True. What's fix Kicks to a Man that reads 
Seneca ? , 

Daw. Thave had a hundred, Sir. - 

- Tru. Sir Amorow. No fpeaking one co another, or 
rehearfing old Matters. 
[Dauphine comes forth, and kicks bim. 

Daw. One, two, three, four, five. I proceft, Sir Amso- 
rows, you fhall have fix. 

Tru. Nay, I told you, you fhould not talk. Come, 
give him fix, and he will needs. Your Sword. Now re- 
turn to your fafe cuftody ; you fhall prefently meet atore 
the Ladies, and be the deareft Friends one to another— 
Give me the Scarf now, thou fhalt beat the other bare- 
fac’d. Stand by, Sir Amorous. 

LaF. What’s here? A Sword? 

Tru. I cannot help it, without I fhould take the Quar- 
rel upon my felf. Here he has fent you his Sword———. 

La-F. [ll receive none on’t. 

Trs. And he wills you to faften it againft a Wall, and 
a your Head in fome few feveral places againft the 
Hilts. 

La-F. Iwill not, tell him roundly. I cannot endure 
to fhed my own Blood. 

Trs, Will you not? ; 

La-F. No. Pil beat it againft a fair flat Wall, if that 
will fatishe him; If not, he fhall beat ic himfelf, for 
Amorim. 

Tru. Why, this is ftrange ftarting off, when a Man 
undertakes for you! I offer’d him another Condition ; 


and difcourfe to ’em all that’s paft, and bring ’em into | will you ftand to that ? 


"the Gallery here. 


Dau. This is thy extreme Vanity now: Thou think’ft 
thou wert undone, if every Jeft chou mak’{t were not 
publith’d. | | 

Tre. Thou fhalt fee how unjuft chou art prefently. 


Clerimont, fay it was Dauphine’s Plot. Truft me not, if 


the whole drift be not for thy good. There’s a Carpet 
i? the next Room, put it on, with this Scarf over chy 


' Face, and a Cufhion o’ thy Head, and be ready when 


Icall Am.rous. Away—— Sohn Daw. 

Daw. What good News, Sir ? 

Tru. Faith, I have followed, and argued with ‘him 
hard for you. I told him, you were a Knight, and a 
Scholar, and that you knew Fortitude did confift magis 
patiendo quam faciendo, magis ferendo quam feriendo. - 

Daw, It doth fo indeed, Sir. | 

Tru. And that you would fuffer, I told him: So at 

Arlt = demanded, by my troth, in my conceit, too 
much. . 


‘Daw. What was ic, Sir ? 


| $39 Tru. Your upper Lip,and fix o’ your Fore-teeth. 


Daw. “Iwas unreafonable. - 

Tru. Nay, I told him plainly, you could not fpare em 
all. So after long Argument (pro ¢ con, as you know) J 
brought him down to your two Butter-teeth, and them 
he would have. 

Daw, O, did youfo? Why, he fhall have ’em. 

Tr. But he fhall not, Sir,by your leave. The Con- 
clufion is this, Sir: Becaufe you fhall be very good 
Frietids hereafter, and this never to be remembred or 
upbraided ; befides, that he may nor boaft he has done 


‘any fuch thing to you in his own .Perfon; he is to 


_' . come here in Difguife, give you five Kicks in private, 


Sir, take your Sword from you, and lock you up in that 
S:udy during pleafure: Which will be but a little while, 
we'll get it releas’d prefently. 

Daw. Five Kicks? He fhall ha’ fix, Sir, to be Friends. 

Tru. Believe me, you thall not over-fhoot your felf, to 
fend him that word by me. 

Daw. Deliver it, Sir; he fhall have ic wichal my heart, 


“to be Friends. 


La-F. I, what ist? 

Tre. ‘That you will be beaten in private. 

La-F. Yes,I am content, at the Blunt. 

Tra. Then you muft fubmie your felf to be hood- 
wink’d in this Scarf,and be led to him,where he will take 
your Sword from you, and make you bear a Blow over 
the Mouth, Gules, and Tweaks by the Nofe {ans nombre. 

La-F. I amcontent. Buc why muft I be blinded ? 

Ira. That’s for your good, Sir ; becaufe it he fhould 
grow infolent upon this, and publifh it hereafter to your 
difgrace, (which I hopg¢ he will not do) you might fwear 
ney. and proteft, he never beat you, to your know- 
edge. 

La-F. O, I conceive. 

Zrw. Ido not doubt but you'll be perfect good Friends 
upon’t, and not dare to utter an ill Thoughe one of ano- 
ther in future. 

La-F. Not I, as God help me, of him. 

Tru. Nor he of you, Sir. If he fhould—— Come, 
Sir. All hid, Sir ‘fohm. [Dauphine enters to taveak bem. 

La-F. Oh, Sir ‘Fobx, Sir ‘fobs. Oh, 0-0-0:0-0-Oh 

Tre. Good Sir Fobn, leave tweaking , you'll blow his 
Nofe off. *Tis Sir Fohn’s pleafure, you fhould retire into 
the Study. Why, now you are Friends. All Bitternefs 
between you, I hope, is buried ; you fhall come forth by 
and by, Damon and Pythias upon’t, and embrace with all 
the ranknefs of Friendthip that can be. I truft, we thall 
have em tamer i’ their Language hereafter. Dauphine, I 
worfhip thee. God’s will, the Ladies have furpriz’d us. 


Act IV. . Scene VI. . 


Haughty, Centaure, Mavi, Mrs. Otter, Epicane, Truffy, 
” ~ Dauphine, True wit, 8¢c. 
Having difcovered part of the paft Scene above. 


Entaxre, how our Judgments were impos’d on by 
thefe adulrerare Knigits! 
Cen. Nay, Madam, Mavs was more ‘deceiv’d than 


we; “twas her Commendation utter’d em in the College. 340 


Mav. I 
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Mav. I commended but their Wits, Madam, and 
their Braveries. I never look’d toward their Valouirs. . 
. Han. Sir Dauphine is valiant, and a Wit coo, it feems. 
.. Mav. Anda Bravery too. ©” : 
Hau. Was this his Proje@?" 
Mrs. Ott. So Mafter Clerimont intimates, Madatn. 
-” Hau..Good Morofe, when you come to the College, 
will you bring him with you? He feems a very perfe& 
Gentleman. | | ae 
Epi. He is fo, Madam, believe it. | 
. Cen, But when will you come; Morofe ? : | 
Epi. Three or four days hence, Madam, when I have 
got mea Coach and Horfes. i 
Hau. No,to morrow,good Morofe 5 Centaure fhiall fend 
you her Coach. ee le ee 
Mav. Yes faith, do, and bring Sir Dauphine with you. 
Hau. She has promis’d that, Mavis. a 
Mav. He is a very worthy Gentleman in his Exteri- 
ors, Madam. 
Hau. I, he fhews he is judicial in his Clothes. 
Cen. And yet not fo fuperlatively neat as fome, Ma- 


24gdam, that have their Faces fet in a Bark. 


Hau. I, and have every Hair in form. 3 

Mav. That wear purer Linnen than our felves, and 
profefs more Secuek than the French Hermapbrodite ! 

Epi. I, Ladies, they, what they tell one of-us, have 
told a thoufand; and are the only Thieves of our Fame, 
that think to take us with that Perfume, or with that 
Lace, and laugh at us unconfcionably when they have 
done. . : Ook 
' Haw. But Sir Dauphine’s Carelefnefs becomes him. 

Cen. I could love a Man for fuch a Nofe! 

Mav. Orfuch a Leg! | : 

Cen, He has an exceeding good: Eye, Madam! 

Mav. And avery good Lock! — ; 
Cen. Good Morofe, bring him to my Chamber firft. 
Mrs. Ort. Pleafe your Honours to meet at my Houle, 
Madam. | oe 

Tru. See how they eye thee, Man! They are taken, I 
warrant thee. , a 

Hau. You have unbrac’d our Brace of Knights here, 
Mafter Trwe-wit. | - 

Tra. Not I, Madam; it was Sir Daspbine's ingine ; 
who, if he have disfurnifh’d your Ladifhip of -any Guard 
or Service by it, is able to make the Place good again 
in himfel f. | : —_ 

Hau. There is no fufpicion of that, Sir. 

Cen. Gods fo, Mavis, Hangbty is kiffing. 

Mav. Let us go too, and take pare. ; 

Hau. But I am glad of the Fortune (befide the Di- 
{covery of two fuch empty Caskets) ‘to gain the Know- 
ledge of fo rich a Mine of Vertue as Sir Dauphine. 

Cen. We would be all glad co ftile him of our Friend- 
fhip, and fee him at the College. 7 

Mav. He cannot mix with a {weeter Society, I'll pro- 
phefie ; and I hope he himfelf will think fo. 

Dax. I fhould be rude to imagine otherwife, Lady. 

Tru. Did not I reH thee, Dauphine ? Why, all their 
Actions are governed by crude Opinion, without Rea- 
fon or Canfe ; chey:-know not why they do any thing ; 
bur as they are inform’d, beliéve, judge, praife, con- 
demn, love, hate, and in emulation one of another, do 
all thefe chings alike. Only they ‘have a natural Incli- 
nation {ways ’em generally to the worft, when they are 
left to themfelves. But purfue it now chou haft ‘em. 

- Hau. Shall we go in again, Morofe?. ° 
'. Epi. Yes, Madam. |  * 

Cen. We'll entreat Sir Daxpbine’s Company. 

‘Tru. Stay, good Madam, the Interview of the two 
Friends, Pylades and Oreffes : Pit fetch ’em out to’ you 
ftraighe. : 

:. Hau. Will you, Mafter True-wit ? 
Dau. I; but noble Ladies, do not confefs in your 


Countenance, or outward Bearing-to ’em,: any difcove- |. 
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ry of their Follies, that we may fee how they will bear 
Up again, with what affurance and eredtion. 
Haw. We will not, Sir Dauphine. bd 
Cen. Mav. Upon oiir Honours,.Sir Danphine.. 
Tru. Sir Amorous, Sir Amorous. The Ladies are here. 
IeF, Are they ?. | : 
Tre. Yes; but flip out by and by, as their backs are 
turn’d, and meet Sir Fobs here, as by chance, when I 
Call you. ‘Sack Daw. | 
Daw, What fay you, Sir ? 7 ae 
Irs. Whip out behind me fifddenly, and no Anger? 
your Looks to your Adverfary. Now, now. | 
_ LaF. Noble Sir Fobn Daw! where ha’ you been? 
Daw. To feek you, Sir Amorons, - 
LaF. Me! I honour you. 
Daw. I prevent you, Sir. - | 
Cle. They have forgot their Rapiers. 
Tru. O, they meet in peace, Man. 
Das. Where’s your Sword, Sir Fobm 2? 
Cle. And yours, Sir Amoroms? — | | 3 
Daw. Mine! My Boy had it forth, to mend the Han- 
dl.e’ennow. ..... | 
La-F. And my Gold Handle was broke too, and my 
Boy had ic forth. — oe 
Das. Indeed, Sir ? How their Excufes meet! . 
Cle. What a confent there is 1’ the Handles ? 
Tru. Nay, there is fo 7 the Points too, I warrant you. 
Mrs. Ott. O me! Madam; he comes again, the Mad- 
man! Away. = 


A& IV: Scene VIL. 
| Morofe, True-wit, Clerimont, Dauphine. . 
Ww are thefe naked Weapons here, Gentlemen? 


_ [He bad found the two Swords drawn within. 
Tra. O, Sir! here hath like to been Murder fince you 


| went! A couple of Knights fallen out about the Brides 


Favours: We were fain to take away their Weapons; 
your Houfe had been begg’d by this time elfle—— 
Mor. For what? - | —_ _ 
C/e,. For Man-flaughrer, Sir, as being Acceffory. — 
Mor. And for her Favours? | | 
Tru. I, Sir, heretofore, not prefent. Clerimont, carry 
em their Swords now. They have done all the hure 
they will do. | , 
Dau, Ha’ you fpoke with a Lawyer, Sir? 
Mor. O, no! There is fuch a noife i’? the Court, that 
they have frighted me home with more violence chan I 
went! Such f{peaking, and counter-fpeaking, with their 
feveral .Voices of Citations, Appellations, Allegations, Cer- 
tificates, Attachments, Interrogatories, References, Convidi- 
ons, and Affictions indeed, among the Do@ors and Pro- 
Gors! that the Noife here is Silence too’t! a kind of 


‘calm Mid-night! 


Tra. Why, Sir, if you would be refolv’d indeed, I can 
bring you hither a very fufficient Lawyer, and a learned 
Divine, that fhall inquire into every leaft Scruple for 

ous 
' Mor. Can you, Mafter True-wit ? | 

Tre. Yes, and are very fober grave Perfons, that will 
difpatch it a Chamber, with a Whifper or two. j 

Mor, Good Sir, thall I hope this Benefit from you, 
and truft my felf into your Hands ? 

“Ire. Alas,Sir ! your Nephew and I have been afham’d, 
and oft-times mad, fince you went, to think how you are 
abus’d. Goin, good Sir, and lock your felf up till we 


call you; we'll tell you more anon, Sir. 


Mor. Do your pleafure with me, Gentlemen ; I be: 
lieve in you, and that deferves no Delufion—— 

Tru. You thall find none, Sir 3 bue heape, heapt plen- 
ty of Vexation. | a : 

Daa. What wilt thou do now, Wt 2. 
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Tru. Recover me hither Oster and the Barber, if you 
can, by any means, prefently. 
Dau. Why? to what purpofe ? 


T be Silent W oman. 


Cle. Well, agree on’t together, Knights; for between 
you, you divide’the Kingdom, or Commonwealth of 
Ladies AffeGtions : I fee it, and can perceive a little how 


Tru. O, Til make the deepeft Divine, and gravett they obferve you, and fear you, indeed. You could tell 


Lawyer, out o’ chem two, for him | 
Daw. Thou canft not, Man; thefe are waking Dreams. 
Trx. Do not fear me. Clap but a Civil Gown with a 

Welt o’ the one, and a Canonical Cloke with Sleeves o’ 

the other, and give em a few Terms i’ their Mouths, if 

there come not forth as able a Doctor, and compleat a 

Parfon, for this turn, as may be wifh’d, truft not my ele- 


{trange Stories, my Mafters, if you would, I know. 
Daw. Faith, we have feen fomewhat, Sir. 
La-F, That we have—Velvet Petticoats, and wroughe 

Smocks, or fo. 

Daw. I, and , 

Cle. Nay, out with it, Sir ‘fobs; do not envy your 

Friend the pleafure of hearing, when you have had the 


- @ion: And I hope, without wronging the Dignity of| delight of tafting. 


eicher Profeffion, fince they are but Perfons put on, and 
for Mirths fake, to tormenthim. The Barber {matters 
Latin, I remember. 

Dau. Yes, and Otter too. 

Tru. Well chen, if I make ’em not wrangle cut, this 
Cafe, to his no comfort, let me be thought a Fack Dew, 
or La-Foole, or any thing worfe. Go you to your Ladies, 
bur firft fend for them. : 

- Daw Iwill. . 


Ac&t V. Scene I. 
La-Foole, Clerimont, Daw, Mavis. 


WV iere had you our Swords, Mafter Clerimsont ? 
Cle. Why, Dauphine took ’em trom the Mad-man. 
La-F. And he took ’em from our Boys, I warrant 
ou? | 
Cle. Very like, Sir. : : 
LaF. Thank you, good Mafter Clerimont. Sir ‘fobs 
Daw and I are both beholden to you. 
Cle. Would I knew how to make you fo, Gentlemen. 
Daw. Sir Amorous and I are your Servants, Sir. 
_ Mav. Gentlemen, have any of you a ‘Pen and Ink? 


J would fain write out a Riddle in [talan, for Sir Dau- 


phine to tranflate. 
Cle. Not I, in troth, Lady; Iam no Scrivener. 
Daw, I can furnifh you, I think, Lady. 
Cle. He has it in the Haft of a Knife, I believe. 
La-F. No, he has his Box of Inftruments. 
Cle. Like a Surgeon! 

_ LaF, For the Mathematicks : his Square, his Compaf- 
fes, his Brats Pens, and Black-lead, to draw Maps of every 
Place and Perfon where he comes. 

Cle. How, Maps of Perfons:! . 
La-F. Yes, Sir, of Nomentack, when he was here, and 


“lof the Prince of Aéddavia, and of his Miftris, Miftris 


Epicene. 


hope. . 
LaF. You are a pleafant Gentleman, Sir. 


Daw. Why——-a—— do you {peak, Sir moron. 

La-F. No, do you, Sir Jobs Daw, 

Daw. YV faith, you thall. 

La-F. I faith, you hall. 

Daw. Why, we have been—— 

La-F. In the great Bed at Ware together in our time. 
On, Sir Fobn. 

Daw, Nay, do you, Sir Amcros. 

Cle. And thefe Ladies with you, Knights? 

La-F- No, excufe us, Sir. 

Daw. We muft not wound Reputation. 

La-F. No matter-— they were thefe,or others. Our 
Bath coft us fifteen Pound when we came home. | 

Cle. Do you hear, Sir ‘fobs ? You thall tell me but one 
thing truly, as you love me. 

_ Dew. Ii I can, I will, Sir. 

Cle. You lay in the fame Houfe with the Bride here? 

Daw. Yes, and converft with her hourly, Sir. 

Cle. And what Humour is fhe of? Is fhe coming ang 
open, free ? | an 

Daw. O, exceeding open, Sir. I was her Servant, and 
Sir Amoreus was to be. 

Cle. Come, you have both had Favours from her : I 
know, and have heard fo much. 

Daw. O, no, Sir. 

LaF. You fhall excufe us, Sir; we muft not wound 
Reputation. , 

Cle, Tut, the is married now, and you cannot hurt hcg 
with any Report; and therefore {peak plainly: How 
many times, i’ faith? which of you led firft ? ha? 

La-F. Sir ‘fobn had her Maidenhead, indeed. 

Daw, O, it pleafes him to fay fo, Sirs bue Sir Assorom 
knows what’s what, as well. 

Cle. Doft thou,? faith, Arsoroms ? 

La-F. In a manner, Sir. 

Cle. Why, I commend you, Lads. Little knows Do | 
Bridegroom of this ; nor fhall he, for me. | 

Daw. Hang him, mad Ox. 

Cle. Speak foftly ; here comes his Nephew, with tl 


Cle. Away! He has not found out her Latitude, I; Lady Haagbty: He'll get che Ladies from you, Sirs, 


you look not to him in time. 
La-F. Why, if he do, we'll fetch ’em home again, 


Cle. Faith, now we are in private, let’s wanton it a] warrant you. 


little, and talk waggifhly. Sir ‘fobs, I am telling Sir 
Amorous here, that you two govern the Ladies where- 
ere you come, you carry the Feminine Gender afore you. 
Daw. They fhall rather carry us afore them, if they 
will, Sir. 
Cle, Nay, I believe that they do, withal But, that ' 
you are the prime Men in their Affe@ions, and dire all , 


their Adtions 
Daw. NotI: Sir Asorons is, 
| LaF. I proteft, Sir fobn is. 


Daw. As 1 hope to rife ? the State, Sir Amorous, you | 
ha’ the Perfon. | 


La-F. Sir Fobn, you ha’ the Perfon, and the Difcourfe 
£00. | | 
Daw. NotI, Sir. I have no Difcourfe— and then 
you have AGivity befide. 

La-F. I proteft, Sir ‘fobn, you come as high from 
Tripoly, as I do every. whit: and lift as many Joyn’d- 
Stools, and leap over ’em, if you would ufe ic—— 


A&t VY. Scene Il. 
Haughiy, Dauphine, Centaure, Mavis, Clerimont. 


Affure you, Sir Dauphine, it is the Price and Eftimat. | 

on of your Vertue only, that hath embark’d me g. 
this Adventure ; and I could not but make out to tell you 
fo: Nor canI repent me of the Ad, fince it is always 
an Argument of fome Vertue in our felves, that we love 
and affect it fo in others. © 

_ YourLadifhip fets too high a Priceon my Weak- 
nefs. ae | 

Hau. Sir, I can diftinguifh Gems for Pebbles- 

Dau. (Are you fo skilful in Scones?) 

Has. And howfoever I may fuffer in fuch a Judgment 


-as yours, by admitting Equality of Rank or Society with 
ren or Mavs-—~ — | | 


Dau. Yot 


we 


‘6 


- - Cle. A Riddle? Pray le’ me fee'’t. 


: The Silent Woman, 


Dax. You do not, Madam; I perceive they are your 
meer Foils, « : | a *.: 3 
Hau. Then are you a Friend to Truth, Sir’: I¢ makes 
me love you the more. It is not ‘the outward, buc the 
inward Man that I affe@. They are not apprehenfive 
of an eminent Perfection, but love flat anddully. 

Cen. Where are you,my Lady Haughty? 

Haw, I come preféntly, Censtaure. My Chamiber, Sir, 
my Page thall fhew yous and Tray, my Woman,‘ fhall 
be ever awake for you: You need not fear to commu- 
nicate any thing with her,for fhe isa Fidelia. I pray you 
wear this Jewel for my fake, SirDauphine. Where's 
Mavis, Centaure ? ae j 
- Cen, Within, Madam, a writing. Tl follow you pre- 
fently: I'll but fpeak a word with Sir Dauphine. 

Daw Withme, Madam? =~ | 


42 Cen. Good Sir Deuphine, do not truft Haughty 9 NOT 


make any Credit to her, what ever you do befides. Sir 
Dauphine, I give you this Caution, fhe is a perfect Cour- 
tier, and loves no body, but for her Ufes; and for her 
Ufes the loves all. Befides, her Phyficians give her out 


942to0 be none o” the cleareft, whether fhe pay ’em or no, 


Heaven knows; and fhe’s above Fifty too, and pargets: 
Sce her in a Forenoon. Here comes Mavis, a worfe 
Face than fhe! You would not like this by Candle-lighte. 
If you'll come to my Chamber one o’ thefe Mornings 
early, or late in an Evening, Pll tell you more. Where’s 
Hanghty, Mavis? - | 2 
Mav. , Within, Centaure. | 
- Cen, What ha’ you there? . ee 

Mav. An Italian Riddle for Sir Dauphine, (you fhall 
not fee it i faich, Centawre.) Good Sir Dauphine, folve it 
for me: Pll call for it anon. es 

Cle. How now, Dasphine? how doft thou quit thy 
felf of thefe Females ? a a 

Dau. ’Slight, they haunt me like Fairies, and giye me 
Jewels here ; I cannot be rid of ’em. , a a 

Cle. O, you mutt not tell though. 

Daw. Mafs, I forgot chat : I was never fo affaulted. 
One loves for Vertue, and bribes me with this : ‘Ano- 
ther loves me with Caution, and fo would poflefs me: 
A third brings me a Riddle here: And all are jealous, 
and rail each at other. 3 | 


| (He reads the Paper. 

Sir Dauphine, I chofe this way of Intimation for privacy. 
The Ladies bere, I know, have both hope and purpofe to make 
a Collegiate and Servant of you. If I might be fo bonour'd, 
as to appear at any end of fo noble a Work, I would enter 
into a@ fame of taking Phyfick to morrew, and continue it 
four or five Days, or longer, for your Vifitation. Mavts. 

By my faith, a fubtle one! Call: you this a Riddle? 
What’s their Plain-dealing, trow ? oS 

Dau. We lack True-wit, to tell us that. 

, Cle.’ We lack him for fomewhat elfe too: His Knights 
Reformadoes are wound up as high and infolent as ever 
they were. | 

Dan. You jeft. - 

‘Cle. No Drunkards, either with Wine or Vanity, ever 
confefs’d fuch Stories of themfelves. I would not give 
a Flies Leg in ballance againft all:che Womens Reputa- 
tions here, if they could be but thoughe to {peak truth: 
And for the Bride, they have made their Afidevit againft 
her dire@ly —— | | 

Dan. What, that they have lain wich her ? 

Cle. Yes ; and tell Times, and Circumftances, with 
the Caufe why, and the Place where. I had almoft 
broughe’em to affirm, that they had done it/to day. 

Dau. Not both of ’em ? | 

Cle. Yes faith; with a footh or two more I had effe- 
ed it. They would ha’ fer it down under their Hands, 

Dau. Why, they will be our Sport, I fee, ftitl, whe- 
ther we willorno.  .- 
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/ A Ve. Scene Il. 
True-wit, Morofe, Otter; Cutberd, Clerimont, Dauphine. 


O Are you here? Come, Dauphine ; go call your 
Uncle prefently: I have ficced iny Divine and 
my Canonift, dyed their Beards-and all. The 
Knaves do not know themifelves, they are fo exalted 
and alter’d. Prefermene changes any Man. ‘Thou fhale 
keep one Door, and I another, and then Clerimcnt in the 
midft, chat he may have no means of efcape from theii 
Cavilling, when they grow hot once. And then ch 
Women (as I have given the Bride her Inftru@ions) to 
break in upon him i’ the Penvoy. O, ’ewill be tull and 
twanging! Away, fetch him. Come, Mafter Do&or, 
and Mafter Parfon, look to your Parts now, and dif- 
charge ’em bravely 3 ‘you are well fet forth; perform it 
as well. If you chance to be out, do not confefs ic. 
with ftanding ftill, or hamming, or gaping one at ano- 
ther ; but goon, and talk aloud, and eagerly; ufe vehe- 
ment Action, and only remember your Terms, and you 
are fafe. Let the Matter go where it will; you have 
many will do fo. But at fi-ft be very folemn and grave, 
like your Garments, though you lole your {elves after, 
and skip out like a brace of Jugglers ona Table. Here 
he comes: Set your Faces, and look fupercilioufly, 
while I prefent you. We - 

Mor. Are thefe the two Learned Men? 

Tru. Yes, Sir; pleafe you falute ’em ? | 

Mor. Salute ’em? [had rather do any thing, than 
wear out Time fo unfruitfully, Sir. I wonder how thefe 
common Forms, as God fave you, and You are welcome, 
are come to be a Habic in our Lives! or, I am glad to 
fee you! When I- cannot fee what the Profit can be of 
thefe Words, fo long asit is no whic better with him, 
whofe Affairs are- fad and grievous, that he hears this 
Salutation. . 7 : 

. Trae "Tis true, Sir ; we'll go to the matter then. Gen- 
tlemen, Mafter Doctor,-and Mafter Parfon, 1 have ac 
quainted you fufficiently with the Bufinefs for which 
you are come hither; and you are not now to inform 
yourfelves in the State of the Queftion, I know. This is 
the Gentleman who expects your Refolution, and there 
fore when you pleafe, begin. _ 

‘Ort. Pleafe you, Mafter Door. 

Cat. Pleafe you, good Mafter Parfon. 7 

Ort. I would hear the Canon-law {peak firlf. 

Cut. It muft give place to pofitive Divinity, Sir. 

Mor. Nay, good Gentlemen, do not throw me into 
Circumftances. Let your Comforts arrive quickly at 
me, thofe chat are. Be fwift in affording me my Peace, 
if fo I fhall hope any. I love noe your Difdutarions, 
or your Court-cumults. And thae it be nor ftrarge to 
you, I will cell you. My Father, in my Education, was 
wont to advife me, that I fhould always collect and 
contain my Mind, not fuffeting it to flow lootely ; that 
I fhould look to what things were neceflary to tre Car- 
riage of my Life, and what not, embracing the one, 
and efchewing ctheorher: In fhort, chat 1 fhould endear 
my felf to reft, and avoid turmoil ; which now is grown 
to be another Nature so me. So that I come noc to 
yout publick Pleadings, or your Places of Noife; noe 
that I negle& chofe things thac make for the Dignity of 
the Common-wealth; but for the meer avoiding of 
Clamours, and Impertinencies of Orators, that know 
not how to be filent. And tor the Caufe of Noife, am I 
now a Suitor to you. You donot know in what a mi- 
fery I have been exercis’d this day, what a torrene of 
Evil! My very Houfe turns round with the Tumult! 
I dwellin a Wind-mill! The Perpetual Motion is he:e, 
and not at Eltham. | 

Trw. Well, good Mafter Dodor, will you break the 
Ice ? Mafter Parton will wade after. 
| Cut. Sir, 


The Silent Woman. 
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Cut. Sir, though unworthy, and the weaker, I will 
prefume. | 

Ort. ’Tis no prefumption, Domine Doctor. 

Mor. Yet again! - 

Cut. Your Queftion is, For how many Caufes a Man 
may have Divortsum legitimum, a lawful Divorce. _ Firft, 
you muft underftand the Nature of the word Divorce, 
a divertendendo————__— | 

Mir. No excurfions upon Words, good Doctor; to 
the Queftion briefly. | : 

Cut. I anfwer then, The Canon-Law affords Divorce 
but in few Cafes; and the principal is in the common 
Cafe, the Adulterous Cafe : Bue there are ducdecim impe- 
dimenta, twelve Impediments, (as we call ‘em) all which 
do not dirimere contractum, but irritum reddere matrimo 
nium, as we fay in the Cannon-Law 3 not take away the 
Bond, but caufe a Nullity therein. 

- Mor. Lunderftood you before: Good Sir, avoid your 
Impertinency of Tranflation. . 

Ort. He cannot open this too much, Sir, by your 
favour. 

Mor. Yet more! | . 

Tru. O, you muft give che Learned Men leave, Sir. 
To your Impediments, Mafter Door. 

Cut. The firlt is imspedimentum erroris. 

. Ort. OF which there are feveral /pecies. 
— Cut. I, as error perfone. 

“Ore. If you contrac your 
her another. — 

Cut. Then, error fortune. , 

Ort. If fhe be a Beggar, and you thought her rich, 

Cut. Then, error qualstatis. 

Ort. If fhe prove ftubborn or head-ftrong, that you 
thought obedient. 

Mor. How ? is that, Sir, a lawfyl Impediment ? One 
at once, I pray you, Gentlemen. | 
_ Ott. I, ante copulam, but not poft copulams, Sir. 

Cut. Mafter Parfon fays right. Nec po/f nuptiarum be- 
nedsctionens. Ac doth indeed but irrita reddere {ponfalia, 
annul the Contract ; after Marriage it is of no obftancy. 

Trw. Alas, Sir, what a Hope are we fall’n from by this 
time. —_ 

Cut. The next is Conditio: If you thoughe her free- 
born, and fhe prove a Bond-woman, there is Impedi- 
ment of Eftate and Condition. : | 

__ Ort. I, but, Mafter Dodtor, thole Servitudes are /xd- 
late now, among us Chriftians. | 

Cut. By your favour, Mafter Parfon 

Ort. You fhall give me leave, Mafter Doctor. . 

Mor.,Nay, Gentlemen, quarrel not in that Queftion; 
it concerns not my Cafe: Pafs co the third. 

Cut. Well then, the third is vorwm: If either Party 
have made a Vow of Chaftiry. But that Practice, as 
Matter Parfon faid of the other, is taken away among 
us, thanks be to Difcipline. The fourth is cogmatio; if 
the Perfons be of Kin within the Degrees. | 

Ort. I: Do you know what the Degrees are, Sir ? 

Mor. No, nor! care not, Sir ; they offer me no Com- 
fort in the Queftion, Iam fure. 

Cut. But there is a Branch of this Impediment may, 
which is cognatio /piritualis: If you were her Godfather, 
Sir, then the Marriage is inceftuous. 

Ort. That Comment is abfurd, and 
Doctor: I cannot endure it. Are we not all Brothers 
and Sifters, and as much a kin in that, as Godfathers 
and God-daughters. , 

Mor: O me! To end the Controverfie, I never was 
2 Godfather, l never was a Godfather in my life, Sir. 
Pafs to the next. | 

Cut. The fifth is crimen adalteriis the known Cafe. 
The fixth, cultus difparitas, difference of Religion: Have 
you ever examin’d her, what Religion fhe is of 2 - 

Mor. No, I would rather the were of none, than be 
put to the trouble of ite | | 


{elf to one Perfon, thinking 


fu perftitious, Matfter | pr 


Ott, You may have it done for you, Sir. 

Mor. By no means, good Sir; on to the reft : Shall 
you ever come to an end, think you ? : 

Tru. Yes, he has done half, Sir. (Om to the reft.) Be 
patient, and exped, Sir. 

Cut. The feventh is, vs ; if it were upon compulfion 
or force. | 

. Mor. O no, it was too voluntary, mine, too voluntary. 

Cut, The eighth is, ordo 3 if ever fhe have taken Holy 
Orders. 

Ort. That’s fuperfticiou$ too. : 

‘Mor. No matter, Mafter Parfon ; would the would 
go into a Nunnery yet. 

Cut. The ninth is, igamsen; if you were bound, Sir, 
to any other before. 

Mor. I thruft my felf too foon into thefe Fetters. 

Cyt. The centh is, publica honeftas; which is inchoate 
quedam affinitas. 

Ort. I, or affinitas orta ex {ponfalibus; and is but kve 
im pedimentums. | 
on I feel no Air of Comfort blowing to me, in all 
this. 

Cw#t. The eleventh is, affinitas ex fornicatione. 

Ort, Which is no lefs vere afinitas, than the other, 
Mafter Doétor. . 

Cut. “True, que oritur ex legitimo matrimonio. 

Ort. You fay right, venerable Door : And, na(citer 
ex e0, quod per conjugium due perfone efficiuntur wha caro— 

Mor. Hey-day, now they begin. 

Cut. I conceive you, Mafter Parfon: Ita per fornica- 
tionem aque eft verms pater, qui fic generat —— 

Ort. Et vere filius qui fic generatur-— 

Mor. What’s all this to me? 

Cle. Now it grows warm. 

Cut. The twelfth and laft is, ¢ forte coire nequibis. 

Ort. I, that is smpedimentum gravifimum : It doth ut- 
terly ‘annul, and annihilate, that. If you have manife- 
ftam frigiditatem, you are well, Sir. 

Tru. Why,there is Comfort come at length, Sir. Con- 
fefs your felf but a Man unable, and the will fue to be 
divore’d firft. : | 

Ost. I, or if there be morbus perpetum, Gm infanabilis; 
as Paraly/is, Elephantiafis, or fo 


Dau. O, but frigiditas is the fairer way, Gentlemen. — 


Ort. You fay troth, Sir, and as it is in the Canons, Ma- 
{ter Dogtor. . | . 

Cut. I conceive you, Sir. 

Cle. Before he {peaks. : 

Ort. ‘That @ Boy, or Child, under years, is not fit for Mar- 
riage, because he cannot. reddere debitum. So yout omnipo- 
bent es—— , 

Fru. Your impotentes; you whorfon Lobfter. 

Ott. Your impotentes, I fhould fay, are minime apti ad 
contrabenda matrimonium. oa 

Tru. Matrimonium? We thall have moft un-matrimo- 
nial Latin with you: Matrimonia, and be hang’d. a 

Daw. You put ’em out, Man. 

Cut. But then there will arife a Doubt, _Mafter Par- 
fon, in our Cafe, poft matrimonium : that frigitate predic 
tws (do you conceive me, Sir?) 

Ort. Very well, Sir. 
Cut. Who cannot sti uxore pro uxore, may babere eams 


0 forore. 

Orr. Abfurd, abfurd, abfurd, and meerly epofatical. 
Cut, You fhall pardon me, Mafter Parfon, I can 
prove it. : 


Ost. You can prove a Will, Mafter DoGtor, you can 


prove nothing elfe. Does not the Verfe of your own 943 


Canon fay, Hec focianda vetant connubia, fatta retraciant — 
Cut. I grant you; bute how do they retradfare, Mafter 


Parfon? 
Mor. (O, this was it I fear’d.) 
Ort. In aternum, Sir. 
Cut. That’s falfe in Divinity, by your favour. 


Ort. ?Tis 


T be Ss leuk y renee 


Ort. ’Tis falfe in Humanity, to fay fo. Is he not pror- 


~ 
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Mor, For a Wrong I have done to your whole Sex, in 


fas inutilis ad thorum? Can he praftare fidem datam? 1| marrying this fair and vertuous Gentlewoman.——- 


would fain know. | 
Cat. Yes; how if he do comvalere ? 
Ort. He cannot convalere, it is impoffible. | 
Tru. Nay, good Sir, attend the Learned Men} they'll 
think you negle& ’em elfe. 
Cut. Or, it he do fimulare himfelf frigidum, odio uxoris, 


or fo? 


, O44 


14S, 


Ort. I fay, he is adulter manifeftus then. 

Dau. YThey difpute it very learnedly, i faith.) 
Ort. And proftitutor uxoris ; and this is pofitive. 
Mor. Good Sir, let me efcape. 
Tru. You will not do me that wrong, Sir ? 

Orr. And therefore if he be manifefe frigiduw, Sir-—— 
Cut. I,if he be manifefte frigidus, 1 grant you—— 
Ort. Why, that was my Conclufion. 

Cat. And mine too. 

Tru. Nay, hear the Conclufion, Sir. 

Ore. Then, frigiditatis caufa 
Cur. Yes, cau/a frigiditatis— 

Mor. O, mine Ears ! 

Ors. She may have libellum divortit againft you. 
Cut. I, divortis libellum the will {ure have. 

‘Mor. Good Echo’s, forbear. 

Ott. If you contefsitc——- 

Cur. Which I would do, Sir-—— 

M:r. 1 will do any ching 
Ort. And clear my felf in foro con{cientie—— 
Cat. Becaufe you want indeed-—— 

Mor. Yet more? 

Ort. Exercendi poteftate. 


Aa V. Scene IV. 


Epicene, Morofe, Haughty, Centaure, Mavis, Mrs.Otter, 
Daw, True-wit, Dauphine, Clerimont, La-Foole, Otter, 
Cutberd. 


Will nor endure it any longer. Ladies, I befeech 
I you help me. This is fuch a Wrong as never was of- 
fer’d to poor Bride before : upon her Marriage-day to 


_dhave her Husband confpire againft her, and a couple of 


mercenary Companions to be brought in for Forms fake, 
to per{wade a Separation! If you had Blood or Vertue 
in you, Gentlemen, you would not fuffer fuch. Earwigs 
about a Husband, or Scorpions to creep between Man 
and Wile se 

Mor. O the Variety and Changes of my Torment! 

Hau. Let ’em be cudgell’d out of doors by our 
Grooms. | 

Cen. [ll lend you my Footman. | , 

Mav, We'll have our Men Blanket ‘em i’ the Hall. 

Mrs. Ott. As there was one at our Houfe, Madam, for 
peeping in at the Door. 

Daw. Content, 1’ faith. : 

Yru. Stay, Ladies and Genélemen; you'll hear before 
you proceed ? | 
Mav. Vild ha’ the Bridegroom blanketed too. 

Cen. Begin with him firit. 

Hau. Yes, by my troth. 

Mor. O, Mankind Generation ! 

Dau. Ladies, for my fake forbear. 

Hay. Yes, for Sir Dauphine’s fake. 

Cen. He fhall command us. | 

La-F. He is as fine a Gentleman of his Inches, Ma- 
dam, as any is about the Town, and wears as good Co- 
lours when he lifts. 

Tru. Be brief, Sir, and confefs your Infirmity ; fhe’ll 
be a fire to be quit of you, if fhe but hear that nam’d 
once, you fhall notentreat her to ftay; fhe’ll fly you 
liké one that had che Marks upon him. , 

Mor. Ladies, I muft crave all your Pardons—— 

Tru, Silence, Ladies. 


Cle. Hear him, good Ladies. 

Mor, Being guilty of an Infirmity, which before I 
conferr'd with thefe Learned Men, I thought I might 
have conceal’d 

Tru. But now being better inform’d in his Confcience 
by them, he is to declare it, and give fatisfadion, by 
asking your publick Forgivenefs. 

Mor. I am no Man, Ladies. 

All. How! 

Mor. Utterly unabled in Nature, by reafon of frigi- 
dity, to oo the Duties, or any the leaft Office of a 
Husband. 7 

Mav. Now out upon him, prodigious Creature ! 

Cen, Bridegroom uncarnate! 

Hau. And would you offer i¢ to a young Gentle- - 
woman ? . | 

Mrs. Ort. A Lady of her Longings ? 

Epi. Tut, a Device, a Device, this; it fmells rankly, 
Ladies. A meer Comment of his own. 

Tru. Why, if you fufpec that, Ladies, you may have 
him fearch’d. | 

Daw. As the Cuftom is, by a Jury of Phyficians. 

La-F. Yes faich, twill be brave. 

Mor, O me, muft I undergo that ? 

Mrs. Ott. No, let Women fearch him, Madam; we 
can do ic our felves. 

Mor. Out on me, worfe ! 

Epi. No, Ladies, you fhall not 
all his Faults. 

Mor. Worft of all! ; _ 

Cle. Why, then ’tisno Divorce, Dodtor, if fhe cone 
fent not 2 — : 

Cut. No, if the Man be frigidss, it is de 
that we grant /:bellum divortii, in the Law. 

Ort. I, it is the fame.in Theology. 

Mor. Worfe, worfe than wortt ! | 

Tru. Nay, Sir, be not utterly difheartned ; we have 
yet a {mall Relick 8f Hope left, as neer as our Comfort 
is blown out. Cleriment, produce your Brace of Knights. 
What was that, Mafter Parfon, you told me ss errors 
_—— een now? Dauphine, whitper the Bride, that 

e carry it as if fhe were guilty and afham’d. | 

Ott. Marry Sir, é errore qualitatis (which Mafter Do-"’ 
ctor did forbear to urge) if fhe be found corrupt, chat is, 
viciated or broken up, that. was pro virgine de{pon{a, 
efpous’d for a Maid 

Mor What then, Sir ? 3 

Ort. It doth dirimere contraétum, and irritum reddere too. 

Zru. If this be true, we are happy again, Sir, once 
more. Here are an honourable brace of Knights chat 
fhall affirm fo much | 

Daw. Pardon us, good Mafter Clerimont. 

LaF. You fhall excufe us, Matter Clerismont. 

Cle. Nay, you muft make it good now, Knights; there 
is no-remedy: Itl eat no words for you, nor no Men : 
You know you {poke it to me? 

Daw. 1s this Gentleman-like, Sir ? a 

Tru. Jack Daw, he’s worfe than Sir Amoross; fiercer 4 
great deal. Sir Amorow, beware, there be ten Daws in 
this Clerimont. 

La-F. Vil confefs it, Sir. 

Daw. Will you, Sir Amorons 2? Will you wound Re 
putation ? , 

La-F. Lam refolv’d. 

Tru. So thould you be too, Fack Daw : What fhould 
keep you off? She is bue a Woman, and in diigrace. 
He'll be glad on’. 

Daw. Will he? I thought he would ha’ been angry. 

= You will difpatch, Knights; ie muft be done, 
? faith. | 

Tre. Why,an’ it muft, it fhall, Sir, they fay. They'll 
ne'er go back. Do not tempt his Patienee. . 

| Daw. 1¢ 


need, Pll take him with 


parte uxor is, 


ak, 
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Daw. It is true indeed, Sir. _. 

LaF. Yes, I affure you, Sir. 

Mor. What is true,Gentlemen ? what do you affure me? 

Daw, That we have known your Bride, Sir— 

La-F. In good fafhion. She was our Miftris, or fo— 

Cle. Nay, you muft be plain,K nights,as you were to me. 

Ort. I, the Queftion is, if you have carnaliter, or no? 

LeF. Carnaliter? What elfe, Sir ? 

Ort. It isenough ; a plain Nullity. 

Epi. I am undone, I am undone! 

Mor. O \et me worfhip and adore you, Gentlemen ! 

Epi. 1am undone: 

Mor. Yes, to my hand, I thank thefé Knights. Mafter 
Parfon, let me thank you otherwife. 

Cen. And ha’ they confefs’d ? 

Mav. Now out upon ’em, informers! ° 

Tru. You fee what Creatures you may beftow your 
Favours on, Madams. 

Hau. I would except againft em as beaten Knights, 
Wench, and not good Wirnefics in Law. 

Mrs. Ott. Poor Centlewoman, how fhe takes it! 

Haw. Be comforted, Moro/e, L love you the better for'e. 

" Cen. So do I, I protelt. 

Cur. But Gentlemen, you have not known her fince 
Matrimonium ? 

Daw. Not to day, Mafter Doctor. 

_ LaF. No, Sir, not to day. 

Cut. Why, then I fay, For any A& before, the Matrs- 
monium is good and perfect; unlefs the , Worthiptul 
Bridegroom did precifely, before Wirnefs, demand, if 
fhe were Virgo ante nuptias. 

Epi. No, that he did not, I affure you, Mafter Doctor. 

Cut. If he cannot prove that, it is ratum conjugium, 
notwithftanding che Premiffes; and they do no way im- 
pedire. And this is my Sentence, this I pronounce. 

Ort. Lam of Mafter Doétor’s refolution too, Sir; if 
you made not that Demand ante nuptias. 

Mor. O my Heart! wile chou break? wile thou break ? 


s4F This is worft of all worft worfts that Hell could have 


devisd! Marry a Whore! and fo muth noife! 
Das. Come, I fee now plain Confederacy in this Do- 
Gor and this Parfon, to abufea Gentleman. You ftudy 


his Affliction. I pray’ be gone, Companions. And Gen- | 


tlemen, I begin to fufpecét you, for having parts with 
’em. Sir, will ie pleafe you hearme? 
Mor. O, do not talk to me; take not from me the 
pleafure of dying in filence, Nephew. 
Dau. Sir, Lmuft {peak to you. Ihave been long your 
oor defpis'd Kiniman, and many a hard Thought has 
engined you againft me: But now it fhall appear if 
sither J] love you or your Peace, and prefer chem to all 
the World befide. I will not be long or grievous to you, 
Sir. If I free you of this unhappy Match abfolurely,- 
and inftantly, afcer all this crouble, and almoft in your 


defpair, now—— 


Mor. ({e cannot be.) 

Dau. Sir, that you be never troubled with a murmur 
of ic more, what fhall I hope for, or deferve of you? 

Mor. O, what thou wile, Nephew! Thou fhale de- 
ferve me, and have me. 

Das. Shall I have your Favour perfe& to me, and 
Love hereafter ? 

Mor. That, and any thing befide. Make thine own 
Conditions. My whole Eftate is thine; manage ir, I 
will become thy Ward. 

Dau. Nay, Sir, I will not be fo unreafonable. 

- Epi. Will Sir Dauphine be mine Enemy too ? 

Dax. You know I have been long a Suiter to you, 
Uncle, that out of your Eltate, which is Fi‘teen hundred 
a year, you would allow me but Five hundred during 


Life, and affure the reft upon me after ; to which I have 


often, by my felf and my Friends, cendred you a Wri- 
ting to fign, which you would never confene or incline 
to. If you pleafe but to effe& itcnow——— 


~The Silent Woman. 


Mor, ‘Thou fhalt have it, Nephew : I will do it, and 
more, 

Das. If I quit you not prefently, and for ever of this 
Cumber, you fhall have power inftantly, afore all thefe, 
to revoke your Ad, and I will become whofe Slave you 
will give me to, for ever. 

Mor. Where is the Writing ? I will feal toit, that, or 
to a Blank, and write thine own Conditions. 

Epi. O me, moft unfortunate wretched Gentlewoman! 

_ Haw, Will Sir Dauphine do this? 

Epi. Good Sir, have fome compaffion on me. ” 

Mor. O,my Nephew knows you belike; away, Crocodile. 

Cen. He does it not {ure without good ground. 

Dau. Here, Sir. 

Mor. Come, Nephew, give me the Pen ; I will fab 
{cribe to any thing, and feal to what chou wilt, for my 
Deliverance. Thou art my Reftorer. Here, I deliver ie 
thee as my Deed. If there be a Word in it lacking, 
or writ with falfe Orthography, I proteft before—— ] 
will not take the advantage. 

Dau. Then here is your Releafe, Sir; He takes off 
you have married a Boy, a Gentleman’s Epiccene’s 
Son, that I have brought up this half- 
year, at my great Charges, and for this Compofition, 
which I have now made with you. What fay you, 
Mafter Doétor ? This is ju/tums impedimentum , i hope, 
error perfone ? 

Ort. Yes, Sir, ss, primo gradu. 

Cut. In primo gradu. 

Das. I thank you, good Doctor Cutherd, He pulls off 
and Parfon Otter. You are beholden to #4 Beards 
‘em, Sir, that have taken this pains for you, tlanifen 
and my Friend Mafter Zrue-wit, who enabled ’em for 
the Bufinefs) Now you may go in and reft, be as pri- 
vate as you will, Sir. Ill noc trouble you, till you 
trouble me with your Funeral, which I care not how 
foon it come. Cutberd, VIl make your Leafe good. 
Thank me not, but with your Leg, Cutherd. And Tom 
Otter, your Princefs fhall be reconcil’d to you. How 
now, Gentlemen! do you look at me ? 

Cle. A Boy! 

Dau. Yes, Miltris Epicene. 


Tra. Well, Dauphine, you have lurch’d your Friends 3.” 


of the better half of the Garland, by concealing this 


part of che Plot: But much good do ic thee, thou de 


ferv’ft it, Lad. And Clerimont, for thy unexpeded bring- 
ing thefe two to. Confeflion, wear my part of it freely. 
Nay, Sir Daw, and Sir La-Foole, you fee the Gentlewo- 
man that has done you the Favours ! We are all thank- 
ful co you, and fo fhould the Woman-kind here, fpeci- 
ally for lying on her, though not with her! You meant 
fo, I am fure. But chat we have ftack it upon you to 
day, in your own imagin’d perfons, and fo lately, chis 
Amazon, the Champion of the Sex, fhould beat you now 
thriftily, for the common Slanders which Ladies re- 
ceive from fuch Cuckows as you are. You are they, 
that when no meric of Fortune can make you hope co 
enjoy their Bodies, will yer lie wich their Reputations, 
and make their Fame fuffer. Away, you common 
Moths of thefe, and all Ladies Honours. Go, travel to 
make Legs and Faces, and come home with fome new 
Matter to be laught at; you deferve to live in an Air- 
as corrupted.as that wherewith you feed Rumor. Ma- 
dams, you are mute, upon this new Metamorpbofis! But 
here ftands fhe that has vindicated your Fames. Take 
heed of fuch snfeéte hereafter. And let it not trouble 
you, that you have difcover’d any Myfteries co this 
young Gentleman: He is (a’moft) of Years, and will 
make a good Vifitant within this Twelve-monch. In 
the mean time, we'll all undertake for his Secrecy, 
that can {peak fo well of his Silence. Spectators, if you 


like this Comedy, rife chearfully, and now Morofe is gone 3s 


in, clap your Hands. It may be, that Noife will cure 
him, at leaft pleafe him. : 


THE END. 
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To the Lavy moft deferving Her Name and Bioo | 
Ate By Ss 2 ie ere 


Mary Lady Wroth##9°""=: 


MADAM, 


N the Age of Sacrifices, the Truth of Religion was not in the Greatness and Fat of the Of- 
ferings, but in the Devotion and Zeal of the Sacrificers: Efe what could a Flandful of Gums — 

. have done in the fight of a Hecatomb? Or, how-might I appear at this Altar, except with . 

‘ thofe Affettions that no lefs love the Light and Witnefs, than they have the Confcience of your 
Vertue? If what I offer bear an acceptable Odour, and bold the frft Strength, it is your Value of 
it, which remembers where, when, and to whom it was kindled. Otherwife, as the Tues are, there 
comes rarely forth tbat Thing 0 full of Authority or Example, but- by “Aff duity and Cuftom grows 
lefs, and lofes. ‘Ibis, yet, fafe im your ate (which'is 4 Stpnevs ) és forbidden to fpeak = 
more, leSt it talk or look like’ one ‘cy the 4 Faces of the —_ who the more they paint, are 
the les themfelves. soe 


Your Ladifhips true Honourer, 
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The Persons of the Piay. ; 

Sustre, be Acbenip fobs . i |EBricurs Mammon, + Kris hes ! 

Face, the Houfe-keeper. hore: | SURLEY, a Ganiefter: bet lar. | ; | 

Dor Common, their Colleague, TrisuLarion, 4 Pastor of Amfterdam. 

DapreRr, 4 Clerk,  Lopdeh« | Ananias, 4 Deacon there. Foety. | | 

Druaeen, 4 Labactoman. (ott : Kastaixt, the angry Boy. C y6fom « | 
sai el Mafter of the Hof de Da. Piianz, bis Sifter, a Widow. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 
9 LOBE I: 
_he Sicknefs hot, 
H is Houfe in Town, and 
Eafe him corrupted, and gave means to know 


Rf 4 pope A on 


ath: foe om ye 
is a Mafter fae for fear, 


t one Servant there. 


A Cheater, and his Punk ; who, now brought low, 


Leaving their narrow Practice, were become 


C osners at large ; and only wanting fome 
H oufe to fet up, with him they bere contratt, 


E ach for a Share, an 


d all begin to att. 


M uch Company they draw, and much abufe, 


In cafting Figures, telling Fortunes, News, | 
Selling a Flies, flat Bawd'ry, with the Stone ; lar, JpeinFer Kamel teed 7, 
T ill it, and they, and all in Fume are gone. 
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7 Ortune, thet favours Fools, thefe two fhort Hours 
We wilh away, voto for — fakes, and ours, 
| Fudging Spectators; and defire in place, 
| To th’ Author Fuftice, to our felves but Grace. 
Our Scene s# London, ’caufe we would make known, 
No Countries Mirth xs better than our own: 
No Clime breeds better Matter for your Whore, 
‘Bawd, Squire, Impoftor, many Perfons more, . 
Whole Manners, now call’d Humours, feed the Stage 3 
And which bave ftill been Subjeéi for the Rage 
Or Spleen of Comick Writers. Though this Pen 
Did never aim to grieve, but better Men 3 
Howeer the Ace be lives in doth endure acne? 


But when the wholefsm Remedies are [weet, 
And in their working Gain and Profit meet, 
_ He hopes to find no Spirit fo much difeas’d, 
But will with fuch fatr Correctives be pleas’ : 
For here be doth not fear who can apply. 
If there be any that will fit fo nigh 
Unto the Stream, to look what it doth run, 
They fhall find things, they ld think, or wilh, 
They are fo natural Follies, but fo fhown, 
‘ds even the Doers may fee, and yet npt own. 


Act I. Scene I. 


Face, Subtle, Dol Common. 


Eliew’e, Iwill, Sub. Thy worft. I fare at thee. 
Dol. Hv you your Wits? Why 
love gua ably ot fl fog. Lf 
Fac. Sirrah, VM ftrip you— Sab. 
Out at my— Fac. Rogue,Rogue, 
Abas he Pheer puff wit ad 
/pelliiy Y8 fa Qo eae aS Beh olee’ 


45a 


Cnet: 


ae 
The Vices that (he breeds, above their Cure. 7”, — 7 4 


avere done ; 


Gentlemen ! for 
tn AT ern. 4 " 
What to do? lick Figs 
out of all your fleights. 


Dol. Nay,look ye,Sovereign,General,are you Madmen? 
Sub. O, let the wild Sheep loofe. Yl Gum your Silks 

With good'Strong-warter, an’ you come. 
Dol. Will youhave_ | 

The Neighbours hear you? Will you betray all ? 

Heark, I hear fome body. Fac.Sirrah— Sub. I fhall mar 

All chat the Taylor has made, if you approach. 

- Fae, You moft notorious Whelp, you infolene Slave, 

Dare you do this? Sub.Yes faith, yes faith. Fac.Why,who 

Am I, my Mungril? who am I? S#b. Viltell you, 

Since you know not your felf— Fac. Speak lower,Rogue- 
Sub.Yes.You were once (time’s not long paft)the good, 

Honeft, plain, Livery-three-pound-thrum, that kept /2/, Airkewy, f; 

Your Mafters Worthips Houfe here inthe Friers, jr aCuree 

For the Vacations Fac. Will you be fo lowd ? 9 4% Ta 2%. 
Sub. Since, by my means, tranflated Suburb Captain. iv - 
Fac. By your means, Doctor Dog ? 

Sab, Within Man’s memory, 

All this I fpeak of. Fac. Why, I pray you, have I 

Been countenance’d by you, or you by me? 

Do but collect, Sir, where I met you firft. : 

Sub. Ido not hear well. Fae. Not of this, I think ie. 

But I fhall put you in mind, Sir 5 at Pse-corner, 

Taking your meal of Steam in, from Cooks Stalls 

Where, like che Father of Hunger, you did walk 

Piceoufly coftive, with your pinch’d-horm-nofe, 

And your Complexion of the Roman Wath, 

Stuck full of black and melancholick Worms, 

Like Powder-corns fhoe at th’ Artillery-yard. 

Sub. 1 with you could advance your Voice a little.’ 
Fac. When you went pinn’d up in the feveral Rags 

Yo’ had rak’d and pick’d from Dunghils, before day 5 

Your Feet in mouldy Slippers, for your Kibes 

A Fele of Rug; and a thin thredden Cloke, 

That fcarce would cover your no-Buccacks 
Sub. So, Sir! | 
Fac. When all your Alchemy, and your Algebra, 

Your Minerals, Vegetals, and Animals, 

| Your 
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Your Conjuring, Coz ning, and your dozen of Trades, 
Could not relieve your Corps with fo much Linnen 
Would make you Tinder, but to fee a Fire ; 

I ga’ you Count’nance, Credit for your Coals, 

Your Stills, your Gtaffes, your Materials ; 

Buile you a Fornace, drew you Cuftomers, 

Advance’d.all your: blagk Artss lent you, befide, 

A Houwfe to pradctife in+ $b. Your Mafter’s Houfe ? 
Bac. Where you have ftudied the more thriving Skill 

Of Bawé’ry fince. Sub. Yes, in your Mafter’s Houfe. 

You and the Rats here kepr poffeffion. . 

Make it nor {trange. I know yo’ were one could keep 

“The Buttry-hacch ftill lock’d, and fave che Chippings, 
Sell che Dole-Beer“to Aqua-vite-men, _ 

; y. .The which, together with you Chriffma/s Vails. - 

fatale ky LN Polt and Pair, your letting out of Counters; * 

A) tf i ‘Made you a pretty Stock, fome twenty Marks, 

Zo _4-And gave you credit to converfe with Cobwebs, . .. © 

/ GL t Here, fince your Miftris Death hath broke up'Honfe, 

a 97 = Fac.You might talk foftlier,Rafcal. Sub.No,you Scarabe, 
Vil chunder youin pieces: I will teach you «4° 
Iiow to beware to tempt a Fury again, 

That carries Tempett in his Hand and Voice. 
| Fac. The Place has made you valiant, 
Sub, No, your Clothes. | : 
Thou Vermin, have I tane thee out of Dung, 
So pocr, fo wretched, when no living thing 
_ Would keep thee Company, but a Spider, or worfe ? 
Rais‘ thee from Brooms, and Duft, and Watring Pots? 
Sublim’d thee, and exalted thee, and fix’d thee 
Y che Third Region, call’d our State of Grace? 
Wrought thee to Spirit, to Quinteffence, with pains 
Would twice have won me the-Philo/cpher’s Work 2 - 
Put thee in Words and Fafhion, made thee fic 
For more than ordinary Fellowfhips ? 
Giv’n thee thy Oaths, thy quarelling Dimenfions ? 
Thy Rules ta cheat at Horfe-race, Cock- pit, Cards, 
Dice, or whatever gallant Tindture elfe ? 3 
Made thee a Second in mine own great Art? 
And have I this for thanks? Do you rebel 2, 
Do you fly out 7 the Projection? - | 

. Would you be gone now? | 

Dol. Gentlemen, what mean you? . 
Will you marall? Sd. Slave,thou hadft had no Name— 
"Dol. Will you undo your felves with Civil War ? 
Sub. Never been known, paft Equi clibanum, 
. The heat of Horfe-dung, under Ground, in Cellars, 
Or an Ale-houfe darker than deaf ‘fobn’s ; been loft 
Toall Mankind, but Laundreffes and Tapfters, 
Had not I been. | 
Dol. Do you know who hears you, Sovereign ? 

_ Fae. Sirrah—~ 
Dol. Nay, General, I thought you were civil———= 
Fac. I fhall turn defperate, if you grow thus lowd. 

~ Sub. And hang thy felf, I care not. 
Fac. Hang thee, Colliar, : 
And all thy Pots and Pans, in Pi@ure, I will, 
Since thou halt mov’d me——-——— 
~ Dol. (O, this "ll orethrow all.) | 
Fac. Write thce up Bawd in Pauls, have all thy Trick 
+337 Of coz’ning with a hollow Coal, Duft, Scrapings, 
}Searching tor things loft with a Sieve and Shears, 
Erecting Figures in your Rows of _Houfes, 
ww And tne in of Shadows with a Gla{s,¥ — 
Told in Red Letters 3 and a Face cut for thee, 
Worle than Gamaliel Ratfey’s.” Dol. Are you found ? 
Ha’ you your Senfes, Matters? Fac. I will have 
A Book, but barely reckoning thy Impoftures, 
Shall prove a true Philofopbers Stone, to Printers. 
Sub. Away, you Trencher-Rafcal, 
Fac. Out, you Dog-leach, 
The Vomit of all Prifons—— Dol. Will you be : 
Your own Deftructions, Gentlemen? Still {pew’d out 
94 4For lying too heavy o° the Basket. | 
Ot cgen-, lle Monery comand Vale A Gautier af 
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{ In his old Velvet Jerkin and ftain’d Scarts, 
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Sub. Cheater, Fac. Bawd. (PY “ow Geek 


Sb. Cow-herd. Fac. Conjurer. Sub. Cut-purf” 


Fac. Witch. Dol. Ome! 
Weare ruin’d ! loft! Ha’ you no more regard 
To your Reputations? Where’s your Judgment ? "Slight, 
Have yet fome care of. me, 0” 


are Republick—— 
Fac. Away, this Brach: I'll bring thee, Rogue, within 


The Statute of Sorcery ,pTricefimo tertio 
Of Harry the Eighth i and (perhaps) thy Neck (> 


| Within a Noofe, for laundring Gold, and barbing it. 
Dol. You'll bring your Head within a Cockitomb, 


will you ? | 
~~ LSbe catebes out Face’sSword,and breaks Subtie’s Gla/s. 

And you, Sir, with your Menftrue, gather it up. 

*Sdeath, you abominable Pair of Srinkards, 

Leave off your Barking, and grow one again, 

Or, by the Lighe that fhines, Pll cue your Throats: 


" | PH not be made a Prey unto the Marfhal, 


For ne’er a {narling Dog-bolt 0” you both. 

Ha’ you together cozen‘d all this while, 

And.all the World ? and fhall ie now be faid, 

Yo°have made moft courteous fhift to cozen your felves z 

You. will accufeé him? You will bring him in 

Within the Statute 2. Who fhall cake your word ? 
whorefon, upitart, Apocryphal Captain, Listen Yr fare 
hom not a Puritan in Black-Friars will truftc/Aaem £. 7. 

So much as for a Feather! And you too X@t« ne my BS 

Will give the Caufe, forfooth? You will infule, v-¢ Arr 

And claim a Primacy in the Divifions ? ~ a 

You muft be Chief? As if you only had 

The Powder to projeét with, and che Work 

Were not begun out of Equality ? 

The Venture Tripartite? All things in common? 


| Without Priority? *Sdeath, you perpetual Curs, 


Fall to your Couples again, and cozen kindly, 

And heartily, and lovingly, as you fhould, 

And lofe not the beginning of a Term, | 
Or, by this Hand, I fhall grow faétious too, x 
And take my part, and quit you. Fac. Tis his fault, | 
He ever murmurs, and objects his Pains, 

And fays, the weight of all lies upon him. 

Sub. Why, fo it does. Dol. How does it ? Do not we 
Sultain cur Parts ? Sub. Yes, but they are not equal. 

Del. Why, if your Part exceed to day, I hope 
Qurs may to morrow match it. Sw. 1, they may. 

Dol. May,murmuring Maftiff! I,and do. Death on me! 
Help me to throttle him. Sub. Dorotbee, Miftris Dorothee, ° 
’Ods precious, I'll do any thing. What do you mean? 

Del. Becaufe o’ your Fermentation and Cibation 2? A 

Sub. Not I, by Heaven 

Dol. Your Sol and Luna— help me. 

Sub. Would I were hang’d then. Ill conform my felf- 

Dol. Will you, Sir? Do fo then, and quickly : fwear. 

Sub, What fhould I fwear ? 

Dol. ‘To leave your Faction, Sir, 

And labour kindly in the Common Work. 
Sub. Let me not breathe, if I meant ought befide. 


obo 


| Tonly us’d thofe Speeches as a Spur 


Yo him. Dol. I hope we need no Spurs, Sir. Do we ? 
Fac. ‘Slid, prove to day, who thall fhark belt. 
Sub. Agreed. 
Dol. Yes, and work clofe, and friendly. 
Sub. "Slight, the Knot 
Shall grow che ftronger for this Breach, with me. 
Dol. Why, fo, my good Baboons! Shall we go make 


| A fort of fober, fcurvy, precife Neighbours, 


(That fcarce have fmil’d twice fin’ che King came in) 
A Feaft of Laughter at our Follies? Rafcals, > oe, gfe 
Would run themfelves from breath, to fee me ride, A of" 
Or you have but a Hole to thruft your Heads in Gy ot we 
For which you fhould pay Ear-rent ? No, agree. be Fas 
And may Don Provoft ride a feafting long, [Row spel f 
(My noble Sovereign, and worthy General) | ; ao 
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Ere we contribute a new Crewel Garter 

To his moft Worfted Worfhip. Sub. Royal Dol ! 

Spoken like Clarsdiana, and thy felf. : | 
Fac. For which, at Supper, thou thale fit in triumph, 

And not be fty?’d Dol Common, but Dol Proper, 

Dol Singular: ‘The longeft Cut, at Night, 

Shall draw thée for his Dol Particular. _ 
Sub. Who’s that? one rings. To the Windo’, Dol. 

Pray Heav’n, | 

The Mafter do not trouble us thisQuarter, | 
Fac. O, fear not him. While there dies one a Week 

O’ the Plague, he’s fafe, from thinking toward London. 

Befide, he’s bufie at his Hop-yards now: 

1 had a Letter from him. If he do, 

He'll fend fach word, for airing o’ the Houfe, 

As you thall have fufficient time to quit it : 

Though we break up a Fortnight, ’tis no matter. _ 

Sub. Who 1s it, Dol 2 ee pels 
Dol. A fine young Quodling.” Fac. O, ee 4a 
My Lawyers Clerk, I lighted Gn laft nighe yn ae ht 
In Holborn, ac the Dagger. He would hav : es i< ae 
¢ colt you oF him) + Familiar, 7.0. eho I. Os f 

To rifle with at Horfes, and win'Cups. " a 9. 
Dol. O, let him in. ea 2 
Sub. Stay. Who thall do’e? Fac. Get you 

Your Robes on: I will meet him, as going out. 

Dol. And what fhall Ido? Fac. Not be feen, away. 

Seem you very referv’d. | : : 
Sub, Enough. Fac. God b’ w’ you, Sir. 

I pray you let him know that I was here. 

His Name is Dapper. I would gladly have ftaid, but— 


Act I. Scene II. 
Dapper, Face, Subtle. 


str 


Ore I am here. oo | 
96/N4 Fac. Who's that? He’s come, I think, Do@or. 
Good faith, Sir, I was going away. Dap. In truth, 
Iam very forry, Captain. Fac. But I thought 
Sure I fhould meet you. Dap. I, am very glad. 
And I had lene my Watch laft night to ot saber 2 a 
That dines to day at the Sheriffs, and fo was robb'd 
Of my pafs-time. Is this the Cunning-man ? 
Fac. This is his Worfhip. Dap. Is he a Doctor? Fac. Yes. 
Dap. And ha’ you broke with him, Captain ? 
Fac. I. Dap. And how? 
Fac..Faith, he does make the matter, Sir, fo dainty, 
‘¥ know not-what to fay— Dap. Not fo, good Caprain. 
' Fae. Would I were fairly rid on’t, believe me. 
. Dap. Nay, now you grieve me, Sir. Why fhould you 
with fo? 
I dare affure you, I'll not be ungrateful, 
Fac. Icannot think you will, Sir. Bue the Law 
$621s fuch a thing—— And then he fays, Read’s Matter 
Falling fo lately Dap. Read ? He wasan Afs, 
And dealt, Sir, with a Fool. Fac. It was a Clerk, Sir. 
— Dap. A Clerk? | 
Fac.. Nay, hear me, Sir, you know the Law 
Better, I chink——- Dap. I fhould, Sir,and the Danger. 
You know, I fhew’d the Statute to you? Fae.You did fo. 
Dap. And will I tell chen? By this Hand of Flefh, 
Would ict might never write good Court-hand more, 
If I difcover. What do you think of me, 
WwW 7. fie The Turk h 
Fac. What’s tha Dap. ‘The Turk was, here-—— 
9$3As one would fay, Do wn think lam a Turk? 
* Fac. Tiltell the Doctor fo. | 
Dap. Do, good {weer Captain. | 
Fac. Come, noble Doctor, pray thee let’s prevail ; 
This isthe Gendeman, and he is no Chiaufe. 3 
Sub. Captain, I have recurn’d you all my Anfwer. 
I would do much, Sir, for your Love-——. But this 


I had a fcurvy Writ or two to make, lerre sv, 
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I neither may, norcan. Fac. Tut, do not fay {6. 
You deal now with a noble Fellow, Door, | 
One that will: thank you richly, and h’ is no Chiau/e ; - 
Let that, Sir, move you. 

Sub. Pray you, forbear Fac. He has | 
Four Angels here Sub. You do me wrong, good Sirs 

Fac.Doctor,wherein ? To tempt you with thefe Spirits 2 

Sub. To tempt my Art, and Love, Sir, to my peril. 


| ’Fore Heav'h, I fcarce'can think you are my Friend, 


That fo would draw me to apparent danger. | 
Fac. I draw you? A Horfe draw you, and a Halter, 
You, and your Flies together— Dap. Nay, good Captain: 
Fac. That know no difference of Men. 
S#b. Good words, Sir. “ ‘a | : | ‘ 
Fac. Good deeds, Sir, Doctor Dogs-meat:, . . 953 
‘Slight, I bring you — Troi gayhion leg, Cit hn 


No cheating Clim 0° the Cloughs, or Claribels iaew am 3 OF 
That look as big as Five-and- a, and Flufhy Spat re ire a 
And {pit out Secrets like hoc Cuftard — Dap. Cs alll. Lt, ida 


Fac: Nor any melancholick Under-fcribe, a«,..: Dia 
Shall tell the Vicar ; but a {pecial Genteel, wah SE shin Z F mip 
That isthe Heir to Forty Marksa Year, «+ prevus, Gvte 5 : 
Conforts with the {mall Poets of the time, ! of" 
Is the fole Hope of his old Grandmother, 
That knows the Law, and writes you fix fair Hands, 
Is a fine Clerk, and has his Cyph’ring perfea, 
Will take his Oath o’ the Greek Xenophon, 
If need be, in his Pocket ; and can court 
His Miftris out of Ovid. Dap. Nay, dear Captain. 
Fac. Did you not tell me fo? Dap. Yes,but I'ld ha’ you 
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| Ufe Matter Door with fome more refped. 


Fac.Hang him,proud Stag,with his broad Velvet Head, 
But for your fake, I’ld choak, ere I would change 
An Article of Breath with fuch a Puckfoift——— 
Come,let’s be gone. Sub.Pray you le’ me {peak with you. 
Dap. His Worfhip calls you, Captain. Fae. I am forry 
J ere imbark’d my felf in fuch a Bufinefs, 
Dap. Nay, good Sir, he did call you. 
Fac. Will he cake then ? 
Sub. Firft, hear me 
Fac. Not a Syllable, ‘lels you take. 
. Sub. Pray ye, Sir 
Fac. Upon no Terms, but an Affump/it. 7 
Sub. Your Humour muft be Law. [He takes the 
__ Fac. Why now, Sir, talk. Money. 
Now I dare hear you with mine Honour. Speak. 
So may this Gentleman too. 
Sub. Why, Sic Fac. No whifpering. 
Sub. ’Fore Heav’n, you do not apprehend the Lofs 
You do your felf, in this. Fee. Wherein? For what? 
Sub. Marry, to be fo imporcunate for one, 
That, when he has it, will undo you all: 
He'll win up all the Money ? the Town. 
Fac. How! 
Sub. Yes, and blow up Gamefter after Gamefter, 
As they do Crackers m a Puppet-play. 
If Ido give him a Familiar, 
Give you him all you play for; never fet him: 
For he will have it. Fac. You are miftaken, Doctor. 
Why, he does ask one but for Cups and Horfes, 
A rifling Fly; noneo’ your great Familiars. 
“ Yes, Captain, I would have ic for all Games. 
Sub. I told you fo, Fac. Slight, that’s a new Bufinels! 
I underftood you, a tame Bird, to fly 
Twice ina Term, or fo, on Friday Nights, 
When you had lefe the Office, for a Nag 
OF forty or fifty Shillings. Dap. I, ’tis true, Sir; 
But I do think now I fhall leave the Law, Coates pope i ale se 
And therefore— Fac. Why, this changés quite the Cafe! 
Do’ you think thac I dare move him? 
Dap. If you pleafe, Sirs 
All’s one to him, I fee. Fac. What! for chat Money ? 
I cannot with my Confcience: Nor fhould you 
Make the Requeft, methinks. Dap. 


No, Sir, 1 mean . 
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To add Confideration. Fae. Why then, Sir, Sub. VVho’s there ? | (One Ruocks without. 
“Tllery. Say chac ic were for all Games, Doctor ? Anon. (Conduct him forth by the back way.) 
Sub. Ifay then, not a Mouth fhall eat for him Sir, again{t one a clock prepare your felf: 
At any Ordinary, but o’ the Score, Till when you muft be fafting ; only take 


That is aGaming Mouth, conceive me. Fac. Indeed! | Three drops of Vinegar in at your Nofe, 
Sub. He'll draw you all the Treafure of the Realm, {| Iwo at your Mouth, and one at either Ear ; 


If ic be fet him. Fac. Speak you this from Art? Then bath your Fingers ends, and wafh your Eyes, 
Sub. I, Sir, and Reafon too, the Ground of Art. To fharpen your Five Senfes, and cry Hum 
H’ iso the only beft Complexion, __ Thrice, and then Buz _as often; and then come.” 
The Queen of Fairy loves. Fae. What! ishe! Sub.Peace.] Fac. Can hi remember this > Dap. I warrant you. 
He'll over-hear you. Sir, fhould fhe but fee him—~ - Fac. VVell then, away. °Tis but your beftowing 
Fac. What? S«s Donot you tell him. | Some Twenty Nobles ’mong her Graces Servants, 
Fac. Will he win at Cards too? : And put ona clean Shirt: Youdo not know 
368 Sub. The Spirits of dead H-Hand, living [/aac, © | VVhat grace her Grace may do you in clean Linnen. 
ist Fas AEN ould {wear, were in him ; fuich a vigorous Luck we Fat Asal. He 
Cirlt Ai fom As cannot berefifted. “Slight, he'll put : A& L Scene Ill, 
: , Six O° your Gallants toa Cloak, indced. | 
gt “rlayt unsht Fac.A ftrange Succefs,that fome Man fhall ke born to! Subtle, Drugger, Face. 
“nt cxf», Sub. He hears you, Man | 
of eg. VAG Dap.. Sir, Pi not be ingrateful. Co int (Good Wives, I pray you forbear me now: 
Lh. 6h ae 
yt Y ‘gf Fac. Faith, I have confidence in his good nature : Troth I cando you no good till after-noon.) 
You hear, he fays he will not be ingrateful. What is your Name,fay you ? Abel Drugger 2? Dru.Yes,Sir. 


Sub. Why, as you pleafe ; my Venture follows yours.| Swb. A Seller of Tabacco? Dru..Yes,Sir. Sub. Unb. 
Fac. Troth,do it,Dodor ; think him trufty , and make | Free of the Grocers? Dru. I, an’e pleafe you. Sub. Well— 
nig oll. 1 He may make us both epey in an Hour; chim. | Your Bufinefs, Abel ? Dru. This, an’t pleafe your Worthip ; 
Grecct em -2: Win fome five thoufand Pound, and fend us two o’ it. | Lam a young Beginner, and am building 
Dap. Believe it, and I will, Sir. Fac. And you fhall,Sir. | OF a new Shop, an’t like your Worthip, juft 


You have heard all? At corner of a Street : (Here’s the Plor on’t.)4.Aac, . 
Dap. No, what was’t? nothing, I, Sir. And I would know by Art, Sir, of your VVorthip, 
Fac, Nothing ? [Face takes him afide. | VVhich way I fhould make my Door, by Necromancy, 
Das. A little, Sir. Fac. Well, a rare Star And where my Shelves ; and which fhould be for Boxes, 
Reign’d at your Birth. And which for Pots. I would be glad to thrive, Sir. 
Dap. At mine, Sir? No. Fac. The Doctor And I was wifh’d to your VVorfhip by aGentleman, acu 
Swears that you are—— One Captain Face, that fays you know Mens Planets, 6. /’ 
Sub. Nay, Captain, you'll tell all now. And their good Angels, and their bad. Sub. Ido, - 
Fac. Allied to the Queen of Fairy. | If Ido fee ‘em— Fac. VVhat! my honeft Abel 2 4-Dam 
Dap. Who? thaclam? | | Thou art well met here. Dru. Troth, Sir, I was {peaking, * 
7, Believe it, no fuch matter-—— Fac. Yes, and that ' Juft as your VVorthip came here, of your VVorthip. 
ye itera x. Yo’ were born with a Cawlo’ your Head. I pray you {peak for me to Mafter Do@or. 
) oft ben of 2 Dap. Whotays fo? Fac. Come, | — Fac. He fhall do any thing. Dodéor, do you hear ? 
You know it well enough, tho’ you diffemble ic. This is my. Friend, Ae/, an honeft Fellow ; 
Dap. I-fac, donot: You are miftaken. Fac. How! | He lets me have good Tabacco, and he does not 
Swear by your fac? and in a thing fo known sophifticate it with Sack-lees or Oil, 
Unto the Doéor? How fhall we, Sir, truft you Nor wafhes it in Mufcadel and Grains, 
I’ the other matter ? Can we ever think, Nor buries it in Gravel, under Ground, 
When you have won five or fix thoufand Pound, VVrapp’d up in greafie Leather, or pifs’d Clouts: 
You'll fend us Shares in’t, by this rate? Dap.'By Fove,Sir, | But keeps it in fine Lilly-pots, that open’d, 
Till win ten thoufand Pound, and fend you half. | Smell like Conferve of Roles, or French Beans. . 9 nr. Yas hu 
I fac’s no Oath? Sub. No, no, he did but jeft. He has his Maple Block, his Silver Tongs, boo fhe Tog 
Fac. Go to. Gothank the Dodor. He’s your Friend, | Winchefer Pipes, and Fire of Juniper, At, 7, ! 
_ Totake it fo. Dap. Ithank his Worfhip. Fac. So: A neat, {pruce, honeft Fellow, nes Gold{mith. , , 2: 
Another Angel. Dap. Mult]? Fac. Muft you? ’Slight,| Sw#s. HY? is a fortunate Fellow, that I am Ture on 
What elfe is Thanks? Will you be trivial ? Door, Fac, Already, Sir, ha’ you found ic ? Lo’ thee, Abel ! 
When muft he come for his Familiar ? S#b, And in right way co’ward Riches —— 
Dap. Shall I not ha’it with me? S#b. O, good Sir! Fac. Sir, Sub. ThisSummer | 
There mult a World of Ceremonies pats, He will be of the Clothing of his Company 
You ‘muft be bath’d and fumigated firft : And next Spring call’d to the Scarlet {pend what he.can. 
‘Befides, che Queen of Fairy does not rife. Pac. What,and fo little Beard ? Sab. Sir,you muft think, 
Till ic be Noon. Fac. Not, if fhe dancd, to night. He may have a Receit to make Hair come: . 


Sub. And fhe muft blefs ic. Fac. Did you never fee | But he'll be wife, preferve his Youth, and fine for’t ; 
965 Her Royal Grace yet ? Dap. Whom ? your Aunt of Fairy? | His Fortune looks for him another way. 


' Sub. Not fince fhe kift him inthe Cradle, Captain ; Fac. *Slid, Do@or, how canft thou know this fo foon 2 
Icanrefolve youthat. Fac. Well, fee her Grace, Tamamusd atthat! Sab. By a Rule, Captain, ame! J, 
' Whatere it coft you, for a thing that I know. | In Metapofcopy, which I do work by ; PW thy We A. 
Tt will be fomewhat hard to compafs ;_ but A certain Star 7 the Forehead,,which you fee not. d 
However, fee her. You are made, believe it, Your Cheftnut, or your Olive-ccolour’d Face 
If you can fee her. Her Grace is a lone Woman, Do’s never fail : and your. long Ear doth promife. 
And very rich; and if fhe take a Phant’fie, I knew’t, by certain {pots too, in his Teeth, 366 
She will do ftrange things. See her, at any hand. And on che Nail of his Adercurial Finger. ' 
*Slid, fhe may hap to leave you all fhe has: Fac. Which Finger’s that ? Sub. His liccle Finger. Look. 
Ic is the Doctor’s fear. Dap. How will’c be done then? | Yo’ were born upon a Wednefday ? 3 
Fac. Let me alone, take you no thought. Do you Dru. Yes indeed, Sir. _ 
, But fay to me, Captain, Pll fee her Grace. — Sub. ‘The Thumb, in Chiromenty, we give Venus ; 
_ Dap. Captain, Pil fee her Grace. Fac. Enough. | The Fore-finger, to Fove ; the midit, to Saturn ; 
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The ring, to Sol ; theleaft, to Mercury: 

Who was the Lord, Sir, of his Horofsope, 

His boxe of isfe being Libra; which fore thew’d, 

He fhouldbe a Merchant, and fhauld trade with Ballance. 
Fac. Why, this is ftrange } Ist not, honefk Nab? 
Sub. There is a Ship now, coming from Orme, 

That fhall yield bim, fuch:.a conimostit 

Of drugs—— This is the Weft, and this the South? 
Dru. Yes, Sir, Suk. And chefe are your two fides ? 

- Drs. I, Sir. : 


Sub. Make me your 
fide, Weft : er 
_.And,.on.the Eaft-fide ef your Shap, aloft, 
Write Mathlai, Tarwiel, and Baxchoret , | 
Upon the North-part, Rael, Velel, Toiel. - 
They arethe names of hole Mercurial Spirits; 
That do fright Flyes from Boxes.. Dra. Yes, Sir. Sub. And 
Beneath your threfhold, bury mea Load-ftane 
. Te draw in Gallants, that wear Spurs: Lhe reft, 
‘87They’ll fem to follow. Fac. That's a fecret, Nab! 
268 Sub. And, on your Stall, a Puppet, wich a Mice, “*» 
And a Court fuems to call City-dames. 1-4 4~ryp~. 9. 
You fhall deal much with AGésmerals. ‘Dru. Sir, [have 
At home, already— Sud. 1, I know, 
Vitriol, Sal-tartre, Argaile, Alkaly, 
_Cinoper: Lknow all. This Fellow, Captain, -- - 
24 BWill come, in time, to be a great Dikiller ee 
And give a Say (1 will not fay dincttly, 7 
Bur very fair) at the Philofophers ftone. Yofips Gr 
* Fac. Why, how now, 4ée/! is this ruc? Dru, Good 
Captain, ae a 
What muft I give? Fac. Nay, Dll not caunfel thee. 
Thou — what Wealth (he fays, fpead what chou 
canit) , , 
Th’are like to come'tao. Drs. Isvould gi? him a Gown 
Fac. A Crown! and toward fuch a Fortune? Heart, 
Thon thale racher g? ‘him thy Shop. No Gold abou thee? 
5 0.12fts Dru. Yes, L have a Porgegus, \ ha’ kept this half year; 
2 Fac.Outonthee, Nad.’Slighs, there wasfuch an offer— 
Shalt keep’t nolonger, Pilgi iechim.forthea®? 
this,, and 


Door, then, South ; your Broad- 


. 


Doétor, Nab prays your Worfhip to drink 
{wears ie ee oe | 
He will appear more grateful, as your skilJ 4 
Do’s raife him in the World. Bry. I would intreat 
Another favour of his Worfhip.. .Fac. What ist, Nab? 


, ie 


Drs. But, to loak over, Sir, my Almanack, L ; 
And crofs out my ill-days, that I may neither are : 
Bargain, nortru{tuponrhem. Fac. That he thali Nob, 
Leave it, it fhall be done, ’gaiaft Afternoon. : 

Sub. And adireétion for his Shelves... Fac. Now, Nab? 
Art thou well pleas’d, Nab? Dre.’ Thank, Sir, both your 

Worthips. oy Oe Be aes 
‘Fee. Away. | ° 

Why, now you finoky perfecuter of Nature ! 

Now do you fee, thac fome-thing’s tobe done, .. 


© seep oy 
og 3° 
eo } é 


~ ‘Befide — Beech-coal, and your cor’five Wateis,). 
. Four Crefilets,-Crucibles, and Cucnrbites ? 


You mutt have Stuff, brought home to you, to work on? 
And, yet, you think, I am at no expence, , ta 
In fearching out chefe Veins, then follewing ‘en, | 
Then trying ’em out. ’Fore God, my antelligerse «ii i | 
_Coft me more Money, than my share of comes top; . ; 
In thefe rare Works. Sub. You’are pleafant, Sir. How now? 


A@ Scene. IV.- 
Face, Dol, Subsle. a 


Hat fays my dainty Dolkin? Dal. Yonder Fifbrwik 

¥ Will not away. ‘And chere’s your Gianrefs, 

. The Bawd of Laalecb Sab.Heart,] canntot {peak with ‘em. | 
Dol. Noe afore night, I have told em, in a Véice,'! © 
Thorough the Trunk,. like one of your Famsliers. . 
Bue I have {pied Sir Epicure Masersonere- Sub, Wheres: 


\ 


. : 
q ae ee 


nd 


= - =. 


ry a 
a 


“TF be Alcbemip. 


you hava Axfoike, |. 


4 To be difplaid at Adadany Augufias, make 
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The sie a our great work, the Stone : 


A& If. - Scene I. 
Mamvion, Surly. 


\Ome an, Sir. Now, you fet your Foo:on Shore... 

In ovo Orbe; Here’s che rich Pers : 
And there within, Sir, are che Golden Mines, 
Great Solomen’s Opbir i He was fayling to’r, 
Three years, but we have reach’d it inten Months, . 
This isthe day, wherein, to all my Friends, | 
I will pronounce the happy word, Be Rich. , 
This day you fhall-be /pecfatiffimi. “oN 
You fhall no more deal wich the hollow Dye, 989 
Or the frail.Card. No more be at charge of keeping 
The Livery-punk, for the young Heir, that muft 
Seal, at all Hours, in his Shire. No mare, 
If he deny, ha’ him.beaten to’r, as he is 
That brings him the Commodity. No more te ue, 
Shall’thirft of Satein, or the Covetous hugger A 2” ee 07% “7 
Of Velvet Entrails, for a rude-{pun Cloke, Aig efhFe re Ae i on ene, 

5 shh, Be. PLE eh 

The Sans of Sword, and Hazaard fall before v PUR 2. 
The Golden Calf, and on their Knees, whole Nights; : 8 4 | 
Commit Idolatry wich Wine, and Trumpets : 
Or goa feafting, after Drum and Enfign. © 
No more of this. Y 


iw 


oe 


_ 


You fhall ftart up young Vice-row, - 
And have your Punques, and Punquetees, my Surly. — 
And untg thee, {peak ic firft, Be Rich. : 
Where is may, Sybele, there ? Within hough ?eWitbing Sic 
He'll come to you, by and by. | 
Maw. That’s his Firg-drake, 
His Lungs, his. Lephyrns, he that puffs his Coals, 
Till he ‘tirk Nature yp,,.in her gwn Center. 
You are not faithful, Sir... This night, TH change “.7 pots 9, 
All, that.isMetal, in thy Houfe, co Gold. | 
And, early in the Merning, will I fend 
To all the Plumbers, and the Pewterers,. 
And buy their Tin, and Lead up : and to Lothbury, O70 We TAs 
For all the Copper. Swr. What, and turn that too? phen 
Mam. Yes, and ll purohafe Devonfhire, and Cornwall, (977: 7 


' $70 


“7. 4 | And make them perfeét Indies! You admire now? 


Sur. No faith. Mom. Bue 
of the great Medicine? 
Of which one part projected on a hundred 
Of Mercury, ot Venus, or the -Afoon, 
Shall curn jc to as many of the Sus; . 
Nay, .coathoufand, {9 ¢dinfnitum: . 
You will believe me. Syr. Yes phat fee’r, I will. 
But, if my Eyes do cogen mg fp Cand, 


when you fee th’ effects 

: / vA CA Geeta 
| Wak, a 
4: 4 


Lose. fee” 


e 


on ee 
| 
} 


Giving . 
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Giving ’erh no occafion) fure Pil have | 

A Whore, fhall pifS em out, next day. Mam. Ha! Why ? 
Do you think, I Fable with you? I affure you, 

He that has once the flower of the Sun, 

The perfect Raby, which we call Elixir, 

Not only can do that, but by it’s Vertue, 

Can confer Honour, Love, Refpeé, long Life, 

Give Safety, Valour, yea, and Vidory, 

To whom he will. In Eight and twenty days, 

T’'ll make an old Man, of Fourfcore, a Child, 

Sur. No doubt, he’s that already. AZam..Nay, I mean 
Reftore his years, renew-him, like an Eagle, 
To the fifth Age ; make him get Sons and Daughters, 
Young Giants ; as our Philofopbers have done 
(The antient Patriarks afore the Flood) 

But taking, once a Week, ona Knives Point, 
The quantity of a Grain of Muttard of it: 

Become ftout Marfes, and beget young Cupids. 

| Sur. The decay’d Veftals_ot Pickt-batch would thank 

ou, 

That keepthe Fire a-live, there. Adam. "Tis the fecret 
. Of Nature, naturiz’d ’gainft all Infections, 

Cures afl Difeafes, coming of all Caufes ; 

A month’s Grief in a day ; a years in twelve: 

And, of what Age foever, in a month. 

Paft all the Dofes of your drugging Doéors. 

$11 undertake, withal, to fright the Plague 

, Out o’ the Kingdom, in three Months. Swr. And I'll 
am be vaf~ Be bound, the Players fhall fing your Praifes, then, 
ie? o/oN ithout their Poets. Mam. Sir, Pildo’t. Mean time, 

(ag 4 I'll give away fo much unto my Man, 
hs utd YL Shall ferve th’ whole City, with prefervative, 
V4 % 614 Weekly ; each Houfe his Dofe, and at che rate—— 
pen eat fs Al 91 SMr. As he that built the Water-work, do’s with Water ? 
eo’ oe iy 7° Mam. You areincredulous. Sur. Faith I have a Humour, 
P ino/fee vita would not willingly be gull’d. Your Stone 
(la tT Cannot tranfmute me. Mam. Pertinax Surly, 
#. Will you believe Antiquity 2. Records ? | 
Tl thew you a Book, where Mo/es, and his Sifter, 
And Solomon have written of the Art ; 
o71 I, anda Treatife penn’d by Adam.” Sur. How! 
Mam. O’ the Philofophers Stone, and in high Datcb. 
" 992 Sur.Did Adam write,Sir, in high Dutch? Mam. He did: 
Sees ‘Which proves it was the Primitive Tongue. Swr. What 
....: Paper: es, 
Yee Man On Cedar Board. Sur. O that, indeed (they fay) 
°S Will laft’gatnft Worms. Ad4am.°Tis like your Irifh Wood, 
JcdA- 4 °Gainft Cob-webs. I havea piece of ‘Fa/ons’s Fleece, too, 
37$Which was no other than a Book of Alchemy, 
Writ in large Sheep-skin, a good fat Ram-vellam. 
Such was Pythagores’s Thigh, Pandora’s Tub; 
And, all thac Fable of Medeas Charms, 
The manner of our Work : The Bulls, our Furnace, 
Still breaching Fire : our Argent-vive, the Dragon: 
The Dragons Teeth, Mercury Sublimate, | 
That keeps the whitenefs, hardnefs, and the biting ; 
"“e’ And they are gather’d into fafom'sHelm, _ 

(Th’ Alembick) and then fow'd in Mars his Field, 

And thence fublim’d fo often, till they are fix’d. 

Both this, th’ Hefperian Garden, Cadmus Story, 

Jove’s Shower, the Boon of Midas, Argus Eyes, 

Boccace his Demogorgon, thoufands more, —_ 

+ All abftra@ Riddles of our Stone. How now ?— 


Act Il.’ Scene II. 
aaa Mammon; Face, Surly. 


O we facceed? Is our day come ? and hold’s ie? - 
Fac. The Evening will fet red upon you, Sir ; 

You have colour‘for it, Crimfon: the red Ferment 
Has done his Office, ‘Three Hours hence, prepare you 
yt 12° To fee Proje&ion. Adam. Pertinax, my Surly, 
ds Lgepesion } fay y, ae aloud, rohan ‘ ie a 
aS Lan yw A" Yen tn Baers tons “a “yTete, : 
4 ie ee as y a 


The Alcbemift. : Mery por sl tof Pp 


To lofe our felves in; and my Baths, like Pits ° 


This day, thou fhale have Ingots: and, to Morrow, 
Give Lords th’ affront? Is it, my Zepbyras, right? <’- 
Bluthes the Bolts-bead ? Fac. Like a Wench with Child, Sir, 
That were, but now, difcover’d to her Mafter,. 

Mam. Excellent witty Lungs! My only care is, 
Where to get ftuff enough now, to proje& on, 
This Town will not ferve me. Fac. No, Sir? Buy 
The covering off o’ Charches. Mam.That’s true. Fac. Yes. 
Let ’em ftand bare, as do their Auditory. 
Or cap ‘em, new, with Shingles: 44am. No, good Thatch: 
Thatch will lye lighe upo’ the Rafters, Lungs. 
Lungs, I will manumit thee, from the Furnace; 
I will reftore thee thy Complexion, Paffe, / [K ans, x 
Loft in che Embers; and repair this Brain,/ 7a.%%. 
Hurt wi’ the Fume, o’ the Mettals. Fac. I have blown, Sir, 
Hard for your Worfhip ; thrown by many a Coal, 
When ’twas not Beech ; weigh’dthofe I put in, juft,4-Ye 
To keep your heat ftill even; Thefe Bleard-eyes gectener, 
Have wak’d, to read your feveral Colours, Sir, Geaux 9. 
Of the pale Citron, the green Lyon, the Crow, ahd 
The Peacocks Tail, the plumed Swan. Mam. And, laftly, «+. 
Thou haft deferyed the Flower, the Sanguss Agni ? 

Fac. Yes Sir. Mam. Where’s Mafter? Fac. At’s Pray- 

. ers, Sir, he, 
Good Man, he’s doing his Devotions, 
For the fuccefs. Mam. Lungs, I will fet a Period 
To all thy Labours: Thou fhale be the Mafter _ 
Of my Seraglio, Fac. Good, Sir. Adam. But do you hear? 
Pil geld you, Lungs. Fac. Yes, Sir. Mam. For I do mean 
To have a Lift of Wives and Concubines, | 
Equal with Solomon, who had the Stone 
Alike with me: and I will make mea Back 
With the Elixsr, chac thall be as tough 
As Hercules, to encounter Fifty a night. | 
Th’art fure thou faw’ft it Blood? Fae. Both Blood 
Spirit, Sir, - of 

‘Mam. 1 will have all my Beds, blown up; noe ftuft: 
Down istoo hard. And then, mine Oval Room 
Fill'd with fuch Pi@ures as Tiberias took 
From Elephantis, and dull Aretine 
But coldly imitated. Then, my Glaffes 
Cut in more fubril Angles, to difperfe, 


91S 
And multiply the Figures, asI walk. 
Naked betweeen my Succube. My Mifts 
rll have of Perfume, vapor’d ’*bout the Room, 376 


To fall into: from whence we will come forth, 
And rowl us dry in Goffamour and Rofes, 

(Is it arriv’d at Ruby? )———Where I fpy 

A wealthy Citizen, or rich Lawyer, 

Have a fublim’d pure Wife, unto that Fellow 

Pll fend a thoufand Pound, to be my Cuckold. 

Fac. And I fhall carry it? Adam, No. Pll ha’ no Bawds, 
But Fathers and Mothers. They will do it beft, 2... 
Beft of all others. And my Flatterers Vat £0. 
Shall. be the pure, and graveft of Divines, 4%, 44° 37, 
That I can get for Money. _My meet Fools, 44,47. 9. 
Eloquent Burgeffes, and then my Poets 
The fame that writ fo fubtily of the Fart. 27/6 4.2- 4-7, 
Whom I will entertain ftill for that Subje&. a 
The few that would give out themfelves, tobe _ 

Court and Town-ftallions, and, each-where, belya _ 

Ladies, who are known moft innocent, for them; . 

Thofe will I beg, to make me Ewnuchs of : 

And they thall fan me with Ten Eftrich Tails 

A piece, made ina Plume, to gather Wind. 

We will be brave, Psffe, now we ha’ the Med'cine: 

My Meat fhallall come in in Indsan Shels, 

Dithes of Agat fet in Gold, and ftudded ae 

With Emeralds, Saphirs, Hyacinths, and-Rubies. 

The Tongues of Carps, Dormife, and Camels Heels, | 370 

Boil’d? the Spirit of So/, and diffolv’d Pearl, © : 

(Apiciws Diet, L pra the Epilepfie) x 

And I willcat chefe Broaths with Spoons of Amber, 
Lift jo fer mgunn forizlcy a Headed 

v3 r a An Fe dual . }: 


| 


[aS f A niten Lf ony vite Jatt f° 
Headed with Diamant, and Carbuncle. . | Sur. What a brave Language here is? next to canting? 
My Foot-boy 2 sine pe calver’ —— Bia = a — poet you never faw, Son, 
Knots, Godwits, Lamprey’s: I my Telf will have 4, .| That three days fince paft the Philofophers wheel, Patapay tu Zogy 7 
The Beards of Barbels ferv'd, In Ttead of Sallads 320-4: In the lent ay of Athanor ; and’s Pecan eben (IME 4 
Oil’d Muthromes ; and the {welling un@uous Paps Sulphur o Nature. Mam. But ’cis for me? Sab. What fon» o° 
Of a fat pregnant Sow, newly cut off, need you? | | 
Dreft with an exquifice, and poynant Sauce ; You have enough, in that is perfe&. Adam! O, but-—— 
For which, Ill fay unto my Cook, There’s Gold, Sub. Why, this is covetife! Jam. No, I aflure you, 
Go forth, and bea Knight.[ Fac. Sir, Pilgolook |! thall employ it all in pious ufes,| 7:27. Dopp 2. 
A litle, how it heightens. Mam. Do. My Shirts . | Founding of Colledges, and Grammar Schoolé, 
Vil have of Taffata-farfnet, fof, and light | Marrying young Virgins, building Hofpicals, 
As Cob-webs 3 and for all my other Rayment, And now, and then, a Church. Sub. How now? 
Ic thall be fuch as might provoke the Perfian, Fac. Sir, pleafe you, | 
Were he to teach the World Riot anew. : Shall I not change the feltre? Sub. Marry, yes. 
My Gloves of Fifhes, and Birds-skins, perfum’d And bring me the Complexion of Gle/s B, 
Wich Gums of Peradife, and Eaftern Air—— Mam. Ha’ youanother ? Sub. Yes, Son, were affur’d 


Sur. And do’ you think to have the Stone, with this? | Your piety were firm, we would not want 
Mam. No, Ido think e have all this, with the Stone. | The means to glorifie ic. But I hope the beft : 
Sur. Why, I have heard, he mutt pre frags  |imean to tin@ C. in Sand-heat, to morrow, 
A Pious, Holy, and Religious Man, fre Jie rad -| And give him babibition. Maem. Of white Oyl? 
One free from mortal Sin, a very. Virgin. Sub. No, Sir, of red. F. is come over the Helms too, 
Mam. That makes it, Sir, heis fo. But I buy ie. I thank my Maker, in S. Maries Bath, £i- VU us at peg haS 7 


My venture brings ic me. He, honeft Wretch, -_ And thews Lac Virgins. Blefled be Heaveh. a4,X% (AM Cie 
A notable, fuperititious, good Soul, — [Lfent you of his feces there calcin’d. YS FD. 
374Has worn his Knees bare, and his Slippers bald, Out of that Caéx, Tha’? won the Salt of Mercury, 
Wich Prayer and Fafting for ic: and, Sir, lec him | Mam. By powring on your reéfified water 2 — 
Do’ it alone, for me, ftill. Here he comes. Sub. Yes, and reverberating in Athanor, -O 2’ of nase ae OF 
Not a prophane Word, afore him : "Tis Poyfon. sealed iy a colour fhys it? Fac. The ground a a A ae 
ack, Sir. | 
Act JI, ‘Scene IIL Mam. That’s your Crowes bead? , 


Sur. Your Cocks-comb’s, is’c not ? 
Sub. No, ’tis not perfec, would it were the Crow, 
That work wants fomething. Swr.(O, I look’d for this. bay oni Ia §_ Aon 
Ood morrow, Father. Sub.Gentle Son, good morrow, | The Hay is a pitching.) Sub. Are you fure, you loos’d’em7Y 
And to your Friend there. What is he, is with you? | T° their own menffrue ? Fac. Yes, Sir, arid then married ’em, ~/~,/° 
Mam. An Heritick, that I did bring along, And. put ’em in a Bolts-Lead, nipp'd to digeftion, ‘yf 
In hope, Sir, co convert him. Sub. Son, I doubt According as you bade me, when I fer 
Yoare covetous, that thus you meet yur time The Liquor of Mars to Circulation, 


Mammon, Subtle, Surly, F ace. 


TP the juft Point: prevent your day, at morning. ““* “*; In the fame heat. Sub. The procefs, then, was right. 
This argues fomething, worthy of a fear 70“ £1 Fac. Yes, by the token, Sir, the Retort brake, fr fd tin! fry’ 
Of importune, and carnal Appetite. And what was fav’d, was put into the Pellicane, Z- ier pak “. 
‘Take heed, you do not caufe the Bleffing leave you, And fign’d with Hermes Seal. Sub. 1 think twas fo. Aepy thee 9. 
With your ungovern’d hafte. Ifhouldbeforry ‘| We thould have a new Amalgama. (Sur.O, this Ferret. 347 
To fee my Labours, now e’en at perfection, — Is rank as any Pole-cat.) Sub. Bue I care not. 
Got by long watching, and large patience, Let him e’en dye; we have enough befide, 
Not profper, where my love and zeal hath plac’d ’em. | In Ensbrion. H. ha’s his white fhirt on? Fac. Yes, Sir, 
Which (Heayen I call to witnefs, wich your felf, ~° | He’s ripe for inceration : He ftands warm, 
To whom I have pour’d my thoughts) in all my ends, | In his 4/b-fre. I would not, you fhould let ‘ 
Have look’d no way, but unto publick Good, Any dye now, if I might counfél, Sir, Zeretc~ a7. Wa 4, 
Lo pious Ufes, and dear Charity, For lucks fake to the reft. It is not good.“/~v A-+. -2 Ana ai As 
Now grown a Prodigy with Men. Wherein Mam: He fays right. Swr. I, are you bolted? as a Le. 7 
If you, my Son, fhould now prevaricate, Fac. Nay, I know’r, Sir,  t 
And, to your own particular Lufts, employ. IP have feen ch’ill Fortune. What is fome three Ounces 
So Great and Catholick a Blifs, be fure, - | Of freth materials? Mam. Ist nomore? Fac. No more, Sir, 
A Curfe will follow, yea, and overtake Of Gold,  Amalgame, with fome fix of Mercury. 
Your fubtle and moft fecret way. Mam. I know, Sir, Mam. Away, here's Money. What will ferve ? 
You fhall not need to fearme. I but come, | Fac. Ask him, Sir.” 
To ha’ you contute this Gentleman. Sur. Who is, Mam. How much? Sab. Give him Nine pound: you 
Indeed, Sir, fumewhat cauftive of belief may gi him Ten. 
Toward your Stone : would not be gull’d. Sub. Well, Son, Sur. Yes, Twenty, and be cozen’d, do. Adam. There’tis. 
All thae I can convince him in, is this, Sab. This needsnot. But chat you will have ie fo, 
The work is done: Bright Sol is in his Robe. To fee conclufions of all, For two 
We have a Med’cine of the triple Soul, Of our.inferiour Works, are at fixation. 
The glorified Spirit. Thanks be to Heaven, | A third isin afcenfion. Go your ways, 
And make us worthy of ic. Wlen fpiegel. Ha’ you fetshe Oilof Lungin Kemia? | 
Fac. Anon, Sir. Sab. Look well to the Regifter” Fac. Yes, Sir. Sub. And the Philofopbers Vinegar. Fac. L 
And lec your heat ftill leffen by degrees, Sur. We fhall have a Sallad. Adem. When do you 
To the Aludelf Fac. Yes, Sir. Sub. Did you look make Projection? ° 
O’ the Bolts-bead yet? Fac. Which, on D. Sir? Sub. I. Sub. Son, be noc hafty, I exalt our Med’ cine, 
What's the Complexion? Fac.Whitith. Sub,Infufe Vinegar,| By hanging him in Balneo vaporo/o, 3 
To draw his volatile fubffance, and his Tinéture ; And giving him folucion ; then congeal him ; 
And let the Water in Glafs E. be feltred, . And then difolve him ; then again congeaé him ; 
And put into the Gripes egg. Lute him well; For look, how oft I iterate che Work, 
And leave him clos’d in Balneos” Fac. I will, Sir. So many times I add unto his Vertue. - 
| oY 4 thy cal the toon le or leder , athett, om be; . Ft As, 
put S for weed Enercater Vhs heal of fhe fore» Imex 
$ cnc ef, accrteral: si A. Chpgrid rae . : 
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As, if at firft orie Ounce convert a hundred, 
After his fecond loofe, he'll curn a thouland ; 
His chird folution, ten 3 his fourth, a hundred. . 
After his fitth,-2 choufand thoufand Ounces 
Of any imperfe& Metal, into pure 
Silver or Gold, in al] Examinations, 
As good as any of che natural Mine. 
Get you your Stuff here againft Afternoon, 
Your Brafs, your Pewrer, and your Andirons. 
Mam. Not thofe of Iron ? 
Sub. Yes, you may bring them too. 
We'll change all’ Metals. _ Sur. I believe you in that. 
Mam. Then I may fend my Spits? 
Sub, Yes, and your Racks. 
Sub. And Dripping-pans,and Pot-hangers,and Hooks? 
Shall he not? Swb. If he pleafe. Sur. To be an Als. 
Sub. How, Sir! 
Mam. Fhis Gent’man you muft bear withal : 
I told you, he had no Faith. Sar. And little Hope, Sir ; 
Burt much lefs Charity, fhould I gull my felf- 7 
Sub. Why, what have you obferv’d, Sir, in our Art, 
Seems fo impoiible ? Sar, Bue your whole Work,no more. 


39 "That you fhould hatch Gold in a Furnace, Sir, 


_ Than Merals in themfelves. 
. The Egg’s ordain’d by Nature to that end, 


As they do Eggsin Egypt! Sub. Sir, do you — 

Believe that Eggs are hatch’d fo? Swr. If I thould ? 
Sub. Why, I cthink that che greater Miracle. 

No Egg but differs from a Chicken more 7 

Sur. That cannot be. 


And is a Chicken in potentia. 

Sub. The fame we fay of Lead, and other Metals, : 
Which would be Gold, if they had time. am.And that 
Our Art doth further. Subd. I, for ’cwere abfurd 


_ Fo think thae Nature in the Ea ch bred Gold 


~ Perfe&t 7 the inftane. 


x 2 


Something went before. 

There muft be remote Matter. Sur. I, what is that ? 
Sub.Marry,we fay— Mam.1,now it heats: ftand Father, 

Pound him to duft Sub. It is, of the one part, - 

A‘ humid Exhalation, which we call | 

Materia liquida, or the unttuous Water ; 

On th’ other part, a cereain crafs and vifcous 

Portion of Earth; both which, concorporate, 

Do make the Elementary Matter of Gold ; 

Which is not yet propria materia, 

But commune to all Metals, and all Stones. 

For, where te is forfaken of chat moifture, 

And hath more drinefs, it becomes a Stone ; 

Where it retains more of the humid fatnefs, — 

It turns to Sulphur, ot to Quick/filver, 

Who are che Parents of all other Metals. 

Nor can this remote Matter fuddénly 

Progrefs fo from extreme unto extreme, 

As to grow Gold, and leap o’re all the Means. 


“Nature doth firft beget th’ imperfe&, then 


Proceeds fhe to the perfe&. Of that aiery 

And oily Water, Mercury is enger.dred ; 

Sulphur o’ the fat and earthy part; the one 
(Which is the laft) fupplying the place of Male, 
The other of the Female, in all Metals. 

Some do believe Hermapbrodeity, 

That both do aé and fuffer. But thefe two 
Make the reft duGile, malleable, extenfive. 

And even in Gold they are 3 for we do find 
Seeds of them, by our Fire, and Gold.in them; 
And can produce the fpecies of each Metal 
More perfect thence, than Nature doth in Earth. 
Befide, who doth not fee, in daily pradtice, 


_ Artcan beget Bees, Hornets, Beetles, Wafps, 


Out of the Carcafics and Dung of Creatures ; 

Yea, Scorpions of an Herb, being rightly placd ? 

And thefe are living Creatures, tar more perfect | 
And excellesie than Metals. Adam. Well faid, Father! 
Nay, if he take you in hand, Sir, with an Argument, 
He'll bray you ina Mortar. Ssr. Pray you, Sir, ftay. 


“The Alcbemift 


' = nds Ee 


Arya, CS CPLGL 2 tte Out aurc'chale “Bech 
ie sang gna te t, Aarsfe' , 
Rather than I'll be bray’d, Sir, Pll believe 
That Alchemy is a pretry kind of Game, 
Somewhat like Tricks o’ the Cards, ro cheat a Man 
With charming. Swsb. Sir? 
Sur. What elfe are all your Terms, — 
Whereon no one o’ your Writers ’grees with other 2 
Of your Elixir, your Lac virginis, 
Your Stone, your Med’cine, and your Chry/ofpermne, 
Your Sal, your Sulpbar, and your Mercury, 
Your Ow of Height, your Tree of Life, your Blood, 
Your Marchefite, your Tutie, your Maegne/fia, 
Your Toade, your Crow, your Dragon, and your Panther, 
Your Sun, your Moon, your Firmament, your Adrop,’ 
Your Lato, Azoch, Zernich, Chsbrit, H.autarit, 7 
And then your Red Man, and your White Woman, 
With all your Broths, your Menjtrues, and Materials, 
OF Pi/s and Egg-fhells, Womens Terms, Mans Blocd, 
Hair o'th’ Head, burnt Cluts, Chalk, Merds, and Clay, 
Pcader of Bones, Scalings of. Ircn. Glafs, | 
And Worlds of other ftrange Jngredsents, 
Would burft a Man to name? S#bd. And all thefe,nam’d, 
Intending but one thing ; which Art our Writers 
‘Us'd to obfcure their Art. A4am. Sir, fo I told him, 
Becaufe the fimple Idiot fhould not learn it, 
And make it vulgar. Swb. Was not all the Knowledge 
Of the e€gyprians writ in myftick Symbols ? 
Speak not the Scriptures oft in Parables ? 
Are not the choiceft Fables of the Poers, | 
That were the Fountains and firft Springs of Wifdom, 
Wrapt in perplexed Adegories ? Mam. Lurg’d that, 
And clear’d to him, that Sy/iphus was damn’d - 
To roll the ceaflefs Stone, only becaufe 
He would have ours common. Who is this? [Doll is fem 
God's precious— What do you mean? Go in, good Lady, 
Let.me intreat you. Where’s this Varlec? Fae. Sir? 
Sub. You very Knave! do you ufe me thus ? 
Fac. Wherein, Sir ? 
Sub. Go in, and fee, you Traitor. Go, . 
Mam. Who is it, Sir ? , 
Sub. Nothing, Sir : Nothing. 
Mam. What’s the matter, good Sir ? 
I have noe feen you thus diftemper’d. Who is’t? 
. Sud. All Arts have ftill had, Sir, their Adverfaries ; 
But ours che moft ignorant. Whatnow? _ [Face returas. 
Fac, ‘Twas not my fault,Sir 3 fhe would {peak wich you. 
Sub. Would fhe, Sir? Follow me. 
Mam. Stay,Lungs. Fac. I dare not, Sir. 
Mam. How! Pray thee ftay. 
Fac, She’s mad, Sir, and fent hicher , : 
Mam. Stay Man, what is fhe? Fac. A Lords Sifter, Sir. 


(He'll be mad too. Mam. I warrant thee.) 
Why fenc hither ? [am fom Pt 7 “y 


Fac, Sir, to be cur’'d, Sar. Why Kafe! 
Fac. Loe you. Here, Sir. [He goes out. 
Mam. Fore God, a Bradamante, a brave Piece. 
Sur. Heart, this isa Bawdy-houfé! Pll be burnt elfe. 
Mam. O, by this Light, no. Do not wrong him. His 

Too fcrupulous that way. It is his Vice. 

No, h’ is a rare Phyfician, do him right, 

An excellent Paracel/ian, and has done 

Strange Cures with Mineral Phyfick. He deals alt 

Wich Spirits, he. He will not hear a word 

Of Galen, or his tedious Recipe’s. 

How now, Lungs! : 
Fac. Softly, Sir, {peak foftly. Imeane 

To ha’ told your VVorfhip all. This muft not hear. 
Mam. No, he will not be gull’d : let him alone. grem ev. 
Fac. Y’are very right, Sir, ths is a moft rare Scholar, 7- 

And is gone mad with ftudying Braughton’s’V Vorks, 38 

If you bute name a word touching the Hebrew, 

She falls into her Fit, and will difcourfe 

So learnedly of Genealogies, 

As you would run mad too, to hear her, Sir. (Lungs? 
ay How might one dot’ have conference with her, 

! fs OY. phir ut LS se 4/7 fla Fac, O, 
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| Sir Epicure, I thall leave you ? 


Fac. O, divers have run mad upon the conferente. 

I do, not know, Sir: Iam fene in hafte, . . 

To fetch a Viol. Ser. Be not gull’d, Sir Mammen. 
Mam. Wherein? ’Pray ye; be patient. - 
Ser. Yes, asyouare,. .. se . 

And truft confederate Knaves, and Bawds, and Whores. 
Mam. You are too foul, believe it. Come here, Glen, : 

One word. Fac. I dare‘not, in good faith. so 
Man. Stay, knave. : a 
Fac. H? isextream angry that you faw her, Sir. | 
Mam.Drink that. What isthe when fhe’s out of her fit ? 
Fac. O, the moft affableft creature, fir! fo merry ! 

So pleafant! fhe’ll mount you up, like Quick-flver, 

Over she Helm ; and circulate, like Oyl, | i 

A very Vegetal : Difcourfe of State, [CLT OAK 


St 


Of Mathematicks, Bawdry, any thing——- sy 
Mam. Is the no way acceffible ? no means, 
No crick, to give a man a tafte of her wit—— 


Or fo?—fititen. Fac. ['llcome to you again, Sir. 
Mam. Surly, 1 did not think, one o’your breeding _ 
Would traduce Perfonages of worth. Sur. Sir Epicure, — 
Your friend to ufe: es ftill, loth to be gulld. 
Ido not like your Pbslofopbical Bawds. 
Their Stone is Letchery enough to pay for, _ 
Without this Bait. em. Heart, you abufe your felf. 
I know che Lady, and her Friends, and Means, 
The Original of this Difafter. Her brother 
H’as told me all. Sur. And yet you nee fawher ” 
Till now ? Mam. O, yes, bur] forgot. I have (believe it) 
One o’ the treacheroufeft memories, Ido think, 
Of all mankind. Sab. What call you her brother? 
Mam. My Lord————— | 
He wi’ not have his Name known, now I think on’t. 
Sur. A very treacherous memory ! Mam.O?” my faith— 
Sur. Tut, if youha’ it not about you, pafs it, | 
Till we meet next. Mam. Nay, by this hand, ’tis true. 
He’s one I honour, and my Noble Friend, 
AndI refpe& hishoufe. Sur. Heart! can it be, 
That a grave Sir, a rich, that has no need, 
A wife Sir too, at other times, fhould thus: = Nake 
With his own Oaths, and Arguments, make hard meatts 
To gull himfelf? And this be your Elixir, a 
- Your laps mineralis, and your lunary, 
Give me your honeft trick, yet, at Primero, 
Or Gleek;; and take your Jutum fapients, 
Your menftruum fimplex: Tl have Gold before you, 
And wich lefs danger of the Quick-filver, | 
»82Or the hot Sulphur. | 
Fac. Here’s one from Captain Face, Sir, 
Defires you meet him 7 the Zemple-Church, 
Some half hour hence, end upon earneft bufinefs. 
Sir, if you pleafe to quit us, now; andcome [He whifpers 
Again wichin two hours, you thall have Mammon. 
My Matter bufie examining 0’ the works ; | 
And I will fteal you in unto the party, _ 
That you may fee her canverfe. Sir, fhall I fay, | 
You'll meet the Captains Worfhip? Sur. Sir, I will. 
°$2But, by Attorny, and co a fecond purpofe. 
Now, I am fure, it is g Bawdy-houfe ; 
I'll {wear ic, were che Marfhal hereto thank me :. 
The naming this Commander doth confirm it. 
Don Face! Why, h’ is the moft authentick Dealer 
PF’ chefe commodities! The Superintendent 
-. To all the quainter Traffickers in Town. 
He is their Vifitor, and does appoint, 
Who lies wich whom, and at what hour; what price ;. 
VVhich Gown; and in what Smock; what Fall; what 
Him will I prove, bya third perfon, to find (Tyre. 
The Subtilties of this dark Labyrinth: 
VVhich, if I do difcover, dear Sir Mammon, | 
You'll give your poor friend leave, tho no Philofopber, 
To laugh: for you chat are, “tis thought, fhall weep. © 
Fac. Sir, He does pray, youll nor forget. 
Sur. Twill not, Sire - 
 Jaanett Pao, eet fire fs et Coty Miylatr ens te | 


feat, wh, L: Tyo" pind fail. g. 


[Jo Surly. 


| And the Weights too.. Slave, I could bite chine Ear. 


| With the beft Lords Vermine of ’em all. 


‘Bear your felf ftatelich, Dol. O, let me alone, 2.4) x, 
| Pll not forget my Race, I warrant you. 


?*Pray God it be my Anabaptift. Who ist, Dol? 
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Mam. J follow you, ftraight: — — 
- hea But do 8 good Sir, to avoid fufpicion. us 
is Gene’man has a par’lous head. pe. Gar, off,b; Carta? &. 9. 
Mam. But wilt chou, Wien, ‘ ; i 
Be conftant to thy promife? Fac. Asmy life, Sir. (me? 
Mam. And wilt thou infinuate what I am?.and praife 


And fay, lam anoble Fellow? Fac. O, what elf, Sir? 


And, that you'll make her royal, with the Stone, 
An Emprefs ; and your felf Kide of Bantam. 

Mam. Wilt thou do this? 

Fac. Will I, Sir? Adam. Lungs, my Lungs! | 
Ilove thee. Fee.Send your ftufe Sir, thac my Mafter. 
May bufie himfelf about projection. 

Mam. Th’ haft wicch’d me, Rogue: Take, go. 

Fac. Your Jack, and all, Sir. aa 

Mam, Thou art a Villain—I will fend my Jack, 


? ms . , 
Away, thou doft not care for me.” Fac. Not I, Sir? es Mig 
Mam.Come, Iwas born to make thee,my good weafel, 

Set theé oft a bench, ‘and ha’ thee twirl a Chain ~ 

Fac. Away, Sir.. 

Mam. A Count, nxy, a Count-Palatine 
Fac. Good Sir, #0. 

Mam. Shall not advance thee better: no, nor falter. 


Act IL Scene IV. 
Subtle, Face, Dol. 


As he bit ? Has he bie 2 | 
Fac. And fwallow’d too, my Subtle. — 
I ha’ giv’n him Line, and now he plays, y faich. 
Sub. And thall we twitch him? 
Fac. Thorow both the Gills. 
A wench is a rare bait, with which a man 


‘No fooner’s taken, but, he ftraight firks mad. 


Sub. Dol, my Lord Wha't’’bums Sifter, you muft now 


hry, y 


Tl keep my diftance, laugh, and talk aloud; 
Have all the tricks of a proudicurvy Lady, | 
And be as rude as her woman. Fac. Well faid, Sanguine. 
Sub. But will he fend his Andirons ? . 
_ Fae. His Jack too; | 
And’s Iron fhooing-horn: Iha’ fpokentohim. Well, 
I- muft not lofe my wary Gamelter, yonder. . 
Sub. O Monfieur Caution, that will not be gull’d ? 
Fac. I, if I can ttrike a fine hook into him, now, 
The Temple-Church, there I have caft mine Angle. 
Well, pray for me.: Dll about it. 
Sub. What, more Gudgeons ! [One knocks. 
Dol, {cout, {coat ftay, Face, you muft go to the door: 


Dol. 1 know him not. He looks like 2a Gold-end-man. 
Sub. Gods fortis he, he faid he would fend7z.- 
What call you him? 2.47, ogre hae gy oh aa 
The fanGifed Elder, that fhould deal “- f*#ver- We. 
For Mammon’s Jack and Andirons! Let himin. — 
Stay, help me off, firft, wich my Gown. Away 
Madam, to yoyr withdrawing Chamber. Now, 

In a new tune, new gefture, buc old language, 
This fellow is fent from one negotiates with me 
About the Stone too ; for the doly Brethren 

Of Amfterdam, the exil’d Saints: that hope 

To raife their Di/cipline by it. I muft ufe him 


In fome ftrange fafhion, now, tomakehimadmireme. #2 
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Aé&t IJ. ‘Scene V. | 
Subtle, Face, Ananias. 


W Here is my drudge? Fac. Sir. 

Sub: ‘Take away the Recipient, =i 
And rectifie your Men‘trye from the Phlegma. 
Then pour it o’ the Sol, in the Cucurbite, 

VA weet ff or, And let em i Fac. - Sir. 

Y *v And fave the ground? Swo. No. Terra dawnata 
arf ee Muft nor have entrance in the work. Who are you ? 
Aa) sacar “Yt ina. A faithful Brother, if it pleafe you. 

Sub. Whar’s that ? 
Ais git, or A Lullianiff? a Ripley? Filius arts? 


M. ref Can you fublime and dulcifie 2? calcine ? 
ah - dC DK now you the Sapor Pontick 2? Sapor Styptich? 


fee. Or what is bomogene, or heterogene ? 
Ap we Ana. Vunderftand no Heathen language, truly, 
JS4 


Sub. Heathen, you Knipper Doling ? Is Ars Sacra, 
Or Chry{cpwia, or Spagyrica, 
Or the Pamphyfick, or Panarchick knowledge, 
A Tkath-» language? Ana. Heathen Greek, Leake it. 
: Sub. How? Heathen Greek ? 
bokarf fe tI Ana, All’s Heathen but the Hebrew. i Chim, 
v4 Loo: Sub. Sirrah, my Varlet, ftand you forth, and {peak to 
ee Like a Philofopher: Anfwer 7’ the language. 
Name the Vexations, and the Martyrizations 
Of Metalsin the work, Fac. Sir, Putrefaction, 
Solution, Ablution, Sublimation, 
Cobsbati n, Calcination, Ceration, and #2 3 
Fixation. Sub. This is Heathen Greek, to you, now? 
And when comes Vivification? Fac. After Mortification 
Sub. What’s Cobchation? Fac. ’Tis the pouring on 
‘Your Agua Regs, and then drawing him off, 
To the Trine Circle of the Seven Sphears. 


Sub. Whats the proper paffion of Metals ? 
Fac. Malleation. . 
Sub. What’s your ultimum fupplicium auri? 
Bac. Antimonium. (Mercury ? 
Sub. This’s Heathen Greek to you? And what’s your 
Fac. A very fugitive, he will be gone, Sir. 

* Sub, How know youhim? Fac, By his V2/co/itie, 


His Olecfity, and his Sufcitability. 
oe Sb. How do you fublime him? 
‘+ "\  * Fac. With the calce of Egg-thells, 
"White Marble, Chalk. Sub. Your Magifterium, now? 
What’sthat ? Fac. Shifting, Sir, your Elements, 
Dry intocold, cold into moift, moiftin- —_ 
to hot, hot into ‘dry. 
Sub. This’s Heathen Greek to you ftill ? 
Your Lapis Philofopbices? Fac.” Tis a Stone, and not 
A Stone; a Spirit, a Soul, and a Body: 
Which if you do diffelwe, it is diffolu’d ; 
If you coagulate, it is coagulated; 
If you make it co fly, ic fleth. Sub. Enough. 
This’s Heathen Greek'to you? What are you, Sir ? 
| Ana. Pleafc you, a fervant of the Exil’d Brethren, « 
That deal with Widows, and with Orphans Goods 3 
And make a juft acconnt unto the Saints : 
A Deacon. Sab. O, you are fent from Mafter Wholfome, 
Your Teacher? Ana. From Tribslation Wholfome, 
Our very zealous Pa/for. Sub. Good. I have 
Some Orphans Goods to come here. 
Ana, OF what kinds Sir ? 


Sub. Pewter, and Brafs, Andirons, and Kitchin-ware, 


Metals, that-we muft ufe our Med’cine on: 
Wherein the Brethren may have a penrorth, 
For ready money. Ana. Were the Orphans Parents” 
Sincere Profeffors? = 

Sub. Why do you-ask? Ana. Becaufe 
We then are to deal juftly, and give (in truth) | 
Their uemoft value. Sb. Slid, you’ld cozen elfe, 
And if their Parents were not of che faithful ? 


emift. 


I will not cruft you, now I think on’e, | 
‘Till I ha’ calk’'d with your Paffor. Ha’ you brought money 
To buy more Coals : = i 
' Ama. No, furely. Sub. No? Howfo?': | 
Ana. The Brethren bid me fay unto you; Sir‘ - 
Surely, they will not venture any more,: °° | 
Till they may fee projection. — 

Sub. How! dna. Yo have had, a ee 
For che Inftruments, as Bricks, and Lome, and Glaffes, 
Already thirty pound ; and for Materials, : 
They fay, fome ninery more: And they have heard fince, 
That one, at Heidelberg, made it of an Egg. 
And a {mall paper of Pin-duft, 

Sub. What's your Name? 

Ana. My Name is Ananias. 

Sub. Our, the Varlec | 
That cozen’d the Apoftles ! Hence, away, 
Flee Mifchief'; had your boly Confiftory 
No Name to fend me, of another found, 
Than wicked Ananias? fend your Elders 
| Hicher, to make attonement for you, quickly, 
And gi’ me fatisfaGtion; or out goes 7 
The fire: and down th’ Alembeks, and the fornace. 
Piger Henricuws, or what not. Thou wretch 
Both Sericon, and Bufo, thall be loft, + rothe > fibre <4 
Tell ’em. All hope of rooting out che Bifhops,7 et a 
Or th’ Antichriftian Hierarchy fhall perith, “*=7% #41“ 
If they ftay threefcore minutes. ‘The Aqudty, Nee 
Terreity, and Sulpbureity . -* 
Shall run together again, and all be annull’d, 
Thou wicked Ananias. This will ferch ’em, 
And make’em hafte cowards their gulling more. 
A man mutt deal like a rough Nurtie, and fright 
Thofe that are froward to an appetite. 


Act II. Scene VI. 
Face, Subtle, Drugger. 


H* bufie with his Spirits, bute we'll upon him. 
= Sub. How now! What mates? What Baserds ha’ 
we here ? ad, 

Fac. I told you, he would be furious. Sir, here’s Nab, 
Has brought you another piece of Gold to look on: 
(We muftappeafehim. Give it me) and prays you, 
You would devife (what is ie Nab?) Dru. A fign, Sir. 

Fac. I, a good Jucky one, a thriving fign, Door. 

Sub. I was devifing now. 

Fac. (Slight, do not fay fo, 

He will repent he ga’ you any more.) 
What fay you to his Con/tellation, Doctor ? 


ad, 
wot 
a 
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Sub. No, that way is ftale, and common. 
A Townfman born in Taurus, gives the Bull; 
Or the Bulls-head: In Aries, the Ram. 
A poor device. No, I will have his Name 
Form’d in fome myftick Chara@er; whofe Radii, 
Striking the Senfes of the paffers by, 
Shall, by a vircual influence, breed affections, — 
That may refult upon the parry ownsit: 
Asthus-——— Fac. Nab! 
” Sub. He firft thall have a Bell, that’s Abel; 
And by it ftanding one whofe Name is Dee, - 
In a Rug Gown;’there’s D, and Rug, that’s Drug? 
And right anentt him a Dog {narling Er ; «A 2guar7. 
There's Dragger, Abel Drugger. That’shisfign, 2 ° 
And here's now Afjfery, and Hieroglyphick ! OO 
‘Fac: Abel, thou art made. 
Dru. Sir, I dothank his Worfhip. 
Fac. Six o’thy legs more will notdo it, Nab. 
He has brought you a Pipe of Zobacco, Dogor. 
Dru. Yes, Sir: 
I have another thing I would impart-—— 


ac. Out with ic, Nab. 
; i Dee, Me 


Loe 
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Dru. Sir, there is lodg’d, hard by me 
A rich young Widow—— Fac. Good ! a: bona roba ? 
Dru. But Nineteen at the moft. 697. Ap. A LEZ O 
Fac. Very good, Abel. 2A. 9. 3 
Dru. Marry, fl’is not in fafhion yet; fhe wears 
A hood ; but ’t ftands acop* :Fac. No matter, bel. 
Dru. And Ido now and ‘he give her a fucs 
Fac. What! doft-thou deal, Nab ? 
Sub. I did tell you, Captain. + < (trufts me 
Dra. And Phyfick too fometime, Sir: for'which the 
Wich all her mind. She’s conie up here of purpofe 
To learn the Fafhion. — a 
Fac. Good (his match tao!) on, Nab. 
Dru. And fhe do's {trangely long to know het fortune. 
Fac.. Gods lid, Nab, fend her to the Doé¢tor hither. 
Dru. Yes, [have fpoke‘to her of his Worfhip already : 


~ Bur the’s afraid‘ie will be blown abroad, 


And hurt her Marriage. Fac. Hurt it ? Tis the way 
To heal it, if ?ewere hurt 3 to make it more 


| Follow’d and fought: Nab, thou thale tell her’ this. 


She'll be more known, more talk’d of; and your Widows 
Are ne’er of any price till they be famous; 

Their Honour is their multitude of Suitors : 

Send her, it may be thy good fortune. What ?— 

Thou doftnot know. Dru. No; Sir, fhe'll never marry 


~ Undera Knight. Her Brorther‘has made a Vow. 


Fac. What, and doftthcu difpair, my little Nad, 
Knowing what the Doétor has-fe¢ down for thez, 
And feeing fo many of the City dubb’d?) 

One Glafs o’ thy water, with a. Madam, I know - 


~ Will have ie done, Nab. What's her Brother ? a Knight 2 


Dr#. No,Sir,a'Gentleman newly warm in ’hisland,Sir, 
scarce cold in hisone and twenty, that do’s govern 
His Sifter heres and isa man himfelf Oee4 
Of fome three thoufand a year, and is come up: 
To learn to quarrel, and ‘to live by his Wits, © - 
And will go down again, and die i’ the Countrey. 
' Fac. How! to quarrel’? - : | 
Dru. Yes, Sir, to carry Quarrek, | 
As Gallancs do, and manage ’em by Line. >) 
Fae. *Slid, Nab! The Doétor is the only-mary - 
In Chriffendom for him. He has made a Table, - 
VVith Mathematical Demonftrations, ee. 
Touching the Art of Quarrels. He will give him 
An Inftrument to quarrel by. Gb, bring em both, 
Him and his Sifter. And, for thee, wich her 
The Do&or happ'ly may perfwade. Go to. 
“shat give his VVorthip a new Damask Suit. 
Upon the premiffes. | 
Sub. O, good Captain. Fac. He hall, 
He isthe honefteft fellow, Doéor. Stay not, 
No Offers, bring the Damask, and the Parties. 
Dru. [Pil try my power, Sir. 
¥ac, And thy willtoo, Nab. | : 
Sub. "Tis good Tobacco, this! what is’ an Ounce ? 
Fac. He'll fend youa pound, Door. 
Sab. O, no. Fac. He will do’t. | 
Ic is the goodeft Soul. - Abel, about it. 
(Thou thalt know more anon. Away, be gone.) 
A miferable Rogue, and lives with Cheefe, 
And has the worms.’ That was the Caufe indeed - 
VVhy he came now. He dealt wich me in private, 
To get a Med’cine for ‘em. re : | 
Sab. And thall, Sir. This works. 
Fac. A wite, a wife for one onus, my dear Swbtle : 
VVe'll e’ne draw lots, and he chat fails, fhall have 


+ The more in Goods, the other has in Tail. 


Sub. Rather che lefs. 
She may want Grains, 
Fac. I, orbe fychaburden, - : 
A man would fcarce endure her for the whole. 
Sub. -Faich, beft let’s fee her firft,;and then determine. 
Fac. Content. Bue Do/ muft ha’ no breath .on’e. 
S#b. Mum. oo 


For fhe may be fo light | 


/ 
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Away, you to your Surly yonder, catch him. 
' Fac, ’Pray God [ha’ not ftaid too long. 
Sub, I fear it. 


Act III. Scene I. 


Tribulation, Ananias. 


; ieee chaftifements are common to the Saints, — 
And fuch rebukes we of the feparation | 
Muft bear, witly.willing fhoulders, as the trials 
Sent forth to tempt our frailties. 
Ana. In pure Zeal — 
Ido not like che man, Heisa Heathen, 
And {peaks che Language of Canaan, truly. 
Zri. I think hima prophane perion indeed. 
Ana. He bears 
The vifible mark of the Beaft in his fore-head. 
And for his ffese, it is a work of darknefs, 
And with Philofopby blinds the eyes of man. 
Tri. Good Brother, we muft bend unto all means 
That may give furtherance to the boly Cau/e. 
dina. Which his cannot: The /anétified Caufe 
Should have a fanétified Courfe. - 
Zr. Not always neceflary : 7 
The Children of Perdition are oft-times 
Made Inftruments even of the greateft works. 
Befide, we fhould give fomewhat to:mans nature, 
The place he lives in, ftill about che fire, 
And fume of Metals, that intoxicate 
The brainof man, and make him prone to Paffion. 
Where have you greater Arheifts than your Cooks? 
Or more prophane, or cholerick, than your Glafs-men ? 
More -Astichriftian than your Bell-founders ? 
What makes the :Devil fo devillith, I would ask you, 
Sathan, our common Enemy; but his being 
Perpetually about the fire, and boiling ; 
Brimftone and Arfnick? We muit give, I fay, 
Unto the motives, and the ftirrers up 
Of Humors in the blood.. It may be fo. 
When as the work is done, the /fome is made, 
This heat of hismay turninto a Zeal, © 4, 
And ftand up for the beauteous difcipline, 7+ «.<-7*~ LY Lanse 
Againft the menftruous Cloth, and Rag of Rome, 77 “*~2 
We muft awaic hiscalling, and the coming “~~ gia a 
Of the good Spirit. You did faule, cupbraid him 
With che Brethrens blefling of Heidelberg, weighing 
What need we have to haiten on the work, 
For the reftoring of the filenc’d Saints, 
Which ne’er will be, but by the Philofophers Stome. 
And fo a learned Elder, one of Scotland, 
Affur'd mes Aurum potabile being 
The only Med'cine, for the civil Magftrace, 
T’ incline him to a feeling of the Caufe; 


} And muftbe daily us’d in the Difeafe. 


Ana. I have nor edified more, traly, by Man ; 
Not fince the beautiful light firft thone on me: 
And I am fad my Zeal hath fo offended. 
Zri. Let us call on him chen. 
Ana. The motion’s good, ae 
And of the Spiric ; I will knock firft : Peace be within. 


Act II. 


Subtle, Tribulation, Anania. 


Scene II. 


"Are you come?’ T was time. Your threefcore minutes 
O Were at laft chread, you fee ; and down had gone 
Furnus acedie, Turrss circulatorins : 
Lembek, Bolts-bead, Retort, and Pelicane 
Had all been cinders. Wicked Ananizas! 
Art thou return’d ? Nay then, it gozs down yet. 


Tri. 
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Tri. Sir, be appeafed, he is come to humble 
Himtelf in Spirit, and to ask your patience, 

If too much Zeal hath carried him afide 
From the due path. Sab. Why, this doth qualifie! 

Tri. The Brethren had no purpofe, verily, — 
To give you the leaft Grievance : but are ready 

To lend their willing hands to any project 
The Spirit and you direé. a * 

Sub. This qualifies more! 

Tri. Aad for the OrphansGoods, let them be valu’d, 
Or what is needful elfe to the holy work, | 
It fhall be numbred; here, by me, the Sasnts 
Throw down their Purfe betore you. : 

Sub. This qualifies moft! os 
Why, thus it fhould be, now you underftand. 

Have I diicours’d fo unto you of our Stone, 

- And of the good that it fhall bring your Caufe ? 
Shew’d you, (befide the main of hiring Forces 
Abroad, drawing the Hollanders, your Friends, 

Fiom th’ Indies, to ferve you, with all their Fleet) 
That even the med’cinal ufe fhall make you a Faction, 
And Parry in the Realm? As, put the cate, 

That fome great man in State, he have the Gout, 
Why, you but fend three drops of your Elixir, — 
You help him ftraight: there you have made a friend. 
Another has the Palfie, or the Dropfie,. | 
Hetakes of your incombutftible ftuff, 

He’s young again : there you have made a friend. 
A Lady that is paft the feat of body, 

Tho not of mind, and hath her Face decay’d 
Beyond all cure of Paintings, you reftore «22: 


GLK aoe herb ith the Oyl of Talek; there you have made a friend : 
ffir ve thy, 


a hep, And all her friends. A Lord that is a Leper 
Ley We wg A Knighe chat has the Bone-ach, or a Squire 
de f- ¥ ww, With a bare fricace of your Med’cine: {till 
Mer © fo FodtenY ou increafe your friends. | 

Tri. I, “tis very pregnant.. 


To Plate at Chri ma{s-———_ 
yp ‘ase oll Ana, Chriff-tide, I pray you. 
Loi ws Sub. Yet Ananias ? ua | 
sina, [have done. Sub. Or changing 
Ilis parcel gile to maffic Gold. You cannot 
938 But raife your friends.. Withal, to be of power 
To pay an Army inthe field, to buy 
The King of France out of his Realms, or Spain 
Out of his Indies. What can you not, do 
Againft Lords {piritual or temporal, 
That fhall oppone you? Tri. Verily ’tis true. 
We may betemporal Lords our felves, I take it. 
Sub, You may beany thing, and leave off to make 
Long-winded Exercifes: or fuck u 
Your ha, and hum, in a tune. t not deny, 
- But fuch as are nor graced in a Strate, ) 
May, for thcir Ends, be adverfe in Religion, 
And get a tune to call the Flock together: 
For (to fay footh) a tune docs much with women, 
And other phlegmatick people, it is your Bell. 
Ana. Bells are prophane : a tune may be religious. 
Sub. No warning with you? Then farewel my patience. 
*Stighr, it fhall down: I will not be chus tortur’d. 
Zr: I pray you, Sir. : 
Sub. All thall perith. [have {poke it. 
Tr, Let me find Grace, Sir, in your eyes ; the man 
He itands correéted: neither did his zeal 
(But as your felr) allow a tune fomewhere. 
Which now being to’ard the Stone,. we fhall not need. 
Sub. No, nor your holy Vizard, to win widows 
To give you Legacies; or make zealous wives 
To rob their husbands for the Corsmon Cau(e : 
Nos take the {tart of Bonds broke but one day, 
And fay, they were forfeited by Providence. 
Nor fhall you nced o’re night co eat huge meals, 


The Alckemift. 


cat, hae hath both thefe, you make’em {mooth and found, 


Sub. And then the turning of this Lawyer’s Pewter | 


Tocelebrate your next days Faft the better : 
The whilft che Brethresand the Sifters humbled, 
Abate the ftiffnefs of the flefh. Nor caft 
Before your hungry Hearers fcrupulous Bones ; 
As whether a Chriftian may hawk or hunt, 
Or whether Matrons of the Holy Affembly 
May lay their Hair out, or wear Doublets ; 
Or have that Idol Search about their Linnen. 
Ana. It is indeed an Idol. 
Tri. Mind him not, Sir. , 
I do command thee, Spirit (of zeal, but trouble) 
To peace within him. Pray you, Sir, go on. 
Sub. Nor fhall you need to libel ’gainft the Prelates, 


| And fhorten fo your Ears againit the hearing 


Of the next wire-drawnGrace. Nor of neceflity 
Rail againft Plays, to pleafe the Alderman, 
Whofe daily Cuftard you devour. Nor lie 
Wich zealous Rage till youarehoarfe. Not one 
Of theie fo fingular Arts. Nor call your felves 
By Names of Tribulation, Perfecution, 
Reftraint, Long- Patience, and fuch like affected 
By the whole family, or wood of you, 
Only for Glory, and to catch the Ear 
Ot the Difciple. Tri. Truly, Sir, they are 
Ways thatthe Godly Brethren have invented 
For propagation of the Glorious Canfe, 
As very notable means, and whereby alfo © 
Themfelves grow foon, and profitably famous. 
Sub. O, buethe Stone, all’s idle to’t! nothing! 
The Art of Angels, Natures Miracle, 
The Divine Secret chat doth fly in Clouds — 
From Eaf to Wef#; and whofe tradition 
Is not from Men, but Spirits. 
Ana. hate Traditions : 


‘Ido not truft them—— 7ri. Peace. 


Ana. They are Popifh, all 
I will not peace. I will noc—— Tri. Ananias.\ 
Ana.Pleafe the prophane,to grieve the godly:I may not. 
Sub. Well, Ananias, thou thalt over-come. — 
Tri. It isan ignorant zeal that haunts him, Sir. 
But truly, elfe, a very faithful Brother, 
A Botcher: and a man, by revelation, 
That hath a competent knowledge of the truth. 
Sub. Has he acompetenc fum there i’ the Bag 
To buy the Goods within? I am made Guardian, 
And mult, for Charity and Confcience fake, 
Now fee the moft be made for my poor Orphan : 
TholI defire the Brethren too, good Gainers. 
There they are within. When you have view’d, and 
hought ’em. 
And tane the Inventory of what they are, _ 
They are ready for Projection ; there’s no more 
Todo: Caft onthe Aed’cine, fo much Silver 
As there is Tin there, fo much Gold as Brafs, 
Vil giic youin by weight. 77. But how long time, 
Sir, muft che Saintsexpec& yer? Sub. Let me fee, 
How’s the Moon now ? Eight, nine, ten days hence 
He will be S#lver Potate; then chree days 
Before he Citronife : fome fiftéen days 


-| The Magifterium will be perfected. 


Ana. About the fecond day of the third week, 
In the ninth month? Sb. Yes, my good Ananias. 
Tri. What will the Orphans Goods arife to, think you ? 
Sub. Some hundred Marks, as much as fill’d chree Cars, 
Unladed now: you'll make fix Millions of ’em. 
But I muft ha’ more Coals laid in. 
Tri. How! Swb. Another Load, | 
And then we have finifh’'d. We muft now increafe 
Our fire to Igns ardens, we are paft 
Fimus equinus, Balnei Cinerss, 
And all chofe lenter heats. If the holy Purfe 
Should with this draughe fall low, and that the Saints 
Do need a prefent fum, I have a trick 
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Tomeltthe Pewter, you fhall buy now, inftanely, 
And with a tinéture make you as good Dstch Dollars 
As any are in Holland. Tri. Can you fo? 

Sub. I, and thall *bide the third Examinadon. 

Ana, It will be joyful tidings to the Brethrex. 

Sub. But you muft carry it fecret. 7rs. I, but ftay, 
This a&@ of coyning, isic lawful? .4ne. Lawful? 
We know no Magiftrate. Or, if we did, 

288 This ’s forreign Coin. 
Sub. Ic is no coining, Sir. 
It is but cafting. 7Zri% Ha? you diftinguith well. 
Cafting af Money may be lawful. Axa. ‘Tis, Sir. 
Tri. Truly, I take 1¢ fo. 
Sub, There is no {cruple, 
. Sir, to be made of it; believe Ananias : 
‘This Cafe of Confcience he is ftudied in. 

Tri. Vill makea queftion of ic to.the Brethren. 

Ana. The Brethren fhall approve it lawful, doubt not. 
Where fhali it be done ? 

Sab. For that we'll talk anon. (Knock ‘without. 
There’s fome to {peak with me. Go in, I pray you, 
And view the parcels. ‘That's the Inventory. 

I'll come to you ftraight. Who isit? Face! Appear. 


Act Ill. Scene IIL. 
Subtle, Face, Dol, 


Ow now? Good Prize? 
Fac. Good Pox! — cauftive Cheater 
Nevercame on. Sub. Howrthen? . ee 
Fac. ha’ walk’d the round jee 04 eee 
Fill now, and no fuch thing. ge oa 
Sub. And he’ you quit him? , (happy. 
Fac. Quithim? an hell would quit him too, he were 
*Slighe would you have me ftalk like a Mill Jade, 
All day, for one that will noe.yield us Grains? . 
I know him of old. S#b. O, but to ha’ gull’d him, 
Had been a maiftry. Fac. Let him go, black Boy, 
And turnthee, that fome frefh news may poffefs thee. 
A Noble Count, a Don of Spais (my dear — 
DeliciousCompeer, and my Party-bawd) 
Who is come hither, private for his Confcience, 

89 And brought Munition with him, fix great Sloops, 
Bigger than three Dutch Hoys, befide round inks 
Furnith’d with Piftolecs, and Pieces of Eight, - 

Will ftreight be here, my Rogue, to have thy Bath, 
(That is the colour) and to make his Batery 
Upon our Dol, our Caftle, our Cinque-Port, 
Our Dover Pire, our what thou wilt. Where is fhe ? 
She muft prepare Perfumes, delicate Linnen, 
The Bath in chief, a Banquet, and her Wirt, 
For fhe muft milk his Epididynnss. 
Where isthe Doxy? Sub. Til fend her to thee : 
And but difpatch my Brace of little Fobs Leydens, 
And come again my felf. Fee. Are they ‘within then ? 
Sab. Numbring the fum. Fac. How much ? 
Sub. A hundred Marks, Boy: | 
Fac. Why, this’s a lucky day! Ten pounds of Marnmon! 
Three o? my Clark! A Portague 0” my Grocer : 
This o’ che Brethren ! befide Reverfions, 
And States to come ?? the Widow, and my Cesst ! 
My fhare to day will not be bought for forty-——— 
Dol, What ? 
Fae. Pounds, dainty Dorothee, afe thou fo near? 
Dol. Yes, fay Lord General, how fares our Camp ? 
Fac. As with the few that had intrench’d chemfelves 
Safe, by their Difcipline, againft 2 world, Doi. 
. And laugh’d within chofe Trenches, and ggew fat 
Wich thinking on the Booties, Dol, brought in | 
Daily by their {mall Parties. ‘This dear hour ~ 
A doughty Dor is taken with my Dol; 
And chou mailt make his Ranfom what thou wile, 
- My Doufabel: He thall be brought here ferter’¢ 


Qnecre of Celle, fo Jung. ath. fof, Yinjfmn, 
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With thy fair looks before he fees thee ; and thrown 
In a Down-bed, as dark as any Dungeon ; 
Where chou fhalt keep him waking wich thy Drum ; 
Thy Drum, my Dol; thy Drum; tillhe be tame, 
As the poor Black-birds were 7’ che great Froft, 
Or Bees are wich a Bafon ; and fo hive him 
I the Swan-skin Coverlid, and Cambrick Sheets; 
Till he work Honey and Wax, my little Gods gift. -: 
Dol. What ishe, General? Fac. An Adalantado, . 
A Grande, Girl. Was not my Dapper here yet? 
Dol. No. Fac. Normy Dragger ? 
Dol. Neither. Fac. A Pox on’em, 
They are fo long a furnifhing ! Such Stinkards 
Would not be feen upon thefe feftival days. 
How now! ha’ you done? | 
Sub. Done. They are gone. The Su 


840 


| Isherein bank, my Face. I would we knew 


Another Chapman now would buy ’em out-righte. 

Fac. *Slid, Nab fhall do’ againtt he ha’ the widow; 
To furnith houfhold. Sw#b. Excellent well thought on.. 
Pray Godhe come. Fac. I pray he keep away 
Till our new bufinefs be o’re paft. Sud. But, Face; 
How cam/’it chou by this Secret Don? Fac. A Spicit - 
Brought me th’ intelligence in 2 paper hére, | 
As I was conjuring yonder in my Circle 
For Surly, I ha’ my Fliesabroad. ‘Your Bath 
Is famous, Subtle, by my means. Sweet Dol, 

You muft go tune your Virginal, no lofing 

O’ the leaft time. And do you hear ? good aétion:, 
Firk, like a Flounder; kifs, like a Scallop, clofe: A“# ~~ 
ny tickle him with thy Mother-tongue. 
Veraugo 


tna, 

hthy N His great Aue concen 

has not a joc of Language: y, ise, BH FP | 
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So much the eafier to be cozen’ds my Dolly, liar Aial 
He will come here in.a hir’d Coach, obfcure, may Fate te, 2 


And our own Coach-man, whom I have fenc as Guide, 
No creature elfe.. Who's that ? (One kaucks. 
Sab. It isno: he! 
Fae. O no, nor yet thishour. « 
Sub. Whoist? Dol. Dapper, 
Your Clark. Fac. God’s will then, Queen of Fairy, 
On with your Tyre; and, Door, with your Robes. 
Let’s difpacch him forGod’s fake. Sub. ”T will be long. 
Fac. I warrant you, take but the Cues I give you, 
It fhall be brief enough. Slight, here are more! 
Abel, and I think the angry Boy, the Heir, 
That fain would quarrel. 
Sub. And the Widow ? Fac. No, 
Not that I fee.» Away. O, Sir, you are welcome, 


Act HII, Scene IV. 
Face, Dapper, Drugger, Kaftril, c 


He Door is within a moving for you; 
(I have had the moft ado to win him to iry 
He {wears you'll be the dearling o’ che Dice: 
He never heard her Highnefs dote till now (he fays.) 
Your Aunt has giv’n you the moft gracious words 
That can be thoughton. Dap. ShallI fee her Grace ? 
Fac. See her, and kifs her coo. Whar, honeft Nab! 
Ha’ft brought the Damask ? Nab. No, Sir, here’s Tobacco. 
Fac. Tis well done,Nab: Thou’lt bring the Damask too? 
Dru, Yes,here’s the Gentleman,Captain,Mafter Kafril, 
I have brought to fee the Door. 
Fac. Where's the widow ? 
Dru. Sir, as he likes, hisSifter (he fays) thall come. 
Fac. O, is it fo? Good time. Is your Name Kaftril, Sir? 
Kaf. I, and che beit of che Kafrils, Pild be forry elfe, 
By fitteen hundred a year. Where is this Doctor? 
My mad Tobacco-boy, here, tells me of one 
That can do things. Has heany Skill? Fac.Wherein, Sir? 
Kaf. ‘Tocarry a bufinefs, manage a Quarrel fairly, 
Upon fit terms. Fac. Ic feems, Sir, yo’ are but young 
About the own, that can make chat a Queftion! 


Kaf. 


og? But never in Diameter. 


Kaj. Sir, not fo young, but I have heard fome fpeech 
OF the angry Boys, and feen ’em take Tobacco ; 
And in his Shop: And I can take it too. 

And I would fain be one of ’em, and go down 
And practife ? the Countrey. Fac. Sir, for the Dusllo, 
The Doéor, I aflure you, fhall inform you, 

To the leaft fhadow of a hair: and fhew you 
An Inftrument he has of his own making, 
Where» ith no fooner fhall you make report 

Of any Quaryel, but he will take the height on’e 
Moft inftantly, and tell in what degree 

OF Safery iclies in, or Mortality. 

And how ic may be born, whether in a Right Line 
Or a Half-Circle 5 or may elfe be caft 

Into an angle blunt, if not acute: 

All ch:she will demonttrate. And then, Rules 
Togive and takethe Lieby. Ka/’ How? to take it? 
Fac. Yes, in Oblique he'll thew you, or in Carcle 5 

The whole Town 
Study his Theoremes, and difpute them ordinarily 
At the eating Acad:mies. Kaf. Bue-does he teach 
Living by the wistoo? Fac. Any thing whatever. 
You cannot chink chat Subriley bue he reads tt. 
He made mea Captain.: I wasa ftark Pimp, 
Juft o& your ftanding, ?tore I met with him: 
{ci? nottwo months fince. Pl tell you his method : 
Firft, he will encer you at fome Ordinary. 
Kaf. No, Pil not come there. You thall pardon me. 
Fac. For why, Sir? | te 
Kaf. There’s gaming there, and tricks. - 
Fac. Why, would you be | 
A Gallant, and not game? Kaj. I, ‘ewill {pend a man. 
Fac. Spend you? Ic will repair you when you are {pent. 
How do they live by their wits there, that have vented 
Six times your Fortunes ? 
Ka/. What, three thoufand a year! 
Fac. I, forty thoufand. | 
Kaof Arethere fuch?. Fac. I, Sir. 
And Gallants yet. Here’s a young Gentleman 
Js born to nothing, forty Marksa year, 
WhichI count nothing. He is to be initiated, 
And have a ffyeo’che Doctor. He will winyou — 
By unrefiftable 'uck, within this fortnight, 
Enough co buy a Barony. They will fee him 
Upmolt at che Groom-Porters all the Chriffma/s !} 
And for the whole year through at every place 
Where there is play, prefent him with the Chair ; 
The belt Attendance, the beft Drink ; fometimes 
Two Glaffes of Canary, and pay nothing ; 
The pureft Linnen, and the fharpeft Knife, 
The Partridg next his Trencher : and fomewhere 
The dainty Bed, in private, withtthe dainty. 
You fhall ha’ your Ordinaries bid for him, 
As Play-honfes tor a Poet ; and the Mafter 
Pay him aloudto name what Dih he affects, 
Which mult be buccer’d Shrimps: and thofe that drink 
To no mouth elfe, will drink to his, as being 
The goodly, prefident Mouth of all che Board. 
Kaf. Do you not gull one? 
Fac. ’Od’s my life! Da you think it ¢ 
You fhall have a caft Commander, (can but get 
In credit with a Giover, or a Spurrier, 
For fome two pair of either’s ware, afore hand) 
Will, by moft {wift Pofts dealing witch him, _ 
Arrive at competent meansto keep himfelf, 
His Punk, and naked Boy, in excellent fafhion, 


And be admir’d for’. Ka? Will the Door teach this? | Juft twenty Nobles. Fac. O, you are too juft. 


Fac. He willdo more, Sir, when your Land 1s gone, 
(As men cf Spirit hate to keep Earth lonz) 
In a vacation, when {mall money is ftirring, 
And Ordinaries fufpended cill che Term, 
He'll thew a perfpective, where on one fide 
You fhall behold the Faces and the Perfons 
OF all fufficiene young Heirs in Town, 


The Alckemift. Zi, te Lg: 


Whofe Bonds are currant for Commodity ; 
On th’ other fide, the Merchants Forms, and others, 
That without help of any fecond Broker, - 
(Who would expect a fhare) will truft fuch parcels. 
In the third Square, the very Screet, and Sign 
Where the Commodity dwells, and does but wait 
To bedeliver'd, be ic Pepper, Sope, 
Hops, or Tobacco, Oat-meal, Woad, or Cheefes. 
All which you may fo handle, to enjoy 
To your own ufé, and never ftand oblig’d. 
Kaf. Ptaich! Is he fuch a Fellow? 
Fac. Why, Nad here knows him. . 
And then for making Matches for rich Widows, 
Young Gentlewomen, Heirs, the forrunat’ft man! 
He’s fent co, far and near, all over England, 
To have his Counfel, and to know their Fortunes. . 
Kaf. Gods will, my Sufter thall fee him. 
Fac. Vil cell you, Sir, 
What he didtell me of Nab. Ic’sa ftrange thing! 
(By. the way, you mufteat no Cheefe, Nzb, it breeds 
Melancholy : 
And that fame Melancholy breeds Worms) but pafs ic, 
He told me, honeft Nab, here, was ne’re ac Tavern 
But once in’s life! Drx. Truth, and no more I was not. 
- Fac. And then he was fo fick-— 
Dry. Could hetell you that too ? 
Fac. How fhould I know it? — 
Dru. In troth we had been a fhooting, 
And had a piece of fat Ram-mutton co fupper, 
That lay fo heavy 0” my ftomack—— 
Fac. And he has no head 
To bear any Wine ; for what with the noife o’ the Fidlers, 
And care of his Shop, for he dares keep no Servants —— 
Drs. My head did fo ake 
Fac. As he was fain to be brought home, 
The Doctor told me. And then a good old woman-—— 
Dru. (Yes faith, fhe dwellsin Sea-coal-lane) did cure me, 
Wich fodden Ale, and Pellitory o’ the Wall : 
Coft me but two pence. I had another ficknefs 
Was worfe than that. Fee. I, that was with the grief 
Thou took’ft for being fefs'd at eighteen pence) +! -~. 392 
For the Water-work. / Dr#. In truth, and ie was like 
T’ have coft me almoft my life. Fac, Thy hainwent off? 
* Dru. Yes, Sir, ‘twas done for {pight. 
Fac. Nay, fo fays the Doéor. 
Kaf. Pray thee, Tobacco-boy, go fetch my Sufter, 
Pil fee this learned Boy before I go: 
And fo fhall the. Fac. Sir, he is bufie now: 
But if you have a Sifter to fetch hither, 
Perhaps your own pains may command her fooner ; 
And he by that time will be free. Kaf. I go. 
Fac. Drugger, fhe’s thine: the Damask. (Subtle and I 
Mutt wraftle tor her.) Come on, Matter Dapper. 
You fee how I turn Clients here away, 
To give your Caufe difpacch. Ha’ you perform’d 
The Ceremonies were enjoyn’d you? 
Dap. Yes, o' the Vinegar, 
And the clean Shire. 
Fac. °Tis well: that Shirt may do you 
More worthip than you think. Your Aunt’s afire, 
But that the will nor thew it, ¢ havea fight on you. 
Ha’ you provided for her Graces Servants ? 
Dap. Yes, here are fix {core Edward Shillings. 
Fac. Good. ' 
Dap. And an old Harry’s Soveraign. Fac. Very. good. 
Dap. And three ‘fames Shillings, and an Elizabeth Groat, 


I would you had had the other Noble in Maries. 
Dap. Lhave fome Philip and Maries. Fac. I, thofe fame 
Are beft of all. Where are they ? Hark, the Dodor. . 


Act 


jg? 


A& UL. Scene V. 


Subtle, Face, Dapper, Dol. 
Subtle difgsis’d like a Prieft of Fairy. 


S yet her Graces Coufin come? Fac. He is come. 
[ Syb. And is he fafting? Fac. Yes. 

Sub. And hath cry’d Hum ? 

Fac. Thrice, you muft anfwer. Dap. Thrice. 

Sub. And as ott Buz ? 

Fac. If you have, fay. Dap.I have. Sub. Then,to her Cuz, 


_ Hoping that he hath Vinegar’d his Senfes, 


As he was bid, the Fairy Queen difpentés, — 


_ By me, this Robe, the Petticoat of Fortune ; 


Which that he ftraight put on, fhe doth importune. _ 
And though to Fortune near be her Petticoat, 
Yer nearer is her Smock, the Queen doth note: 
And therefore, even of that a piece the hath fent, 
Which, being a Child, to wrap him in was rent; | 
And prays him for a Scarf he now will wear it 
ith as much love as then her Grace did-tear it) 
bout his Byes, to thew he is fortunate. (They blind bim 
And, trufting unto her to make his State, with a Rag. 
He'll throw away all worldly Pelf about him ; 
Which that he will perform, fhe doth not doubt him. 
Fac. She need not doubt him, Sir. Alas,he has nothing, 
But what he will pare withal as willingly, , 
Upon her Graces word (Throw away your Purfe.) 
As fhe would ask it: (Handkerchiefs and all) 
She cannot bid chat thing, but he'll obey. 
(If you have a Ring about you, caft it off, 
Or a filver Seal at your Wrilt ; her Grace will fend 
Her Fairies here to fearch you, therefore deal 
Dire@ly with her Highne/s. If they find 
That you coneeal a Mite, you are undone.) 
| 7 H throws away, as they bid bim. 
Dap. Truly, there’s all. | 
Fac. All what? Dap. My Money, truly. 
' Fac. Keep nothing that is tranfitory about you. 
(Bid Dol play Mufick.) Look, the Elves are come 
To pinch you, if you tell not truth. Advife you. 
[Dol enters with a Cittern; they pinch bim. 


094 Dap. O,I have a Paper with a Spur-ryal in’t. Fac. Ti,té, 


They knew’t,they fay. Sub. Ti, ti, ti, ts, he has more yet. 
Fac. Ti, ti-ti-ti, V the torher Pocket ¢ 
Sub. Titi, tits, tits, tits, téts. 

They muft pinch him, or he will never confefs, they fay. 
Dap. O, 0. | 
Fac. Nay, pray you hold. He is her Graces Nephew. 

Ti, ti, ti? What care you? Good faith, you thall care. 


- Deal plainly, Sir, and fhame the Fairies. Shew 


You are an Innocent. 
Dap. By this good Light, I ha’ nothing. 
Sub. Tis ti, ti, ti, to ta. He does equivocate, the fays, 
Ti, ti do ti, ti ti do,tida; and fwears by the Light, when 
he is blinded. 


994 Dap. By this good Dark,I ha’ nothing but a Half-crown 


Of Gold; about my Wrift, chae my Love gave me; 
And a Leaden Heart I wore fin’ the forfook me. 

Fac. I thought ’twas fomething. And would you incur 
Your Aunts difpleafure for thefe Trifles? Come, 
I had rather you had thrown away twenty Half-crowns. 


"You may wear your Leaden Heart ftill. How now? 


Sub. What News, Dol ¢ , 
Dol. Yonder’s your Knight, Sir Mammon... 
- Fac. Gods lid, we never thought of him till now. | 
Where ishe? Dol. Here, hard by. H’is at the Door, 
Sub. ‘And you arg not ready now ? Dol, get_his Suit. 
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With fome Device. 7, titi, ti titi. Would her Grace 
{peak with me? — 


|[Icome. Help, Dol. Fac. Who’s there? Sir Epicure, 


[He {peaks through the Key-bole, the other knocking. 

My Mafter’s i’ che way. Pleafe von to walk . 
Three or four Turns, but till his back be turn’d, © 
And I am for you. Quickly, Dol. Ssb. Her Grace 
Commends her kindly to you, Mafter Dapper. ar? 

Dap. I long to fee her Grace. Sub. She now is fet. 
At Dinner in her Bed, and hasfent you __, 
From her own private Trencher, a dead Moufe, 
And a piece of Gingerbread, to be merry withal, 
And ftay your Stomach, left you faint with fafting : 
Yet if you could hold out till the faw you (the fays) 
It would be betrer‘for you. Fac. Sir, he hall 


Hold out, and ’ewere this two Hours, for her Highne/s ; 


Ican affure you that. We will not lofe 
All we ha’ done——— Sub. He mutft not fee, nor {peak 
To any body, tillchen. Fac. For that we'll put, Sir, 
A Stay in’s Mouth. Sub. Of what? Fac. Of Gingerbread. 
Make you ic fit. He that hath pleas’d her Grace 
Thus ar, fhall not now crinkle for a licele. 
Gape Sir, and let him fic you. S#b, Where thall we now 
Beftow him? Dol. P the Privy. Sub. Come along, Sir, 
I now muft thew you Fortsune’s Privy Lodgings. 
Fac. Are they perfum/’d, and his Bath ready? Swb. All. 
Only the Fumigation’s fomewhat ftrong. 
Fac. Sir Epicure, 1 am yours, Sir, by and by. 


#& 


A&t IV. Scene I. 


Face, Mammon, Dol. 


4. Sir, yo’ are come i’ the only fineft time— 
Mam. Where’sMafter? —_. | 
Fac. Now preparing for Projection, Sir. 
Your Stuff will b’ all chang’d thortly. 
Mam. Into Gold ? 
Fac. To Gold and Silver,Sir. A4am.Silver I care not for. 
Fac. Yes, Sir,a little to give Beggars. 
Mam. Where’s the Lady ? a 
Fac.At hand here. I ha’ cold her fuch brave thingso’ you, 
Touching dary Bounty, and your noble Spirice— 
Mam. Haft thou? 
Fac. As fhe is almoft in her Fit to fee you. 
But, good Sir, no Divinity ? your Conference, 
For fear of putting her in rage— Mem:I warrant thee. — 
Fac. Six Men will not hold her down. And then 
If the old Man fhould hear or fee you-—- Mam. Fear not. 
Fac. The very Houfe,Sir,would run mad. You know it, 
How fcrupulous he is, and violent,/ Rokr, 
’>Gainft che Tealt adi of Sin. Phyfick, or Mathematicks, 
Poetry, State, or Bawd'ry (as I told you) 
She will endure, and never ftarcle: But 


1 Noword of Controverfie., A4am.1 am {chool’d,good Glen, 


Fac. And you muft praife her Houfe, remember that, 
And her Nobility. Adam. Let me alone : : 
No Herald, nor no Antiquary, Lungs, 
Shall do it better. Go. Fac. Why, this is yet 
A kind of modern Happinefs, to have 
Dol Common for a great Lady. Mam. Now, Epicure, 
Heighten thy felf, talk to her, all in Gold ; 
Rain her as many Showers as Fove did Drops 
Unto his Dense : Shew theGod a Mifer, | 
Compar’d with Adammon. What ? the Stone will do’. 
She fhall feel Gold, tafte Gold, hear Gold, fleep Gold : 
Nay, we will concumbere Gold. 1 will be puiffanr, 
And mighty in my talk to her. Here fhe comes. 

Fac. ‘Tohim,Dol,fuckle him. This is the noble Knight, 


He mutt be fent back. Fac. O, by no means.<:«. %a<z+| I told your Ladifhip— 4am. Madam, with your pardon, 


What fhall we do with this fame Puffing here, 
Sub. Why, lay him back a while, 


‘ 


A kifs your Vefture. Dol. Sir, Ll were uncivil 
Now he’s o’ the Spit? - 4 78 “fF apd Ter - coe ov os If I would fuffer chat; my Lip to you, Sir. 


Mam. Lhope my Lord your Brother be in health,Lady. 
Gg. Dol. My 


niin tote 
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Dol. My Lord, my Brother is, chough I no Lady, Sir. 
Fac. (Well faid, my Guiny-bird.) 
Mam. Right noble Madam——~ 

_ Fae. (O, we thall have moft fierce Idolatry.) 

Mam, ’Tis your Prerogative. 
Dol. Rather your Courtefie. (to me, 
Mam. Were there nought elfe t’enlarge your Vertues 

Thefe Anfwers {peak your Breeding, and your Blood. 
Del. Blood we boaft none,Sir,a poor Barons Daughter. 
Mam. Poor' and gat you? Profane not. Had your father 

Slept all the happy remnant of his Life 

After that A&, lien but there ftill, and panted, 

H? had done enough to make himfelf, his Iffue, 

And his Pofterity Noble. Do/. Sir, alehough 

We may be faid to want the Gilt and Trapings, 

The Drefs of Honour, yet we ftrive to keep 

The Seeds and the Materials. Adam. Ido fee 

The old Ingredient, Vertue, was not loft, 

Nor the Drug Money us’d to make your Compound. 

There is a ftrange Nobility i? your Eye, 

This Lip, that Chin! Methinks you do refemble 

Fac. Very like, 


i“) ose e‘Her Father was an Irifh Coftarmonger. 

dese 1 Mam. The Houfe of Valois juft had fuch a Nofe, 

hoy A f “““And fach a Forehead yet the Medici in 

U. OF Florence boaft. Dol. Troth, and I have been lik’ned 
(bel v NPFET all chefe Princes. Fac. Pil be fworn, I heard it. 


f' 


Mam. 1 know not how ! 1c is not any. one, 
But e’en the very choice of all cheir Features. 
Fac. Vl in, and laugh. Adam. A certain Touch, orgir, 
That fparkles a Divinity, beyond 
Anearthly Beauty! Dol.O, you play the Courtier. 
Mam. Good Lady, gi’ me leave 
Dol. In faich, I may nor, 
To mock me,Sir. Mam. To burn ? this {weet Flame ; ~ 
The Phenix never knew a nobler Death. _ : 
Dol. Nay, now you court the Courtier, and deftro 


. 


| What you would build. This Art, Sir, ? your words, 


Calls your whole Faith in queftion. Adam. By my Soul— 
_ Dol. Nay Oaths are made’ the fame air,Sir. Mam. Na- 
Never beftow’d upon Mortality (ture 
A more unblam’d, a more harmonious Feature : 

She play’d the Step-dame in all Faces elfe. 

Sweet Madam, le’ me be particular 
Dol. Particular, Sir ? I pray you know your 
Mam. Inno ill fenfe, {weet Lady, but to ask 

How your fair Graces pafs the Hours? I fee 

Yo’ are lodg’d here, i’ the Houfe of arare Man, _ 


Diftance. 


: Anexcellent Artift ; bue what’s that to you ? 


J 


“3 


$9$Has courted, above Kelley ;*fent his Medals 


Dol. Yes, Sir; I ftudy here che Afathematicks, 


$48 And Diftillatios, Mam. O,I cry you pardon. 


He’s a Divine InftruGer, can extract 

The Souls of all things by his Art 3 call all 

The Vertues, and the Miracles of the Sun, 

Into .a temperate Furnace ; teach dull Nature 
‘What her own Forces are. A Man, the Emp’ror 


And Chains, t’ invite him. . 
Dol. I, and for his Phyfick, Sir-—— 
Mam. Above the Art of e£/culapins, 
That drew the Envy of the Thunderer! sce 
I know all chis,and more. Dol. Troth, lam taken, Sir, 
Whole with thefe Studies, that contemplate Nature. 
Mam. Itisa noble Humour: But this Form 
Was not intended co fo dark a ule. 
Had you been creoked; foul, of fome courfe Mold, 
A Cloyfter had done well; but fuch a Feature 
That might ftand up the Glory of a Kingdom, . 
To live Reclufe! is a meer Soleci/m, 
Though ina Nunnery. Ie muft not be. — 
I mufe, my Lord your Brother will permit ic! 
You fhould {pend half my Land firft, were I he. 
Does not this Diamant better on my Finger, 


| Whofe Cream does look like Opals; and 


You were created, Lady, for the Light! 


Here, you fhall wear it ; cake it, the firft Pledge 
Of what I {peak, to bind you to believe me, 

Dol. In Chains of Adamant? 

Mam. Yes, the ftrongeft Bands. 

And take a Secret too. Here, by your Side, . 
Doth ftand, this Hour,the happieft Manin Esrope. 

Dol. You are contented, Sir ? A4em.Nay,in true being, 
The Envy of Princes, and the Fear of States, 

Dol. Say you fo, Sir Epicure ! 

Mam. Yes, and thou thale prove it, 

Daughter of Honour. I have caft mine Eye 

Upon thy Form, and I will rear this Beauty 

Above all Styles. Dol. You mean no Treafon, Sir ! 
Mam. No, I will take away that Jealoufie. 

{am the Lord of the Philofopbers Stome, 

And thou the Lady. Dol. How, Sir! ha’ you that? 

Mam. Tam the Matter of the Maffery. ™*y/froc aon, 
This day the good old Wretch here o’ the Houle £ Fax - 
Has made it for us: Now he’s at ProjeGion. we 
Think therefore thy firft With now 3 let me hear it: 
And it fhall rain into thy Lap, no Shower, 

But Floods of Gold, whole Cataraéts, a Deluge, 
To get a Nation on thee. Dol, You are pleas’d, Sir, 
To work onthe Ambition of our Sex. 

Mam. I’m pleas’d, the Glory of her Sex fhould know, 
This Nook, here, of the Friers isno Climate fraggt/. oo A 
For her to live obfcurely in, to learn Jam heeg. 4- 
Phyfick and Surgery, for the Conftables Wife?” 

Of fome odd Hundred in Effex : but come forth, 

And taftecthe Air of Palaces; eat, drink | 

The Toils of Emp’ricks, and their boafted Practice ; 
Tin@ure of Pearl and Corral,Gold and Amber ; 

Be feen at Feafts and Triumphs ; have it ask’d, 

What Miracle the is ? Set all the Eyes 

Of Court a-fire, like a Burning-glafs, 

And work ’em into Cinders, when the Jewels 

OF twenry States adorn thee, and the Light 

Strikes out the Sears ; chat when thy Name is mention’d, 
Queens may look pale ; and we but thewing our Love, 
Nero's Poppes may be loft in Story ! 

Thus will we haveit. Dol. I could well confene, Sir. 
But, in a Monarchy, how. will this be? 

The Prince will foon take notice, and both feife 

You and your Stome, it being a Wealeh unfit 

For any private Subje@t. Adam. If he knew ic. 

- Dol. Your Self do boaft it,Sir. Afam. To thee, my Life. 

Dol. O, but beware, Sir! You may come to end 
oe your Days a a loach’d Prifon, 

y Ipeaking of it. Adem. ’Tis no idle fear: / 
Well therefore go withal, my Girl, and live - 
= ‘a mt Pll at will o our saa 

usd in High-Country Wines, fup Pheafants Se 

And have our Cockles, boil’d in Siiver Shells, : 

Our Shrimps to {wim again, as when they liv’d, 

In a rare Butter, made of Dolphins Milk, 
with thefe 
Delicate Meats fet our felves high for Pleafure, 
And take us down again, and then renew 


| Our Youth and Strength, with drinking the E/sxir, 


And fo enjoy a Perpetuit 
OF Life and Luft. And thou fhalt ha’ thy Wardrobe 
Richer than Natures, {till to change thy felf, 
And vary oftner, for thy Pride, than fhe, 
Or Art, her wife and almoft-equal Servant. 
Fac.. Sir, you are too loud. I hear you every. word 
Into the Labaratory. Some fitcer place ; 
The Garden, or great Chamber above. How like you her? 
_ Mam. Excellent! Lungs. There’s for thee. 
Fac. But do you hear : 
Good Sir, beware, no mention of the Rebbins. 
Mam. We think not on ’em. 
Fac. O, it is well, Sir. Subsle ! 
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- A@ IV. Scene Il. 
Face, Subsie, Reftrit, Dame Pliant. — 


D-. thou not laugh? - 
= Sub. Yes. Are they gone?. Fac. All’s clear, 
Sub. The Widow iscome. .. | | 
Fac. And your quarrelling Difciple? - 
- Sub. I. Fac. I muft to my Captainfhip again chen. 
Sub. Stay, bring ’em in firft. , 
Fac. So I sear bliss is fhe? ede ts 
A Bony-bell? Sub. I know not. Fac. We'll draw Lots, 
You'll ftand to that? Fee U4 EG ot Cogestoe ee 
Sub. What elfe? Fac. O, for:a Suit, 7 | 


To fall now like a Curtain, flap. S«b.'To th” Door, Man: , 


Fae. You'lhave the firft KifS, caufe I am not ready. 
Sub. Yes, and perhaps hic you thro’ both che Noftrils. 
Fac. Who would you {peak with? _ : | 
Kef. Where’s the Captain? Fac. Gone, Sir, 
About fome Bufine&. 2 ee 
Kaf. Gone? Fac. He'll return ftraight. — - 
But Mafter Do@or, his Lieutenant, ishere. 5 
Sub. Come near, my worthipful Boy, my Zerre Fils, 
“That is, my Boy of Land ; make chy Approaches : 
Welcome: I Know thy Luft, and thy Detires, » 
And I will ferve and fatisfic ’em. Begin, —— 
Charge me from thence, or thence, or in this Line; _ 
Here is my Center: Ground thy Quarrel. Ka/: You lie. 
Sub. How, Child of Wrath and Anger! the lowd Lie? 
For what, my fudden Boy?  Ka/- Nay, that look you to, 
Iam afore-hand. Sxb, O, this’s no true Grammar, — 
. And as ill Logick! You muft render Caufes, Child, 
Your firft and fecond Istentions, know. your Canons, 

And your Divifions, Moods, Degrees, and Differences, 
Your Predicaments, Subfance, ans Accident, | 
Series extern and intern, with their Casfes — 

Efficient, Material, Formal, Final, - >. 
And ha’ your Elements perfe&@——~ Kaf. What is this! 
The angry Tongue he talks in? Sub. That falfe Precept, 
Of being afore-hand, has deceiv’d a number, — : 

_ And made ’em enter Quarrels, often-times,.. = 
Before they were aware; and afterward, t 
Againit their Wills. Kef. How muft I do then, Sir? 

Sub. I cry thisLady mercy: She fhould firft | 
Have been faluted. - I docall you Lady, 
Becaufe you are to be one, ere’t be long, 
_ My foft and buxom Widow. 
Kaf. Is the, i? faith ? 
Sub. Yes, or my Art is an egregious Liat. 
_ Kef. How know you? . : 
Sub. By infpe@ion onher Forehead, ss 
And fubtilry of her Lip, which muft be tafted . 
Often,to make a Judgment. *Slight,fhe melts [He ifs 
Like a Myrabolane '"Here is yet a Line, ber again. 
In Rivo Frontis, tells me, he is no Knight. | 
Pl, What is he then, Sir? Sub.Let me. fee your Hand. 
~ O, your Linea Fortune makes it plain ; | 
And Ste here, in Monte Veneris i 
But, moft of all, janctura annularis. 
He is a Soldier, or a Man of Art, Lady. | . ok 
~ But thall have fome great Honour fhortly. P/. Brother, 
He’s a rare Man, believe me! Ka/: Hold your peace. 
Here comes the t’other rare Man. “Save you, Captain. 
Fac. Good Mafter Kaffril. Is this your Sifter? KefLSir. 
Pleafe you to kufs her, and be proud to know her? 
_ Fac. I thall be proud to know you, Lady. P/s. Brother, 
He calls me Lady too. Kaj. I,peace. I heard it. 
Fae. The Count is come. | 
_ Sub. Where ishe? Fac. Acthe Door. 


(He hiffes ber. 


Sub. Why,you muft entertain him. Fac. What'll you do | 


Wich thefe che while ? | 
.¢ Sab. Why, have’em up, and fhew’em — 
Some fuftian Book, or the dark Glafs. Fae. "Fore God, 
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| He looks in that deep Raff, like a Head in a Platter, 
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She is a delicate Dab-chick ! I muft have her. 

Sub. Muft you ? I, if your Fortune will, you mutt. 
Come, Sir, che Captain will come to us prefently : 
Vil ha’ you to my Chamber of Deronftrations, 

Where Pll thew you both the Grammar, and Logick, 
And Réetorick of Quarrelling ; my whole Method . 
Drawn out in Tables; and my Inftrument, 

That hath the feveral Scales upon’, hall make you 
Able co page at a Straws-breadch, by Moon-lighe. 
And, Lady, Pll have you look in a Glaf, _ 

Some half an hour, but to clear your Eye-fight, 
Againft you fee your Fortune ; which is greater 
Than I may judge upon the fudden, truft me. 


A& IV. Scene Ill. 
‘Free, Subtle; Sarly. 


| Wiss dre you, Doétor ? 


Sub. Pil come to you prefently. 


Fac. I will ha’ chis famé Widow, now I ha? feen her; 


| On any Compofition. Sb, What do you fay 2 


‘Fac. Ha’ you difpos’d of them? S«b.1 ha’ fent ’em up: 
Fac. Subtle, in troth, I needs muft have this Widow. 
Sab, Is chat che matter ? ae | 
Fac. Nay, buthear me. Sb. Goto, - 

If you rebel once, Dol thall know ic all. 


Therefore be quiet, and obey your. Chance. 


Fac, Nay,thou art fo violent now— Do but conceives 
Thou art old, and canft nor ferve——~ | 
Seb. Who, carinot I ?. the Hen net 
"Slight, I will ferve her with thee, for a——. Fac. Nay, 
But underftand : Pll g? you Compofition. 
Sub. T will not treat with chee: Whar,fell my Fortune? 
"Tis better than my Birth-right. Do not murmur. — 
Win hef, and carry her. If you grumble, Dol 
Knows it diredtly.: Fac. Well, Sir, J am filent. 
Will you go help to fetch in Don in ftate?, | 
Sub. 1 follow yeu, Sir: We muft keep Face in awe; 
Or he will over-look us like a Tyrant. 3a M1 0 Leyton, A 
Brain of a Taylor! Who comes here? Don Tobe I Aet/ ant Coy Tov 
| oe [ Surly Tike a spite Al ae lh, af 
Sur. Sennores, befo las manos, @ vueftras mercedes? On fir ca CA 
Sub. Would you had ftoop’d a little, and kift our axos. —7 “~~ 
Fac. Peace,Subrle. Sub. Stab me; I hail never holdmam77“/ &*$ 


Serv’d in by a fhort Cloke upon two Trefiils. e 
Fac. Or, what do you fay to a Collar of Brawn, cut 

Beneath the Soufe, and wriggled with a Knife? (down 
Sub. *Slud, he does look too fat to be a Spaniard. 

Fac. Perhaps fome Fleming, or fome Hollander got hinr 
In d@’Alva’s time ; Count Egmont’s Baftard. Sub: Don, 
Your {curvy, yellow, poms Faceiswelcome. | — 

Sur. Gratia. Sub. He {peaks out of a Fortification. 

Pray God he ha’ no Squibe in thofe deep Sets. 4° wan frase A 
Sur. Por dios, Sennores, muy linda cafa! G -H- tna Ja “yt 
Sub. What fays he? Fac. Praifes the Houfe,I think ; . 

I know no more but’s Action. Sub. Yes, the Ca/a, 

My precious Diego, will prove fair enough _ | 

To cozen you in. Do you mark? ¥ou thall 

Be cozen’d, Diego. Fac. Cozen’d, do you fee ? 

My worthy Denzel, cozen’d. Sar. Entiendo. 

Sub. Do you intend it? So do.we, dear Dow. 

Have you brought Piftolets, or Portagues, 

My folemn Don? Doft thou feelany? Fac. Fulk 

-" (He feels his Pockets. 

Sub. You thall be emptied, Don, pumped, and drawn 
Dry, as they fay. Fae. Milked, in croth, {weet Don. 

Sub. See all the Monfters; che great Lion of alt, Dox. 

Sur. Con licencia, fe puede ver 2 efta Sennora? 

Sub. Whattalkshenow? 

Fac. O’ the Semsora. Sub. O, Don, 


That is che Lionefs, which you fhall fee 


Alfo, my Don. Fac. *Slid, Subsle, how fhall we do ? 
Gg2 Sub. For 


A147 re ad ce othe. Yau wand A acta Fevfhr Syl. 9 


. 215 

Sub. For what ? a 

Fac. Why Del’s employ’d, you know. Sb. That’s true. 
*Fore Heaven, I know not: He muft ftay, that’s all. 

Fac. Stay! That he muft nor, by no means. 

Sub. No! Why? , | 7 

Fac. Unlefs you'll mar all. °Stighe, he'll fufped it : 
And then he will not pay, not half fo well. 

This is a travell’d Punk-mafter, and do's know 

' All che Delays s a notable hoe Rafcal, 

And looks already rampant, Sub. Sdeath, and Mammon 
Muft not be troubled. Fac. Mammon ! in no cale. 

Sub. What thall we do then ? | | 

Fac. Think: you muft be fudden. 7 

Sur. Entiendo, que la Sennora es tan hermo[a,que codicio tan 
2 ver la, como la bien aventurénta de mivida. 

Fac. Mi vida? Slid, Subtle, he puts me in mind o’ the 
~ What doft.thou fay to draw herto’e? ha? = (Widow. 
And tell her it is her Fortune? All our Venture 
Now lies upon’e. Ic is but one Man more, 

Which on’s chance to have her: and befide, 
‘There is no Maidenhead to be fear’d or loft. 
What doft thou think on’c, S#brhe 2 

Sub, Who, 1? Why——— 

_ Fac. The Credit of our Houfe too is engag’d. 

Sub, You made me an Offer for my Share ere-while. 
What wilt chou gi’ me, i? faith 2 Fae. O, by that Light, 
I'll not buy now. You know your doom to me. 

E’en take your Lor, obey your Chance, Sir ; win her, 
And wear her out, for me. | 

Sub. Slight, Pil not work her then. 

Fac. It isthe Common Caufe; therefore bethink you. 
Dol elfé muft know ie, ‘as you faid. Sw#b. I care not. 
Sur. Sennores, por que fe tarda tanta ? | 

Swh Faith I am not fic, I am old. 

Fac. That’s now no Reafon, Sir. 

Sur. Pusde fer, de bazer burla de mi amor. 

Fac. You hear the Don too? By this Air, I call, | 
And loofe the Hinges: Dol. Sub. A Plague of Hell— 

Fac, Will you then do? Sw#b. Yo’are a terrible Rogue; 
Tl chink of this : Will you, Sir, callthe Widow? 
Fac. Yes, and Pll take her coo, wich all her Faults, 

Now I do think on’t better. S#b. With all my heart, Sir ; 
Am I difcharg’d o’ the Lot? Fac.As you pleafe. Sub. Hands. 
Fac. Remember now, that upon any Change, . 
You never claim her. | 
Sab. Mach good Joy, and Health to you, Sir. 
Marry a Whore ? Fate, let me wed a Witch firft. 

Sur. Por eftas honrada's barbas—— | 
6 He ipa by . eral | 

ifpaech, and call che Brother too | , 

Sur. Tiengo dada, Sewnores, J+ Co eauta A grates 

, : er wl 
Que no me hogan alguna traycion. 1° Y 

Sub. How, iflue on? Yes, prefo Sennor. Pleafe you 

Entbratba the Chambrata, worthy Don ? 

Where, if it pleafe the Fates, in your Bathada, 

You fhall be foak’d, and ftroak’d, and tub’d, and rub’d, 
And {crub’d, and fub’d, dear Dox, before you go. | 

You fhall, in faich, my fcurvy Baboon Dos, 

Be curried, claw’d, and flaw’d, and ctaw’d, indeed. 
I will the heartilier go about ie now, 

And make the Widow a Punk fo much the fooner, 
To be reveng’d on this impetuous Face : 

The quickly doing of it, is the grace. 


A& IV. Scene IV. 
Face, Kafrill, Da. Pliant, Subtle, Surly. 


Ome, Lady: I knew the Doctor would not leave, 
Till he had found the very nick of her Fortune. 
Kaf. 'To be a Counte/s, fay you? A a rip Countefs, Sir? 
Piz. Why, is that bester than an Englifh Counte/s 2 
Fac. Better? Slight, make you that a Queftion,Lady ? 
Kef. Nay,the is a Fool, Captain, you mutt pardon her. 


| . Kaf? An admirable Langua 


1 His Art knows all. 


ell Lnlti Bidag bk 
sre yng coon meee 
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Fac. Ask from yourCourtier,to your Inns-of-Court-man, . 


To your meer Millener ; they will tell you all, 
Your Spanifh Gennet is the beft Horfe ; your Spanifl 


Stoup is the beft Garb; your Speni(h Beard “ 
‘Is the Cut; your Spanifh ‘ae are the beft 


Wear; you oa 9 Pavusn the beft Dance;. a 
Your Spanih Titillation in a Glove : 
The beft Perfume. And for your Spanifh Pike, 
And Spanifh Blade, let your poor Captain {peak. 
a hg on the 7 
or io I am now to ftyle you, having found 
By this my Scheme, you ae co aden 
An honourable Fortune, ver fhortly.) 
What will you fay now, if fome———. 
|. Fac. [had told her all, Sir ; | 
And her righ¢ worthipful Brother here, that the thall be 
A, Coumte/s; do not delay ’em, Sir: a Spansill Count c/s. 
Sab. Still, my {carce worfhipful Captain, you can keep 
No Secret. Well, fince he has tald you, Madam, - 
Do you forgive him, and Edo, | 
Ka/. She fhall do that, Sir. 
D’ll look to’t, ’tis my Charge. | 
Sub. Well then: Nought refts 3 
But that the fic her Love now to her Fortune. 
Pi. Truly I thall never brook a Spaniard. Sub. No?° 


Pls. Never fin’ Eighty-eight could I abide em, 4" Quad. 
And that was fome three year afore I was born, in truth. 


Sub. Come, you mutt love him, or be miferable ; 
Chute which you will. 


Fac. By this gaod Ruth, wade her, | 


She will cry Strawberries elfe, within this Twelvemonth 


Sub. Nay, Shads and Mackerel, which is worfe. 

Fac. i pod 

Kaj. $ lid, you fhall love him, ar 11 ki 

Pi. Why? ‘a . = ee 
Pll do as you will ha’ me, Brother. Ka/: Do, 

Or by this Hand Pl maull you. Fac. Nay, good Sir, 
Be not fo fierce. Sub. No, my enraged Child 
She will be rul’d. What, when the comes to tafte 
ee ges = 2 Countefs! co be courred-— 
ac. it, and ruffled! Suéb.I,behind the Hangi 

Fac. And then come forth in pomp! 7” 

Sub. And know her State! 

Fac. Of keeping ald th’ Idolaters 0’ the Chamber 
Barer to her, than at their Prayers! Sub. Is ferv'd 
Upon the Knee! Fae. And has her Pages, U thers, 
Foot-men, and Coaches-————~ 

Sub. Her fix Mares—— Fac. Nay, eight ! 

Sub. To hurry her through London, to th’ Exchange, 
Bet'lern, the China-boufe, Fac. Yes, and have 
The Citizens gape at her, and praife her Tires! 

And my Lords Goote-turd Bands, that rides with her ! 

Kaf. Moft brave ! 
If you refufe. Pili. I will noe refufe, Brother. 

Sub. Que es efto, Sennores, que non fe-venga? — 

Effe tardanza me mata! Fac. It is the Count come? | 
The Doctor knew he would be here, by his Are. 

Sub. En gallanta Madama, Don! gallantifima! 

Sur. Por todos los diofes, la mas acabada 7 
Hermofura, que be vifto en mi vida ! , 

Fac, Is't not a gallant Language that they fpeak 2 
ge! Is’t not French ? 

Fac. No, Spanifh, Sir. Kaf. It goes like Law-French, 
And that, they fay, is the Courtlieft Language. Fasc. Lift, 

Sur. El Sol ba perdido fis lumbre, con el | (Sir. 
Re/plandor, que trae eta dama. Valga me dios! 

Fac. He admires your Sifter. 

Kaf. Muft not the make Curt’fie ? 

Sub. ’Ods will, fhe muft go to him Man, and kif him! 
It is the Spanifb Fathion, for che Women 
To make firft court. Fac. *Tis true he tells you, Sir = 

Sur. Por que no (e ackde ? ; 
Kaf. He {peaks to her, I think. Fac. That he does, Sir, 
Sur. Por et amor de dios, que es efto, que fe tarda ? : 
Kaf. Nay, 


Doctor. Sub. My moft honour’d Lady, 


By this Hand,you are not my Sifter, - 


We Boe 
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Kef. Nay, fee: fhe will not underftand him ! Gull. 
Noddy. P#, What fay you Brother ? Ka/- Afs, Sufter, 
Go kufs him,: as the cunning Man would ha’ P ig, 

Vl) chruft-a Pin ? your Buttocks elfe. Fac. O, no Sir. 

Sur. Sennors mia, mi perfona muy indigna effa 
Alle gar a tanta Hermofura, | on 

Fac. Doeshe not ufe her bravely? Kaf- Bravely,i-faieh! 

Fac, Nay, he will ufe her better. Kaf, Do you chink fo? 


. Sur. Sennora, fi fera fervida, entremms. 


Tlove a Spanifh Boy with all my 


Kaf. Where does he carry her ? 
Fac. Into the Garden, Sir ; 
Take you no thought: I muft interpret for her. 
Sub. Give Dol the word., Conx my fierce Child, 
advance, f7% oa gale ae | 
We'll to our quarrefling Leffon 5 a Kaf. Agreed. © 
eart. 
Sub. Nay, and by this means, Sir, you fhall be Brother 
To a great Count. Ka/. 1, 1 knew chacat firft. 
This match will advance the of the Kaffrils. 
Sub. Pray God your Sifter prove but plianc. — 
. Why, — | | 
Her sale 5% by her other Husband. S«b. How! 
Kaf. The Widow Pliant. Knew you not that ? 
Sub. No faith, Sir: eae “~ 
Yer, by erection of her Figure, I gueft it. - 


‘Come, let’s go practice. Kef.Yes,bue do you think, Dottor, 
Je’er thall quarrel well?  Swb. I warrant you. - 


Ac& IV. Scene V. 
- Dol, Mammon, Face, Subtle. 


NOR, after Alexanders death——- [In ber fit of talking. 
Mam. Good Lady— 
Dol. That Perdiccas and Antigonus were filam, 
The two that ftood, Scieuc’, aed Prolomee——— | | 
Mam. Madam. Dol. Made up the two Legs, and the 


fourth Beaf. 
That was Gog-north, and Egypt-fouth: which after 
Was cal’d Gog Irowleg, and Sonth Iron leg— Mam, Lady— 
Dol. And then Gog-borned. So was Egypt, tow 
Then Egypt clay-leg, and Gog clay-leg——- : 
| Mam. Sweet Madam. A 
Del. And laft Gog-duft, and Egrpttduft, which fal — 


In the lajt Link of the fourth Cham. | And thefe 
Be Stars in fory, which none fee, or look at ——~ — 
Mam. What thal Ido? Dol. For, as be fays, except 


‘We call the Rabbins, and the Heathen Greeks ———— 


Of King Abaddon, and 


ogy 


-Sall fee the ancient us’d communion 
| Of Vowels and Confonants 


Mam. Dear Lady. Dol. To come from Salem, and from 

1 stseb tbe Perpl of great Brita 
‘And teach the People of great Britain —— 

Fac. What’s At mane Sir? 

Dol. To {peak the tongue of Eber, and Javan— Mam, O, 
She’s in her fie. Dol.We fhal know norbing— Fac.Death,Sir, 
We are undone. Dol. Where then a learned Linguift 


Fac. Wty Mafter will hear! 
" Dol, A wifdom, which Pythagoras beld mof? bigh—— 
Mam. Sweet honourable Lady. Dol. To comprife 
‘All founds of Voyces, in few marks of Letters———~ 
Fac. Nay, you muft never hope to fay her new. 
Dol. And fo we may arrive by Fahmud skill, © 
And prophane Gree&, to raife the building up 
OF Helens Houfe againft the [/machee, 
King of Thogarma, and his Habergsons 
Brimftony, blue, and fiery ; and che force 
Beaft of Cistins ; 
Which Rebbi David Kimchi, Onkelos, 
And Aben-Ezra do interpret Rome. a | | 
Fac. How did yon put her into’t? Mans. Alasttalied | 
Of a fifth Monzrchy F would erect, [by {peak together. 
With che Philofopbers (by chance) and fhe 
alls on the other four ffraic. Fac. Out of Bronghten! 
L cold. you fo. °Slid ftop her Mouth. Adem. Is’t belt? 


Ue otf, | SP fac onees Cont eT af J eri jyt ir - 7). YP M(b14G, 


“Where is the inftrument of wickednefs, 
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Fac. She'll never leave elfe. If the old Man hear her, 
We are but faeces, Afhes. Sub. What’s to do there? 
Fac. O,we are loft. Now the hears him, fhe is quiet. 
Mam. Where thall I ee me? 
. _. {| Upon Subtle’s entry they difperfa 
Sub. How! what fight is here! ee ae 
Clofe deeds of darknelfs, and chat thunthe light! 
Bring him again. Who is he? what, my Son! 
O, Ihave liv’d toolong. Adzem. Nay good, dear Father, 
There wag no unchafte purpofe. Sb. Not? and flee me; 
When I come in? Mam. That was my error. Sab. Error? 
Guilt, guile,my Son. Give it che right name. No marvel; 
If I found check in our great work within, 
When fuch affairs as thefe were managing ! 
Mam. Why, have you fo ? | 
Sub. It has ftood ftill this half hour : 
And all the reft of our Je/s works gone back. 
Chim: 
My lewd falfe drudge? 4am. Nay, good Sir, blawse not 
Believe me, *ewas againft his will, or knowledge. 
I faw her by chance. S#b. Will you commit more fin, 
T° excufea Varlet? Mam. By my hope ’tis true, Sir. 
Sub. Nay, then I wonder lefs, if you, for whom 
The bleffing was prepar’d, would fo cempt Heaven: 
And lofe your fortunes. Adem. VVhy, Sir? 
Sub. This'ilrerard == | kd 
The work, a Month at leaft. A4am. VVhy, if it do, 
VVhat remedy ? but think it not, good Father : 
Our purpofes were honeft. Sub. As they were, 
So the reward will prove. How now! Aye me. 
God, and all Saints be good tous. WVhat’s thae ? 
L A great crack and noife within 
Fac. O Sir, we are defeated! all the works 
Are flown i fumos every Glafs is burft. 
Fornace, and all rence down! as if a bolt 


Of Thunder had been driven through the Houfe. 


Retorts, Receivers, Pellicanes, Bolt-beads, 
Ail ftruck in fhivers! Help, good Sir! Alas, 
7 (Subtle falls down as in a favoon. 


j Coldnefs and death invades him. Nay, Str A¢emmon, 


Do the fair offices of a Man! You ftand, 
As you were readier to depart than he. 


-VVho’s there ? My Lord her Brother is come. 


Mam. Ha, Lungs ? 
Fac. His Coach is at the Door. Avoid his fight, 
7 _ [ One knocks. 

For he’s as furious as his Sifter is mad. 

Mam. Alas! | | 

Fac. My Brain is quite undone with the fume, Sir. 
Ine’er muft hope to be mine own Man again, . | 

Mam. Is all loft, Lungs ? V Vill nothing be preferwd, 
OF allour coft? Fae. Faith, very kieele, Sir. 
A peck of Coals, or fo, which is cold comtore, Sir. 

Mam. O my voluptuous mind! I am juttly punith’d. 

Fac. And foam], Sir. 

Mam. Caft from all my hopes ———— 

Fac. Nay, certainties, Sir. 

Mam. By mine own bate affeGions. 

Sub. O, the curft fruits of Vice and Luft! | 


[ Subtle feems come to bimfelf. 
Mam. Good Father, 


It was my fin. Forgive ie. S#b. Hangs my Roof 
Over us: ftill, and will not fall, O juftice, - 
Upon us, for this wicked Man! Fae. Nay, look, Sir, 
You grieve him now wich ftaying in his fight : 
Good Sir, the noble Man will come too, and take you, 
And that may breed a Zregedy. Mam. I'll go. 

Fac. I, and repent at home, Sir. Ie may be, 
For fome good Penance you may ha‘c yet ; 
A hundred pound eo the Box at Bes’lem— Mam. Yes. 

Fac. For the reftoring fuch as ha’ cheir wits. 

Mam. Vil do’. 

Fac. Pll fend one to you to receive ic. Mam. Do. 
Is no projection left? Fae. All flown, or ftinks, Sir. 
Mam. 


Yi, Kpefex ee {ays you are a lumpifn whore-ma 
fc ttbuf. bere 
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Mam. Will nought be fav’d, that’s good for Med’cine, 
think’{t thou ? | 
- Fae. L cannot tell, Sir. There will be, perhaps, 
Something, about the {craping of the Shardes, 
VVill cure the Itch , though not your itch of mind, Sir. 
It hall be fav’d for you, and fent home. Good Sir, _ 
This way , for fear che Lord fhould meet you. Swb. Face. 
Fac. J. Sub. Isbe gone? Fac. Yes, and as heavily 
As all che Gold he hop’d for, were in his Blood. 
Let us belight though. Swb. I, as Balls, and bound 
And hit our Heads againft the Roof for joy : 
There’s fo much of our care now caft away. 
~ Fac. Now to our Don. 
Sub. Yes, your young widow, by this time 
Is made a Counte/s, Face : Sh’ has been in travail 
Of a young Heir for you. 
Fac. Good, Sir. Sub, Off with your cafe, 
And greet her kindly, as a Bridegroom fhould, 
After thefe common hazards. Fac. Very well, Sir. 
VVill you go fetch Don Diego off, the while? 
Sub. And fetch him over too, if you’ll be pleas’d, Sir: 
VVould Dol were in her place, to pick his Pockets now. 
Fac. VVhy, you can do it as well,if you would fet to’t. 
I pray you prove your vertue. Swb. For your fake, Sir. 


Act IV. Scene VI. 
Surly, Da. Pliant , Subtle, Face. 


{ Av: you fee into what hands you are falny 
*Mongft what a neft of Villains! and how near 
Your honour was have catch’d a certain clap 

(Through your credulity) had Ibut been 

So pundtually forward, as place, time, 

‘And other circumftances would ha’ made a Man: 

For yo’area handfome woman: would yo'were wife too. 

Lam aGentleman come here difguis’d, 

Only to find the knaveries of this Citadel, (not, 

And where I might have wrong’d your honour,and have 
‘I claim fome intereft in yourlove. Youare, — 

They fay, a widow, rich: and I am a Batchellor, 

VVorth nought: your fortunes may make me a Man, 

As mine ha’ prefer’vd you a woman. Think upon it, 

And whether I have deferv'd you, or no. 

Pls. I will, Sir. 
Sur. And for thefe honthold-rogues, let me alone, 

Totreat with them. _ - 

Sub. How doth my noble Diego ? 

And my dear Madam Counte/s? Hath the Coyst 
Been courteous, Lady ? liberal? and open 5 beset Af 
Donzel, methinks you look melancholick,y 7" 2,70! 
After your coitum, and fcurvy! Truely, fy. .< 
Ido ey like the rn of your Eye. » hyphen e 
46/ Xt hatha heavy caft, ’cis upfee Dutch, AY SL e,’, 

y caf is walle Duty etek 6, 


f 


Be. lighter, I wiJl make your Pockets fo.’ py 7-7; Lod 
Joh 2 eas ey Ae ae . ( He falls to picking of them. 
” Sur. V Vill you,Dos Bawd, and pick-purfe? How now? 
Hy-~ Reel you ? | 
“Stand up Sir, you fhall find fince I am fo heavy, 
‘ Til gi’ you equal weight. Sw#>. Help, murder! 
Sur. No, Sir. | 

_ There’s no fuch thing intended. \ A good Cart, 
_ And a clean Whip fhall eafe you of that fear. 

- Lam the Spanifh Don, that fhould be cozened, 
Do you fee ? cozened ? where’s your Captain Face? 
That parcel-broker, and whole-bawd, all Raskal. 

Fac. How, Sarly!. | 

Sur. O, make your approach, good Captain. 
I’ have found from whence your Copper Rings, and 
| Spoons 
Come,now, wherewith you cheat abroad in Taverns. 
a here you learn’d ¢anoint your Boot with Brim- 

one, 


The Alcbemif. 


Then rub Mens Gold on’t, for a kind of touch, 
And fay ’twas naught,when you had chang’d the colour, 
Thae you might ha’t for nothing. And this Door, 
Your footy, {moky-bearded compeer, he . 
Will clofe you fo much Gold, in a Bolts-head, 

And, ona turn, convey (i? the ftead ) another - 
With {ublion’d Mercury, that thall burft i’ the heae, 
And fly oue all iv fumo? Then weeps Mammon : 
Then fwoons his worfhip. Or, he is the Fauftas, 
That cafteth Figures, and can Conjure, cures 

Plague, Piles, and Pox, by the Epbemerides, 

And holds intelligence with all che Bawds, 

And Midwives of three Shires? while you fend in — 
Captain, ( what is he gone? ) Dam’fels with Child, 
Wives that are barren, or the waiting maid 

With the Green-ficknefs? Nay Sir, you muft tarry 
Though he be fcap’c; and aniwer, by the Ears, Sir. 


A& IV. Scene VIL 


Face, Keftril, Surly, Subtle, Drugger, Ananiat, | 
. Dame Pliant, Dol. 


Wy, now’s the time, if ever you will quarrel 
ell (as they fay) and bea true-born Child. 
The Doétor, and your Sifter both are abus’d. 

Ka/: V Vhereis he ? which is he? he is a flave 
VVhat ere he is,and the Son of a VVhore. Are you 
The Man, Sir, I would know ? 

Sw#r. I thould be loth, Sir, 

To confefs fo much. 

Kaf. Then you lye i? your Throat. Ssr. How? 

Fac. A very errant Rogue, Sir, and a cheater, 
Employ’d here by another Conjurer, 

That does not love the DoGor, and would crofS him, 
If he knew how— Suwr. Sir, you are abus’d, 

Kaf. You lye: 
And ’tis no matter. Fae. VVell faid, Sir. He is 
The impudent’ft Raskal ~ | 

Ssr. You are indeed. VVill you hear me, Sir ? 

Fac. By no means: Bid him be gone. : 

Ka/. Be gone, Sir, quickly. | 

Sur. This's ftrange ! Lady, do you inform your Brother. 

Fac. There is not fuch a foift in all the Town, Cf. 
The Door had him prefently : and finds yer, I: 
The Spanifh Count will come here. Bear up Subtle. 

Sub. Yes, Sir, he muft appear within this hour. 

Fac. And yet this Rogue would come in a difguife, 
By the temptation of another Spirit, | 


To trouble our Art, though he could not hurtie. Kef-I, 
I. know— Away, you talk likeg foolifh Mautherf ... 403 
Sur. Sir, all istruch, the fays.7~z 


PUBLS , cn me 

Fac. Do not believe him, Sir “"* fas) MES. De tace 
He is the lying’ft Swabber! Come your ways, Sir. J - 

Ssr. You are valiant out of company. | 

Kaf. Yes, how then,Sir? | 

Fac. Nay, here’s an honeft fellow too,that knows him, 
And all his tricks. (Make good what I fay, Abel.) 
This cheater would ha’ cozen’d thee o’ the widow. 
He owes this honeft Drugger, here, feven pound, 


| He has had on him, in two-penny’orths of Tabacco. 


Dru. Yes Sir. And h’ has damn’d himfelf chree 
Terms to pay me. - 
Fac. And what does he owe for Lotium ? 
Dru. Thirty Shillings, Sir: 3 
And for fix Syringes. Sur. Hydra of villany! 403 
Fac. Nay, Sir, you muft quarrel him out o’ the Honfe. 
Kaf. I will. : 


| Sir, if you get not out 0’ Doors, you lye: 


And you area Pimp. Sw#r. VVhy, this is madnefs, Sir, 
Not valor in you : I muft laugh at this. | 
Kaf: It is my humour: you are a Pimp, anda Trg, 
And aan Amadss de Gaule, or a Don Quixor. 
BAS Wat lr sum. lang BA oem : a e 
#. Or 
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Ana. Peace to the Houfhold. 

Kaf. Pll keep Peace for no Mat. | 
Ana. Cafting of Dollers is concluded lawful: .. 
Kaj. Is he the Conftable? 7 
Sub. Peace. Ananias. Fac. No, Sir. ? 

Kaf. Then you are an Otter, and a Shad, a Whit, 

A very Tim. Sur. You'll hear me, Sir? Kaf.1 will not. 
Ana. What isthemotive? _ 
Sub. Zeal in the young Gentleman, 

Againft his Spenifh flops— Ana. They are.prophane, 

Lewd, fuperfticious, and idolatrous Breeches. 

Sur. New Raskals! Ka/. Will you be gone, Sir? 
Ana. Avoid Satan. Le fous s, CFs a4, MAY ph ; 

Thou art hotol thelight. That Ruff of pride, 7% 

About thy Neck, betrays thee: ’and is the fame 

With that which the unclean Birds, in feventy-feven,? 

Were feen to prank it with, on divers Coafts. Ara -C:; 

Thou look’ft like Antichrift, in that lewd Hat.Z. Az 


Sur. Lmuft give way. Kaf. Be gone, Sir. <; 877 4+ 
Ser, But Pil take  22te nO £iLht aire, . 
Acourfe with you—— 3 _f: 


Fiend. 


Ana. Depart, proud Spani{h 
Ana. Child of perdition. 


Sur: Captain, and Doctor— 
Kaf. Hence, Sir. : | 
Did. I not quarrel bravely? Fac. Yes, indeed, Sir. 
Ka/. Nay, an’I give my mind to’, I thalt do't. - 
Fac. O,you mutt follow, Sir, and threaten him tame. 
‘He'll turn again elfe. Kaf. I'll recurn him then. 
- Fac. Dragger, this Rogue‘prevented us, for thee: 
We had determin’d that thou fhould’ft ha’ come, 
In a Spenifh Sute, and ha’ carried her fo; and he 
A brokerly flave, goes, puts it on himfelf. : 
Haft’ brought the Damask? Dru. Yes, Sir. 
Fac. Thou muft borrow 


A SpanifhSute. Haft chou no credit with the Players ? 
. 404 Dre. Yes, Sir: did you never fee me play the fool? . 


Fac. [know not, Nab: thou fhale, if I can help ic 
Hieronymo’s old Cloak, Ruff, and Hat will ferve, 
[ Subtle beth whifpered with bim this while, 
Til tell thee more when thou bring’ft ’em. 4na.Sir, know 
The Spaniard hates the Brethren, and hath {pies 
Upon their actions: and that this was one 
I make no fcruple. Bue the holy Synod 
Have been in Prayer, and Meditation for it. 
And ’tis reveal’d no lefs to them than me, _- 
That cafting of money is moft lawful. Swb. True: 
But here I cannot do ic; if the Houfe 
Shou’d chance to be fufpected, all would out, . 
_ And we be lock’d up / 
To make Gold there (for th’ State) never come out : 
And then are you defeated. Ana. I will tell 
This to the Eiders, and the weaker Brethren, 
That the whole company of the Separation | 
May join in humble Prayer again. (Sab. And Fafting.) 
Ana. Yea, 


Fac. What did he come for ? | 
Sub. About cafting Dollers, 
. Prefently out of hand. And fo I told him, 
A Spanifh Minifter came here to pie, . : 
-Againft the faichful——- Fac. 1 conceive. Come Subtle, 
Thou art fo down upon the leaft difafter: _ 


How wouldft tho’ ha’ done, if I had not helpe thee out? | 


Sub. I thank thee Face, for the angry Boy, i-faith. 


‘Fac. Who would ha’ looke ie fhould ha’ beer, that ; 
| | "+ | Of Agues, or che Tooth-ach ? Nei. 2. No fuch thing, Sir. 


Raskal : 
Surly ? He had dy’d his Beard and all. Well, Sir, ~ 
Here’s Damask come to make you a Sute. , 
Sur. Where’s Drugger? | 
Fas. He isgone toborrow me a Spanifh habit; 
T'll be the Count, now. Ssb. But where’s the widow? 
Fae. Within, with my Lord’s Sifter : Madam Dol — 
Is entertaining her. Sub. By your favour, Face; 
¥ Wr pl feat. Facu — At reas of ols. 


Drs. Ora Knight 0’ the curious Cox-comb. Do you fee? | N 


for fome fitter place. The peace of mind | 
Reft with thefe Walls. Ss. Thanks, courteous Asanias. 


Some. 
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ow fhe is honeft I will ftand again. | 
Fac. You will not offer ic? Sur. Why # 
Fac. Stand to your word, 
Or—— herecomes Dol. She knows— 
~ Rb tyrannous ftill. re 
ac. Strict for my right. How how;Del? Halt } 
The Spanifh Count Dill some ° = ° _—_ 
Dol. Yes, but another is come, 
You little look’d for! Fac. Who’s that ? 
Dol, Your Mafter : 
The Mafter of the Houfe. Sub. How, Dol! — 
i _ = lyes. BinHih 
is is fome trick. Come, leave your quiblins,Dorcthee. A&<'~ Fa74 
Dol, Look out, and fee. Sub. "hr how in earnett fod bo Tea’ a 
Dol. Slight. ashble E accep pan gery, lace UGLY cheese Breet 
Forty .o’ the Neighbours are about him, salking. yy 44-44% Atow ~ 
Fac. “Tis he, by this good day. x, a vac a Mes n MAGE 
: a *Twill prove ill day, 4.4 Cote +f: 7 
orfome onus. Fac. We are undone, a ; | 
Dol, Loft, P am afraid. © ne 
Sub. You faid he would not come, 
While there died one a Week, within the Liberties. 
Fac. No: *twas within che Walls. | 
Sub, Was’t fo? Cry’ you mercy: ) 
Icthoughe the Liberties. Whac fhall wedo now, Face 3 
_ Fae. Be filent: nota OE ae Oe ER oe “ 
Pil into mine old fhape again and meet him, rane «Jl. For 
Of Feremy, the Butler. TP the meantime, edcaca GAUVe 4,44, 
Do you two pack up all the Goods, and purchafe, 7+ Pegs A 
That we can carry i’ the two Trunks. Til keep hint 
Off for to‘day, if Icannot longer: and then 
At night, Pil fhip you both away to Ratcliff, 
here we’ll meet to morrow, and there we'll fhare. 
Let Mammon’s Brafs and Pewrer keep the Cellar: 
We'll have another time for that. But, Dol, 
Pry thee go heat a little Water quickly, : 
Subtle muft fhave me. All my Captains Beard 
Mutt off; to make me appear {mooth ‘feremy. 
You'll do’e? Sxb. Yes, Vil fhave you, as well as I can, 
Fac, And not cut my Throat, but trim me? 
Sub, You fhall fee, Sir. 


Act V. Scene IL 
Love-Wit, Neighbours. 


AS there been fuch refort, fay you ? 
Ne. 1. Daily, Sic. 
And nightly, too. ~ 
. I; fome as brave as Lords. 
. Ladies, and Gentlewomen. 
. Citizens Wives. | 
. And Knights. Nes. 6. In Coaches. 
. Yes, and Oyfter- women. Pg 
, 1. Befide other Gallants. Nes. 3. Sailors wives. 
Nei. 4. Tabaccomen. 
Nei. §. Another Pimlico ! 
Lov. What fhould my Knave advahce, 
To draw this company? He hung out no Banners 
Of a itrange Calf, wich five Legs, to be feen ? 
Or ‘a huge Lobfter, with fix Claws? Nei. 6. No, Sir. 
Nei. 3. We had gone in then, Sir. Lov. He has no gife 
Of teaching i’ the Nofe, that ere I knew of. 
You faw no Bills fet up that promis’d cure 


Lov. Nor heard a Drum ftrook, tor Baboons, er 
Puppets ? 

Nei. 5. Neither, Sir. 

Lov. What device fhould he bring forth now ? 
I love a teeming Wic as L love my nourifhment. 
Pray God he ha’ not kept fuch open Houfe, 
That he hath fold my Hangings, and my Bedding : 

: | I 
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, left him nothing elfe. If he have eat ’em, 
436 A Plague o’the Moath, fay I. Sure he has got 
Some bawdy Pictures, to call all this ging; <‘e - J GHP. 2, 
The Frier, and the Nun ; or che new AZctson ‘ 
OF the Knights Courfer, covering the Parfons Mares 
The Boy of fix year old, wich the great Ehing : 
Or’t may be, he has the Fleas that run at Tile, 
Upon a Table, or fome Dog to dance? 
When faw you him? Nes. 1.. Who Sir, Jeremy ? 
Nei. 2. ‘feremy Butler? 
We faw him not this Month. ov. How! ~- 
Nei. 4. Not thefe five weeks, Sir. 
Nes. 6. Thefe fix weeks, ac the leaft. 
Lov. Yo amaze me, Neighbours! 
Nei. 5. Sure, if your worthip know not where he is, - 
He’s flipr away. Nei. 6, Pray God,he be not made away. 
( He knocks. 
Lov. Ha? It’sno time to queftion, then. Nes.6. About 
Some three weeks fince, I heard a doleful cry, 
As I fate up, a mehding my Wives Stockings. 
Lov. This’s ftrange! that none will anfwer! 
wee JerPemy.Didit thou hear 
dinAvey A cry, faift chou? Nei. 6. Yes, Sir, like untoa Man 
_tte That had been ftrangled an hour, and could not fpeak. 
- Ue. c “Eaphe- 2. 1 heard it too, jult this day three weeks, at wo 
f 


ke a Clock (em fo! 
bo BY feo Next morning. Lov. Thefe be Miracles, or you maké 
hae Vb * A Manan hour ftrangled, and could not fpeak, 


lead A’ 4ee>And both you heard him cry? Nes.3. Yes,downward,sir. 
ieee heh, - Lov. Thou art a wife tellow: Give me thy Hand I 
io ot. bot 1 ye hat — Psi ag on . ( - 
Of ‘Nes. 3..A Smith, an’e pleate your worfhip. 
Ve t id oe A Smith? Then lend me thy help to get this 
Door open. | 

Nei.3. That I will prefently, Sir, but fetch my Tools— 
Nei.1. Sir, beft to knock again, afore you break it. 


A& V. Scene I. 
Love-wit, Faee, Neighbours. 


Will. Fae. What mean you, Sir ? 
Nes. 1, 2,4: O, here’s Jeremy ! 
Fac. Good Sir, come from the Door. . 
Lov. Why! what’s the matter ? 
idl pare de Fac. Yet farther, you are too _near yet. 
fn . 9: Liv. Pthename of Wonder! _ . 
What means the fellow ? | 
Fac. The Houfe, Sir, has been vifited. 7 
Lov. What? with the Plague? ftand chou then farther. 
Fac. No, Sir, | | 
I had it not. Lov. Who had it then ? I left 
None elfe, but thee, ’che Houfe! 
Fac. Yes, Sir, my fellow, | 
The Cat, that kepe the Buttry, had ie on her 
A weck before I fpied.it: bute I got her 
Convey’d away,i the night. And fo I fhut 
‘The Houfe up for a month 
Lov. How! Fac. Purpofing then, Sir, 
T’have burne Rofe-vinegar, Treacle, and Tar, 
And ha’made ic {weet,that you fhould ne’er ha’known it: 
Becaufe I knew che news would but affli@ you, Sir. 
_ Lov. Breathe lefs, and farther off. Why,this is ftranger!: 
. “The Neighbours tell me all, here, that the Doors 
Have ftill been open Fac. How, Sir! 
Lov. Gallants, Men, and Women, 
And of all forts, tag-rag, been feen to flock here 
ow Th In threaves, thefe cen weeks, as to a fecond Hogs-den, 
» Yar In days of Piemlicg, and Eye bright ! Fac. Sir, 
Their wifdoms will not fayto! Lov.-To day, they fpeak 
Of Coaches, and Gallants; one in a Frescb-hood, 
VVent in, they tell me: and another was feen 
In a Velvet Gown at the window! divers more 
afs in and out! 
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(pray thee. |. 


Fac. They did pafs through the Doors then, 
Or Walls, I affure their Eye-fights, and their Spe@acles; 
For here, Sir, are the Keys: and here have been, 

In this my Pocket, now above twenty days: 

And for before, I kept the Fort alone there. 

But chat ’tis yee not deep #’ the afternoon, 

I fhould believe my Neighbours had feen double 
Through the black-pot, and made thefe apparitions! 
For, on my faith to your worfhip, for thefe three weeks, 
And upwards, the Door has not been open‘d. - 

Lov. Strange! 

Nei. 1. Good faith, I think I faw a Coach ! 

Nei. 2. And I too, 

l'ild ha’ been fworn! Lov. Do you but think it now ? 
And but one Coach ? Nei. 4. Wecannot tell,Sir; Feremy 
Is a very honelt fellow. Fac. Did you fee me at all ? 

Nei. 1. No; that we are {ure on. 

Nes. 2. Pil be {worn o’that. 

Lov. Fine Rogues to have your Teftimonies built on! 

Nei. 3. Is ‘Feremy come? 

Nei. 1. O, yes, you mave leave your Tools, 

We were deceiv’d,he fays. Nei. 2. He has had the Keys: 
And the Door has been thut thefe three wecks. 

Nei. 3. Like enough. 

Lov. Peace, and get hence, you Changelings. 

Fac. Surly come! 
And Manemon made acquainted ? They'll tell all. 
(How fhall I beat them off ? What fhall Ido? ) 
Nothing’s more wretched than a guilty Confeience) 


Act V. Scene III. 


Surly, Mammon, Love-wit, Face, Neighbours, Kafril, 
Ananias, Tribulation, Dapper, Subtle. 


Ne: Sir, he was a great Phyfician. ‘This, 
Ie was no Bawdy-houfe: but a meer Chancel. 
You knew the :Lord, and his Sifter: 

Mam. Nay, good -Sarly—— 
. Sur. The happy word, Be rich 

Mem. Play not the Tyran———~ : 

Sr. Should be to day pronounc’d to all your Friends. 
And where be your Andirons now? and your Brafs- pots, 
That fhould ha’ been golden Flaggons,and great Wedges? 

Mam. Let me but breathe. What! they ha’ thuc 

their Doors, | 
Methinks! Swr. I, now ’tis holy-day with them. 

Mam. Rogues, 

Cozeners, Impoftors, Bawds. 


ate 


. 


Fac. What mean you, Sir? 
{ Mammon and Surly &n.ck. 

Mam. To enter if we can. Fac. Another Mans Houfe ? 
Here is the owner, Sir. ‘Turn youto him, ; 
And fpeak your bufinefs. Adam. Are you,sir, the owner 

Lov. Yes, Sir. | 

Mam. And are thofe Knaves within your Cheaters ? 

Lov. What Knaves? what Cheaters ? 

Mam. Subtle, and his Lungs. 

Fac. ‘The Gentleman is diltra&ted, Sir! No Lungs, 
Nor Lights ha’ been feen here thefe three weeks, Sir, 
Wichin thefe Doors, upon my word! Swr. Your word; 
Groom arrogant? Fac. Yes, Sir,] am the Houfe-keeper, 
And know the Keys ha’ not been out o' my Hands. 

Sur. This'ss a new Face. | 

Fac. You do miftake the Houfe, Sir ! 

What Sign wast at? Swr. You Raskal! This is one 
O’ we confederacy. Come, let’s get Officers, 
And force the Door. Lev. ’Pray you ftay, Gentlemen. 

Sur. No, Sir, we'll come with Warrant. 

Mam. I, and then 
We fhall ha’ your Doors open. Lov. What means this: 

Fac. I cannot tell, Sir. 

Ne:. 1. Thefe are two o the Gallants, . 

That wedo think wefaw. Fac. Two o’ the Fools? 
You talk as idly asthey. Good faith, Sir, 
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Ithink the Adon has cras’d’em alt! (O nie, - 
The angry Boy come too? He'll make a noife, 
And nie’er away till he have betray’d us all. ) - 3 
Kaf. What Rogues, Bawds, Slaves, youll open the 
Doot anon, —  -  (Kaftril socks. 
Punck, Cééatrice, ry Suftg: By this lighe 
Pil fetch the Marfhaltoyou. You area Whore, 
To keep your Caftle Ho. 2 
Fac. Who woukl you (peak with, Sir? 
Raf. The bawdy Door, and the cozening Captain, 
And Pus my Sufter. Lov. This is fomething, fure ! 

Fac. Upon my truft, the Doors were never open, Sir. 
Kaf. \ have heard all cheir. tricks told me twice over, 
By the fat Knight, arid chelean Gentleman. Aratior 4/4, 
Dow. Here sanother: Fur. Anarias too? J. 9, 
Arid his Paffor? Tri, The Doors are that againft us. 
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"Tis but your putting ona Spanifh Cloak. 


Ihave her within.. You need not fear the Houfe, 


It was not vifited. Lov. Buc by me, who came 
Sooner than you expected. Fac. It is true, Sir. 
*Pray you forgive me. 


_ Lov. Well, let's fee. your widow. 


Act Vi Scene IV. 
Subtle, Dapper, Face, Dol. 


Ow! ha’ you eaten your Gag ? - : .Y 
Dap. ‘Yes faith, it crumbled 
Away ? my Mouth. | 


Sab. You ha’ tpoil'd all then. Dag. No, 


( They beat too at the Door. | 1 hope my Aunt of Fasry will forgive me. 


- fas. Comeé fareh,'you Seed of Sulphur, Sons of Fire, 
Your ftench it: is broke forch: abomination 
Is in the Houfe. Ka/-I,my Sufter’s there. .4na.The place, 
It is become a Cage of uriclean Birds. # 
Raf. Yes, I wilt feech che Scavenger,and the Conftable. 
Zvi. You thall do well. | . ' 
Ans. We'll joyn to wéed chem'ont, oo - 
47 Kaf. You will not come then? Punch, device, my 
Sufter! | ; 
Ana, Call her not Sifter. She's a Harlot, verily. 
Kef. Pilraife che ftreec. | _ 7 
~ Lew. Good Gentlemen, @ ward. peta 
Ana, Satak avoid, and hinder not out Zeal. 
Low. The world’s turn’d Bet len. 
Fac. Thefe aré all broke loofe, - 
Out of S. Kether’nés, where they ufet6 keep 
The better fort of mad-folks. Nei. 2. All chefe Perforts 
We faw go in and out here. Nei. 2. Yes, indeed, Sir. 
Nei. 3. Thefe wéré the Parties. 
Fae. Peace, you Drunkards. Sir, 
Y wonder at it! Pleafe you rd give meé leave 
To touch the Door, I'll try an’ the Lock be chanp’d. 
Lov. It mazesmé! Fac. Good faith, Sir, I believe 
There’s no fuch ching. "Tis all deceptio vifus. 
Would Icould gethim away. (Dapper cries ont 
Dap. Mafter Captain, Mafter Dodor. 


® 
asst birt. 


Sub. Your Aunt’s a gracious Lady: but in troth 
You were.to blame. Dap. The fume did over-come me, 
And I did do’t to: ftay my Stomach. °*Pray you 
So fatisfie her Grace. . Here comes the Captain. 

Fae. How now! Is his Mouth down? 

Sub. ¥! be has fpoken ! | 
Fac. (A Pox, I heard him, atid you too.) He’s un 

donethen, = — | > | 

(I have been fain to fay, the Houfé is haunted 
With Spirits, to keep Churle back. . __ 

Sub. And haft thou done it? 

Fac. Sure, for this nighe. 

Sub. Why, then triumph and fing 


OF Face fo famous, the precious King => 


Of prefent wits. Fae. Did you not hear the coil, 

About the Door? Sw. Yes, and I dwindled with it.) 
Fac. Shew him his Aunt, and let him be difpatch’d: 

Pll fend her to you. Sad. Well Sir, your Aunt her Grace, 

Will give you Audience prefently, on my fute, 7 

And the Captains word, chat you did not eat your Gag 

In any contempt of her Highne/s. * | ae 
Dap. Not I, in troth, Sir. 

- -" [Dol like she Byeen of Fairy. 

Sub. Here the is come. Down. o’ yout Knees and 


wriggle : 
She has a ftately prefence. Gooll. Yet nearer, 


dev. Who's that ? And bid, God fave you. Des, Madam. 403 
Fee. (Our Clerk withih,that I forgot! ) I know hot,Sir.| Swb. And your Aunt. : 
Dap. For God's fake, when will her Grace be at leifure?| Dap. And my moft gracious Aunt,God fave youGraee. 
Fac. Ha! | : Do. Nephew, we thought to have beenangry wich 
Ilufions, fome Spirit o’ the Air: Chis Gag is melted, you: 
now he fets oucthe Throat.') «© = - But that fweet Face of yours hath eurn’d the Tide, 
Dap. 1 am alinoft ftifled-———— __ And made it flow with Joy, that ebb’d of Love. 
Fac. ( Would you were alrogether.’) - Arife, and touch our Velvet Gown. S«b. The Skirts, 
_ Lov. ’Tisi’ the Houfeé. | And kifs’em. So. Dol. Let me now ftroke that Head. 
Fla! Lift. Fue. Believe it, Sir, ? the Air! Much, Nephew, fhalt thou win; much fbalt thou fpend; - 
Lov. Peace, you————- | Much fhalt thou give away: much {halt thou lend. 
Dap: ‘Mine Kents Grace does not-ufe me well... - Sab. (1, much, indeed. ) Why.do you notthank her +7 
.5ab. You Fool, Grate. . 
Peace, you'll mar.all: aT Dap. I cannot {peak for joy. 
Fac. Or you will elfe, you Rogue. Sub see, the kind wretch ! | 
_ Loo. O, 1s it fo? Then you converfe with Spirits! | Your Graces Kinfman right. Dol. Give me the Bird. 
Come Sir. No more o’ your tricks, good Feremy, Here is your.F/y in a Purfe, about your Neck, Coufin, 
The truth, the fhorteft way. Wear it, and feed ie about this day fev’nighe, 
Fac. Difmifs this Rabble, Sir. On your right Wrift— Sub. Opena Vein with a Pin, 
- What fhall J do? I am ‘catch’d. And let ic fuck but once a week: till chen, 
Lov. Good Neighbours,. © You muft not look on’t. Dol. No. And, Kinfman, 
I thank you all. You may depart. “Gomme Sir, - . Bear your felf werthy of the Blood you, come on. 
You know that I am ah indulgent Mafter : 3 Sub Her grace would ha’you eat no more Wool/ack Pies, 
And therefore conceal nothing... What’s your Med’cine, | Nor Dagger Frume’ty.”. Dol. Nor break his faft, 
To draw fo many f{everal forts of wild-fowl? [In Heaven and Hell. Sub. She’s with you every where! 
Fac. Sir, you were wont to affe& mirch and Wit: . or play with Coftar-mongers,at mar -chance, tray-trip. 
( Buc here’s no place to ralk on’t i? the Street.) . - God make you rich, ( when as your Aunt has done 1£: ) 
Give mé but leave to make che beft of my Fortund, ba keep <> nsan mies) Breer 2. 
And only pardon me th’ abufe of your Honfe: == -—- | The gallanr’ft Company, and the beft Games— 
Iv’s all beg. Pill help you to a widow, Dap. Yes, Sir. | | 
r. mpence, that youth + me thanks for, t  Sub.Gleek and Primero: and what you get,be = to . | , 
| Bish Ment po & flornt) deocler, Ch auos,,lom « ¥ 6A gq’ ; : ap. y 7 ae 
eu. {UE Aunt he 7 ahvat: : . bp. a Sifrw , oft cd Sr Uh f bland 
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Dap, By this Hand, EF will, 
Sub. You may bring’s a thoufand Pound | 
Before to morrow night, (if but three choufand 
Be ftirring ) an’ you will. Dap. I fwear, I will chen. 
Sub. Your Fly will learn you all Games. 
Fac. Ha’ you done there ? ; 
Sub. Your Grace will command him no more duties ? 
Del. No: 
But come, and fee me often. Itmay chance | 
To leave him three or four hundred Chefts of Treafure, 
And fome twelve thoufand Acres of Fasry Land, 
If he game well, and comely, with good Gamefters, 
' Sub. There’s a kind Aunt! kifs her departing part. - 
But you mutt fell your forty Mark a year, now. 
Dap. I,Sir, Imean. Sub. Or, git away : Pox on’t. 
Dap.Vll git mine Aunt. Pll go and fetch the Writings. 
Sub. Tis well, away. Fac. Where's Subsle ? 
Sub. Here. What news? | 
.- Fac. Drugger is at the Door, go take his Sute, 
And bid him fetch a Parfon, prefently ; 
Say, he fhall marry the widow. Thou thale {pend 
A hundred pound by the fervice!.. Now Queen Dol, 
Ha’ you pack’d up all? Dol. Yes. And how do you like 
The Lady Pliant? -Dol. A good dull innocent. 
Sub. Here’s your Hieronymo’s Cloke, and Hat. . 
Fac. Give me ’em. 
Sub. And the Ruff too ? 
Fac. Yes, ’ll come to you prefently. 
Sub. Now he is gone about his project Dol, 
I told you of, for the widow. Dol. ’Tis dired& 
Againft our Articles. Sub. Well, we'll fic him, wench. 
Haft thou gull’d her of her Jewels, or her Bracelets 2. 
Dol. No, but I will do’t. | | 
Sub, Soon at night, my Dolly, | 
When, we are fhipt, and all our Goods aboard, 
Eaft-ward for RatchfFs we willeurn our courfe - 
To Brainford, weftward, if thou faift che word, 
And take our leaves of this ore-weening Raskal, 
This peremptory Face. 
“Doh Content, P am weary of him. 
Sub. Thowbaft caufe, when the flave will run a wi- 
ving, Del, | 
Againit.che Inftrument that was drawn between us. 
Del. Til pluck this Bird as bare as I can. : 
Sub. Yes, cell her, : 
She muft by any means addrefs fome prefent 
' To ch’ cunning Man; make him amends for wronging 
His Art with her fufpicion; fend a Ring, | 
Or Chain of Pearl; fhe willbe tortur’'delfe 
Extremely in her fleep, fay : and ha’ ftrange things 
Come toher. Wilethou? Dol. Yes. 
- Sub. My fine flitter-moufe, 
£0 My Bird o' the night; we'll tickle it at the Pigeons, 
When we have all, and may unlock the Trunks, 
And fay, chis’s mine, and thine ; and thine and mine. 
a 4 ws pt Vo ay turns, otto ar apin » Wht, E/a They hifs, 
aSvetcan Fac, What now, a billing? Sub. Yes, a little exalred 
In the good paflage of our ftock-affairs. 
Fac. Drugger has brought his Parfon; take him in,Sudbsle, 
And fend Naé back again to wath his Face. 
Sub. I will: and fhave himfelf ? 
Fac. If you can get him. 
Del. You are hot upon it, Face, what ere it is! 
Fac. A trick, that Dol fhall {pend ten pound a 
Month by. 
Is he gone? Sab. The Chaplain waits you 7 the Hall, Sir. 
Fac. Vil go beltow him. . Dol. He'll now marry her, 
inftantly. 
Sub, He cannot, yet, he isnot ready. Dear Dol, 
Cozen her of all chou canft. To deceive him 
Is no deceit, but Juftice, thd would break | 
Such ar inextricable tye as ours was. 
Del. Let me alone to fit him. 
- Fac. Come, my ventures, 


T be Alchemift. | 


You en up all? Where be the Trunks? Bring 
orth. 
Sub. Here. Fac. Let’s fee’em. Where's the mony ? 
Sub. Here, 
In this, Fac. Mammon’sten pound: eight fcore before. 
The Bretbrens money, this. Druggers, and Dappers. 
‘What Papers that? bf 
Dol. The Jewel of the waiting Maids, 
That ftole it from her Lady, to know certain 
_ ‘a fhe fhould have precedence of her Miftris 2. 
ob. XS. 
Fac. What Box is that? 9-47 Ti fac? Gy, 
Sab. The Fith-wives Rings, I chink : 2. "7.9 7 
And th’ Ale-wives fingle money. Ise not Dol ? a-gela: 
Dol. Yes: andthe whiftle, that the Sailors Wife 
Brought you to know an’ her Husband were with Ward. 424 
Fac. We'll wet itto morrow : and our Silver-beakers,, 2,;, 
And Tavern Cups. Where be the Fresch Peti-coats, ‘a ay 
And Girdles, and Hangers? Sxb. Here, i’ the Trunk, - 
And the Bolts of Lawn. 
Fac. Is Druggers Damask there? 
And the Tabacco? Sub. Yes. Fac. Give me the Keys. 
Dol. Why you the Keys! 
Sub. No matter, Dol: becaufe 
We fhall not open *em, before he comes. 
Fac. *Tis true, you fhall not open them, indeed: 
Nor have ’em forth. Do you fee? Not forth, Dol. 
Dol. No! | 
Fac. No, my fmock-rampant. The right issmy Mafter 
Knows all, has pardon’d me, and he will keep ’em ; 
Doctor, ‘tis true (you look ) for all your Figures : 
I fence for him, indeed. Wherefore, good 
Both he, and fhe, be fatisfied : for here 
Determines the Indenture tripartite, 
*Twixe Subtle, Dol,and Face. All I can do 
Is to help you over the Wall, o’ the back-fide; 
Or tend you a Sheet to fave your Velvet Gown, Dol. 
Here will be Officers prefently ; bethink you, 
Of fome courfe fuddainly co fcape the Dock: 4”: 
For thither you’ll come elfe. - Hark ycu, Thunder. 
[ Some knock. 


Att 
Partners, = /7...2/ 
Hie 


‘Sub. You are a precious Fiend ! 

Off. Open the Door. 

Fac. Dol, Tam forry for thee i-faith. But heagft thou? 
It thall go hard, but I will place chee fome-where: 
Thou fhale ha’ my Letter to Miftris Amo. — 

Dol. Hang you 

Fac. Or Madam Cefarean. 

Dol. Pox upon you, Kogue, 
Would I had but time to beat thee. Fac. Subtle, 
Let’s know where you fet up next ; Ill fend you. 
A cuftomer, now and then, for old acquaintance: 
What new courfe ha’ you ? Sub. Rogue, Pil hang my felf: 
ThatI may walk a greater Devil chan thou, 
And haunt thee i’ che Flock-bed, and the Buttery. 


A& VV. Scene V. 


Officers, Mammen, Surly, Face, Kaftril, Ansnias, 
Tribulation, Drugger, Da. Pliant. 


W Hat do you mean, my Mafters ? 

Mam. Open your Door, : 
Cheaters, Bawds, Conjurers. 

Off. Or we'll break it open. 

Lov. What Warrant have you ? 

Of. Warrant enough, Sir, doubt not : . 
If you'll not open it. Lov. Is there an Officer, there ? 

Of. Yes, two or three for failing. “ | 

Lov. Have but patience, 
And I will open it ftraight. 


Love-wit, 


Fac. Sir, ha’ you done ? 


| Is it a marriage? perfe&t? Lov. Yes, my Brain. 


Fac. Off with your Ruff, and Cloke then; be your felf, 

Sur. po with the Door. ., Gir. 

pices ut Bf faclirg, Coe rent. . {4 Kaf.’Slight, 
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Ka. Slight, ding ic open.” Dov. Hold: ~~ 
Hokd Gentien en, hae theans this violence? 
Mam. VVhere is this Colliar ? ~_ 
Sur, And my Caprin Fece?i 
Mam. Thefe dayOwls.. 
Sur. That are birding In Mens Puries. 
Mam. Madam oe oe 
Kaf. Doxey, my Sifter. Ane. Locults 
Of the foul Pic. . Jn. Profane a3 Bei and the Dragon. 
Ana. Worfe than the Grafhopperstor the Lice of Arypt. 
Lov. Good Gentlemen, hear nve.. Are you Officers, 
And cannot ftay this violence? Off. Keep the Peace. 
Lov. Gentlemen, what is the matter? Whom do you 
Mam. The Chamical cozener. | (feek ? 
Ser. Andthe Captain Pander, e 
Kef. The Pim my Sulter. 
Mam. Madam Rabbi. Ana. Scorpions, — 
And Caterpillers. Low. Fewer at once, I pray yon. 
Of. Qne after another, Gentlemen, I charge you, 
_ By vertue of my ftaff— Ans. They are the veiiels 
Of Pride, Luft, and the Care. Lov, Good Zeal, lie ftill, 
A little while. rs. Peace, Deacon Ananias. 
Lov. The Houfe is mine here,and the Doors are open: 
If there be any fuch Perfons as you feek for, 
Ufe your authority, fearch on o° Gods Name. 
I am but newly come to Town, and finding 
This tumult bout my Door ( to tell you true ) 
It fomewhat maz'd me; till my Man, here, (fearing : 
My more difpleafure) told me he had done 
Somewhat an‘infolent part, let out my Houfe 
( Belike, prefuming on my known averfion 
From any Air o’ the Towa,while there was Sicknefs ) 
To a Do&or,and a Captain: who, what they are, 
Or where they be, he knows not. Adam. Are they gone? 
: _ [bey enter. 
Lev. You may go in’and fearch, Sir. Here, I find 
The empty Walls worfe than I left em, fmok’d, 
A few crack’d Pots, and Glaffes, and a Fornace; 
The Ceiling filld with Poefies of the Candle: 
And Madam, with a Dildo, writ o” the Walls. 
Onely one Gentlewoman, I met here, | 
That is within, chat faid fhe was a widow——— 
Kaj. H that’s my Sufter. Ill go thumpher. Where 
1s fhe ? 7 
Lov. And fhould ha’ married a Spani(h Count, but he, 
VVhen he. came to’r, neglected her {fo grofly, 
That I, a widower, am gone through with her. 
Ser. How! Have I loft her then ? | 
Lov. Were you the Don, Sir? 
Good faith, now, fhe do's blame yo’ extremely, and fays 
You fwore, and told her, you had tane the pains 
To dye your Beard, and umbre o’er your Face, ° 
Borrowed a Sute, and Ruff, all for her loye ; 
And then did nothing. VVhat an over-fighe, 
And want of putting forward, Sir, was this! 
VVell-fare an old Harquebuzier, yet, 
Could prime his Powder, and give fire,and hit, *° 
All in a twinckling. Mam. The whole neft are fled ! 
Lov. VVhat fort of Birds were they ? 
[ Mammon comes fortb. 


Alf 


Mam. A kind of Choughs, 
Or thievifh Daws, Sir, that have pickt my Purfe 
OF eight-fcore and ten pounds, within thefé five weeks, 
Befide my firft Materials; and my Goods, 
That lie ? che Cellar: which I am glad they ha’ left. 
I may have home yet. Lov. Think you fo Sir? Adam. I. 
Lov. By order of Law, Sir, but not otherwife. 
Mam. Not mine own ftuff ? ; 
Lov. Sir, I can take no knowledg, 
That they are yours, but by publick means. __ 
If you can bring Certificate, that you were gull’d of ’em, 
Or any formal VVrit out of a Court, 
That you did cozen your felf, I will not hold them. 
Mam. Vil rather lofe ’em. Lov. That you thall norSir; 


debe, Mlebemif. 


By me, introth, Upon thefé terms they are yours © 
What fhould they ha’ been, Sir, turn’d into Gold all? . - 
Mam. No. . * ged « 

I cannot tell. It may be they:fhould. Wohaecheh ? 
_ Lev. Whar a great ‘lofs in hope have you fultain’d ? . 
Mam. NotI, the Commonwealeh has. . . 4 
Fac. L, he would ha’built / - 
The City new; and made a Dicch about it , | 
OF Silver, fhould have run with Cream from Hog/dcs 5 
That every Sunday in Aoor-felds, the youngkers, 
And tits, and tom-boys fhould have fed‘on, gratis. 
Mam. I will go mount a Turnip-cart, and preach 
The end o’ the world, within thefe two months. Say, 
What! in adream? Swr. Muft I needs cheat my fell, 
Wich that fame foolith vice of honefty ! 
Come let us go, and hearken out the Rogues. 
Thac Face Pi mark for mine, if e’er I meet him. 
Fac. If I can hear of him, Sir, Pil bring you word, 
Unto your Lodging: for in roth, they were ftrangers 
To me, I thought em honeft, as my felf, Sir. 
| | [ They come forth. 
Tri. ’Tis well, che Saints thall not lofeall yet. Go, 
And get fomeCarts— Lov.For what,my zealous Friends? 
Ana. ‘To bear away the portion of the righteous 
Out of this Den of Thieves. Lov. What is that portion ? 
Ana. ‘The Goods, fometimes the Orphans, chat the 
Brethren : 
Boughe wich their Silver Pence. 
Lov. What, thofe 7? the Cellar, 
The Knighe Sir Mammon claims? Ana. I do defie 
The wicked Mammon, fo do all the Brethren, 
Lhou prophane Man, I ask thee, with what confcience 
Thou canit advance that Idol againit us, 
That have the Seal? Were not the Shillings numbred, 
That made the Pounds? Were not the Pounds told out, 
Upon the fecond day of the fourth week, 
In the eighth month, upon the Table dormant, 
The year of che laft patience of the Saints, 
Six hundred and ten ? 
Lov. Mine earneft vehement Botcher, 
And Deacon alfo, I cannot difpute with you, 
But if you get you not away the fooner, 
I thall confute you with a Cudget:~ -Ana. Sir. 
Tri. Be patient Ananias. Ana. I am ftrong, 
And will hand up, well girt, againit an Hoft, 
That threaten Gad in exile. Lov. I fhall fend you 
To Amfterdam to your Cellar. Ane. I will pray there, 
Againit thy Houfe: may Dogs defile thy Walls, 
And Wafps, and Hornets breed beneath thy Roof, 
This feat of falfhood, and this cave of coz’nage. 
Low. Another too? Drs. NotI Sir, I am no Brother. 
{ Drugger enters, and be age away. 
Lov.. Away you Harry Nicholas, do youtalk ¢ 
Fac. No, this was ba Drugger. Good Sir, Go, 
| [To the Parfon. 


6 
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And fatisfie him; cell him, all is done : 
He ftaid too long a wafhing of his Face. 
The Doétor, he fhall hear of him at Weftchefer ; 
And of the Captain, cell him, at Yarmouth, or 
Some good Port-town elfe, lying for a wind. 
If you get off the angry Child, now, Sir 
Kaj. Come on, you yew, you have match’d moft | 
iweetly, ha’ you not ? [ To bas Sifter. : 
Did not I fay, I would: never ha’ you tupt 7 | 
But by a dubb’d Boy, to make you a Lady-7om'? . 
Slight, you area oy Nee ! O, I could toufe you, now. | 
Death, mun’you marry with a Pox? Lov. You lye, Boy; t 
As found as you: and I am afore-hand with you. | 
Kaf. Anon? | 
Lev. Come, will you quarrel? I will feize you, Sirraly 7/2 
Why do you not buckle Sy your ie V0 fo Yay en, Yee 4, . 
Kaf. Gods light! <« “Wyma. oF of ak, pele Coho, | 
Thivis a fine old Boy, as ore E faw! ia a 7 a : 
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Lov. What, do you change your Copy, now? Proceed, | Were very ungrateful, if he would not be 
‘pl 190 Here ftands my Dove: ftoop at her if you dare. A little indulgent to that Servants wit, 3 
ae duet Kaf. Slight, I muft love him! I cannot chufe, i-faich! | And help his Fortune, though with fome {mall ftrain  - 
wee | SrAnd I fhould be hang’d for’r. Sufter, I proteft, Of hisown Candor. Therefore, Gentlemen, 4. fo 
L dsigt : f I honour thee for this match. Lov. O, do you fo, Sir? | And kind Spectators, if I have out-ftript 
Kaf. Yes,an’ thou canft take Tabacco,and drink,old Bay, | An old Mans gravity, or ftri@ Canon, think 
Til give her five hundred Pound more to her marriage, | What a young Wife, and a good Brain may do: 


Than her own State. Lov. Fill a Pipe-full, Feremy. Stretch ages truth fometimes, and crack it too. 
Fac. Yes, but go in, and take it, Sir. Lov. We will. | Speak for thy felf,Knave. Fac. So I will, Sir. Gentlemen, 
I will be rul’d by thee in any thing, Feremy. My part 3ticele fell in this laft Scene, 


Kaf. ’Slight,thou art not hide-bound ! thou art a Jovy’ | Yet ‘twas decorum. And though I am clean ~, ia 
Boy ! 


y! Got off from Subtle, Surly, Mammon, Dol, 
Come let’s in, I pr’y thee, and take our whiffs. | Hot Ananias, Dapper, Drugger, all 
_ Lov. Whiff in with your Sifter, brother Boy. That} With whom I traded ; yee I put my felf 


Matter : On you, that are my Country : and this Pelf, 
Th&c had receiv’d fuch happinefs by a Servant, ~ | Which I have got, if you do quit me, refts 
In fuch a Widow, and wich fo much Wealth, To feaft you often, and invite new Guefts. 
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CATI LINE 


CONSPIRACY. 
- A TRAGEDY. 


| AGed 1 in 1 the Year 1611." By the Kines. Majesty's —_— 
La dary ithanr i + aH grb eT? 7 | 
With the Allowance of = Matter of R EVELS, ; 


The Author B j 


_ comersenee FT non lee pore 
-Verion: equitis quoque jam migravit ab aure voluptas 
Omnis, ad incertos oculos, 7 gaudia vana. Horat. 


- To the Great Example of Honour and Verrueg, ‘the moft Noble 


WILLIAM 


Earnt of PEMBROKE, Lorp CHAMBERLAIN, ee, & 
Mr Loxp, 
L: fo thick and dark an Ignorance, as now almoft covers the Age, I crave leave to fland near 


your Light , and by that tobe read. ‘Pofterity may pay your ‘Benefit the Flonour and Thanks , 

when it prall know, that you dare, in thefe Fig-zivem times, to countenance a Legitimate Poem. 

I muft call it fo, asi all noife of Opinion: from whofe crude and airy Reports, I appeal to 
that great and fingular Faculty of Judgment in your Lordfhip,. able to vindicate Truth from Error. 
It is the Firft (of this Race) that ever I dial toany Perfon ; and had I not thought it the beft, it 
fhould have been taught a le/s Ambition. ‘Now it approacheth ‘your Cenfure ian as and with the 
fame affirance that — would appear bore a Magiftrate. = 


. | | “Your Lordhip aad faithful ieee 


BEN. JOHNSON. 


Mid 


The Persons of the Pray. 
Sy uxa’s Cases, 
CaTILIN&E GaBINiuUs. 1\C ESAR. 
Lenrucus. STATILIUS, Qu. Cicero. 
Cerurcus | Ceparils. SYLLANUS. _ 
Sarkis, | "| Cornevius. _|Fraccus, 
AUTRONIUS. | Veievexvits POMTINIUS, | 
VaRcunreius. Cicero. SANGA 
Lonernus, |JANTONIUS  — : Sear ou: | 
Lecca. ‘|Caro ALLoBRoces.. 
Funvius. — Caturus, — | PerRetus. 
BesTra. _  |Crassus. SOLDIERS 
AURELIA : GaLuLa. | SERVANTS. 
Furvia. | Porter. i | Paces. 
Sempronra, | | Licrors . 
erdh, 8, oe HO cus. 
The Scene 
ROM E 
The Principal Tracepians were, 
RIC BURBADGE, | JOH. HEMINGS. 
. ALEX. COOKE — | HEN. CONDEL. 
“JOH. LOWIN. |  |JOH UNDERWOOD. - 
"WILL. OSTLER, NIC. TOOLY. 
RICH. ROBINSON|WILL.EGLESTONE 


ia UU CATILINE. 


, 


i... 2! : , [Drown che remembrance : let not mifchief ceafe, . A 


4¢Behold-I come, fent from the Stygran ae for # +74 


- Thy darker bofome enter Syla’s Spirie: 


” 


AGL 


But while it is in punithing, increafe. _ 416 
: _| Confcience and Care die in thee ; and be free. 
Sylle’s Ghoft. Not Heav’n it felf, from thy Impiery : — 
cans : ae Let Night grow blacker with thy Plots; and Day, - 
Oft thou not feel me, Rome? not yet? Is| At thewing but thy Head forth, ftare away © 


_ Night a ee 
So heay on thee, and my weight fo light ? 
| Can Sylla’s Ghoft arife within thy Walls 
Lefs threatning than an Earthquake, the quick falls 

Of chee and thine ? Shake notthefrighted heads: 
Of thy fteep Towers? or fhrink to their firlt Beds? 
Or, as their Ruine the large Tyber fills, —— 
Make that {well up, and drown thy feven proud Hills ? 
What fleep is this doth feize thee fo like Death, 
And is not it 2? VVake, feel her my in breath: |; 


e 


As a dire Vapor that had cleft the ground, 

T ingender with the Night, and blaft the Day ; 

Or like a Peftilence that fhould difplay iss 

Infection through the world: which thusIdo. -__. 
(Difcovers Catiline # bas Study. 

Pluto be at thy Councels, and into 


All chat was mine, and bad, chy 
Alas how weak is that for Catéline ! | . ae 
Did I but fay (vain voice!) all chat was mine ? 

All chat the Gracchi, Cinna, Marius would: - 

VVhat now, had I a Body again, I could, - 

Coming from Hell; what Fiends would with thould be; 
And Hannibal could not have wifh’d to fee : 
Think chou, and praé@tice. -Let the long hid Seeds 
Of Treafon in thee, now fhootfortb.in Deeds — 
Ranker than Horror; and thy former Faas sr 
Not fall in mention, but so urge new Ads : 
Confcience of them provoke thee on to more. 

Be ftill chy Incefts, Murders, Rapes. before: . 

Thy Sente ; thy forcing firft a Veal Nun ; 


eaft inherit. - 


#F'hy Parricide, late; on thy own only Son; 


After his Mother ; to make empty way _, = 
For thy laft wicked Nuptials; worfe than they .. 


That blaze that a& of thy inceftuous Life, 


VVhich got thee at once a daughter anda wife. . 
J leave the flaughters thae thou didft for me 
Of Senators, for which, I hid for thee | 
Thy Murder of thy Brother, (being fo brib‘d) 
And writ him in the Lift of my profcribd 
After thy Fa@, to fave chy little fhame: 

‘Thy Inceft wich chy Sifter, Inotmame. = - 
Thefe are too light.. Fate will have thee puefue™ 
Deeds, after which no mifchief can be new ;: 

The Ruin of thy Countrey : chou wert buile 

For fuch a work, and born for no lefs guile. 

What though defeated once th’ haft been;.and known, 
Tempr it again : ‘That is thy a&, or none. 
Whac all che feveral Ills that vifit Earth, 
(Brought forth by Night, with a finifter birth) | 
Plagues, Famine, Fire, could not reach unto, 
The Sword, nor Surfeits ; let thy Fury do: | 
Make all paft, prefent, fucure Iilthineown; |“. 
chs conquer all Example in thy one. me Mg 
or let thy thought find any vacant time © . 


To hate anold, but ftill a frefher Crime... - 


. ey Pplough up Rocks, fteep as the Alpes, 
n 


| From chis half-fphear : and leave Rome’s blinded Walls 


T’ embrace Lufts, Hatreds, Slaughters, Funerals, 

And not recover fight till their own flames 

Do light them to their Ruines. All che Names 

Of thy Confederates too, be no lef great | 

In Hell than here: chat when we would repeat 

Our ftrengths in mufter, we may name you all, 

And Futies upon you tor Feries call. | 

Whilft what you do may ftrike them into fears, 

Or make them grieve, and with your mifchief thein. 


, Caine 


T isdecree’d. Nor fhall chy Fate, O Rome, 

Refift my vow. Tho Hills were fee on Hills, 
And Seas met Seas to guard thee, I would through : 
in duft ; 9. 
d lave the Tyrrbene Waters into Clouds ; 

But I would reach thy Head, thy Head, proud City. 
The Ills that Ihave done cannot be fafe 

But by atcempting greater ; and I feel 

A Spirit within me chides my fluggith hands, 

And fays, they have been innocent too long. 

Was I a man bred great as Rome her felf ? 

One forny'd for all her Honours, all her Glories 2 
Equal to all her Titles? thae could ftand 

Clofe up with Atlas, and fuftain her Name 

As ftrong ashedoth Heaven2 And was I, 


| OF all her Brood, mark’d out for the repulfe 


By her no voice, when I ftood Candidate, 

To be Commander in the Pontick War 2 

I will hereafter call her Step-dame ever ! 

If the can lofe her Nature, Icantofe | 

My Piety; and in her ftony Entrails 

Dig mea Seat : where I will live again, 

The labour of her Womb, and be a burden 
Weightier than all the Prodigies and Montters 


That fhe hath ceem’d with, fince the firft knew Aders. 


 Catiline, Aurelia. 


Ho’sthere? Aur. Tis I. Cat. Aurelia ? 
Aur. Yes. Cat. Appear, 
And break like day, my Beauty, to this Cirele: 
Upbrajd thy Phebss, that he is fo long 
In mounting to that poinc, which fhould give thee 
Thy proper {plendor. Wherefore frowns my Sweet ? 
Have I too long been abfent from thede Lips, 
[He hiffeth them: 


| This Cheek, thefeEyes? What is my trefpaf? fpeak. 


- Aur. It feems you know,that can accufe your felf. 
Cat. Lwillredeemit. 
Aur, Still you fay fo. When? 
Cat. When Orefilla, by her bearing well 


.| Thefe my Retirements, and ftoln times for thoughe, 
‘| Shall give their Effects leave to call her Queen 


Of all the world, in place of humbled Reme. 


/ 


—-:- 
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Aur. You court me now. 

Cat. AsI would always, Love, : 
By this Ambrofieck Kifs, and this of Negar, 
Wouldft thou but hear as gladly as I {peak. 
Could my Aurelia think I meant her lefs ; 
When wooing her, I firft remov’d a Wife, 
And then a Son, to make my Bed and Houfe 
Spatious, and fit? embrace her? Thefe were Deeds 
Nowe’ with; buetoendwith more: 
And greater: “ He that, building, ftays at one 
“Floor, orthe fecond, hath erected none. 

"Twas how: to raife thee I was tneditating; © * 
To make fome act of mine arifwerthy Love: - 
That Love, that when my Scaté was how qiite funk, 
Came with thy wealth, and weigh’d ic up again, 
.And madé hry ’emergent Fortune ence more look 
Above the Main; whith now fhall hie thé Stars, 
Arid ftick my Orefilla there amidngft ’em, 
If any Tempeft can but make the Billow, 
And any Billow can but life het Greatnefs. 
But I muft pray my Love, fhe will put on 
Like Habits with my felf. I have todo 
416 With many Meh'and many Natures: - Some 
That muft. be blown and footh’d; as Lentulw, -* 
Whom I have heav’d with magnifying his Blood, 
Anda vain Dream out of the S)dill’s Books, 
That a third chan of-chat great Family 
Whereof he is defcended, the Corneliz, 
Should be a King in Rome: which I have hir’d 
The flattering Augeres tointerpret him, | 
Cinna and Sylla dead. . Then bold Cetbegus, - 
Whofe Valour I have turn’d into his Poyfon, 
And prais‘d {fo into daring, as he would. be 
‘ Go on upon the Gods, kifsLightning, wereft 
The Engine from the Cyclops, and give fire: ” 
Ac face of .a full Cloud, and ftand his Ire , 
When I would bidhim move, Others there are, - 
Whom Envy to the State draws, and puts on 
For Contumeties receiv’d, (and fuch are fare ones) 
As Curius, and the fore-nam’d Lentulms, 
Borli which have been degraded in the Senate, 
And muft have their Difgraces ftill new rubb’d, 
To make ’em fmart, and labour of Revenge. 
Others whom meer Ambition fires, and dole 
Of Previnces abroad, which they havefeign’d 
To their crude hopes, and I as amply promis : 
Thefe, Lecea, Vargunteius, Befia, Autronins. oy 
Some whom their Wants opprefs, asth’ idle Captains 
OF Syila’s Troops: and divers Roman Knights 
(The profufe wafters of their Patrimonies) =: 
So threatned with their Debts, as they will now 
Run any defperate Fortune for a Change. 
Thefe fora time we muft relieve; Aurelia, 
And make our Houfe the Safe-guard: like for thofe 
That fear the Law,-or ftand within her gripe, 
For any a& paft, or tcocome. Such will 
From their own Crimes be fa@ious, as from ours. 
4¢7Some more there be, flight Airlings, will be won 
- With Dogsand Horfes, or perhaps a Whore; 
Which muft be had: .andif they venture Lives 
For us, Aareliaz, we maft hazard Honours 
A little. Ger chee ftore and change of women, 
As I have boys; and give ’em time and place, 
And atl connivence.: be thy felf, too, courtly ; 
And entertain, and feaft, fitup, and revel 5 
€Call allthe great, che fair, and f{piriced Dames 
Of Rome about thee: arid begin a fafhion 
Of. Freedom and Comutiunity. Some will thank chee, 
Tho the fowr Senate frown, whofe heads muft ake. 
In fear and feeling too; © We mutt not {pare 
Or coft or modeity: - I¢ can but thew 
Like.one of ‘fuso’s, or of Fove’s difguifes, 
In either chee or me ¢: and will as feon,. 
_ When things fucceed, be thrown by, - or let fall, 
a RON 


or 


Catiline. 


—_——_— ew - 


Who's thae?, Ic is the voice of Lentulns. 


| And think upon thefe Arcs. Th 


gogee bls Yat, Prat! prlp rays 
oe Vt W fou as oe C$ -9: 


As isa Vail put off, a Vifor chang’d, 
Or the Scene thifted, in our Theaters—= (A moife without. 
Aar. Or of Cethegke. | 
Ca. In, my fair Awrelia, 
muft not fee 

How far you are trufted witfi thefe Privacies ; . 
Tho on their fhoulders, necks, and heads you rife. 


+ = a> —O. othe - — 
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Lentulue, Cethegus, Catiline. 


is, methinks, a morning full of fate! Llnff 7 ait 
I: rifeth flowly, as her' fi ctlen care iy OEE Lt 
Had all the weights of fleep and death hung at it! 
She is not Rofie-finger’d, byt fwoln black ! 
Her Face is like a water turn’d to blood, 
And her fick Head is bound about with Clonds, 
As if thethreatned Night e’re Noon of Day ! | 
Ic does not look as ie would have a Hail | — 
Or Health with’din it, as on other Morns.. 

Cet. Why, all che fitcer, Lentulus: Our coming — 


- PF 4 


: Is not for Salutation, we have Bufinefs, 


Cat.. Sakl nobly, brave Cethegus. Where’s Aatronias ? 
Cet. Ishe notcome? Cat. Not here. _3 
Cet. Not Vargunteius 2 
Cat. Neither. | 
Cet. A fire in their Beds ahd Bofoms, - 

That fo will ferve their Sloth rather than Vertue. 

They are no Romans, and at fuch high need 

As now. Len. Boch they, Lon $US, Lecca, Gurins, 

Fulvius, Gabinius, gave me word laft night, 

By Lucius Beftia, they would all be here, 

And early. _ 

Cet. Yes? As you, had Inot call’d you. : 

Come, we all fleep, and are meer Dormice 3 Flies 

A litcle lefs than dead: more dulnefs hangs 

On usthan onthe morn. W’ are fpirie bound, 

In Ribs of Ice; our whole Bloods are one Scone ; 

And Honour cannot thaw us, nor our Wants, 

Tho they burn hot as Fevers co our States. 

Cat. I mufe they would be tardy at an hour 


| OF fo great: purpofe.. 


Cet. If the Gods had call’d 
Them to a purpofe, they would juft have come 


| Wich the fame Tortoyfe fpeed ! that are thus flow : 


To fuch an Action, which the oe will envy, 
As asking no lefs means than all their Powers 
Conjoyn’d, te’ effe&. I would have foen Rome burne 
By this time, and her Afhes inan Urn: 

The Kingdom of the Senate rent afunder ; 

And the degenerate talkiug Gown run frighted » 


| Out of the Air of Italy. 


Cat. Spirit of Men! ; 
Thou Heart of our great Enterprife! how much 
I love thefe Voices in thee! | 

Cet. OQ, the days | | . 

Of Sylla’s Sway, when the free Sword took leave 
To aé& all that-it would ! | 

Cat. And was familiar 
Wich Entrails, as our Asgures. 

Cet. Sons kill’d Fathers, 
Brothers their Brothers. 

Cat; And had Price and Praife. 
All Hate had Licence given it; all Rage reigns. Ais 

_ Cet. Slaughter beftrid che Streets,and ftretch’d himfelf 
To feem more huge; whilit to his ftained thighs — 
The Gore he drew flow’d up, and carried down 
Whole heaps of Limbs and Bodies through his Arch. 
No Age was {par’d, no Sex. 8 
Cat.. Nay, no Degree. eae 
Cet. Not Infants in the Porch of Life Were free. 
The Sick, the Old, chae could but hope a Day 


b 


| Longer by Natures Bounty, not let ftay. : - 
"| Virgins, and Widows, Matrons, pregnant Wives, . 


. Bath, Leb. fh BA ‘ 
£2.2 All died. Cat.” Twas Crime enough, that they had Lives. 
To ftrike but only chofe chat could do hurt, 3 
VVas dull and poor. Some fell to make the Number, 
As fame the Prey. Cet. The rugged Charon fainted, 
And ask’d a Navy, rather than a Boar, . 

To ferry over the fad VVorld that came: 
The Maws and Dens of Beafts could not receive 
The Bodies thac rhofe Souls were frighted from ; 
And ev’n the Graves were fill’d with Men, yet living, 
VVhofe Flight and Fear had mix’d them with the Dead. 
’ Cat. And this thall be again, and more, and more, - 
Now Lenitulus, the third Cornelias,; © 
Isto ftand up in Rome. Len, Nay,urgenotthat _ 
Is fo uncertain. Gat. How! Len, I mean, not clear’d, 
And therefore not to be refle@ed on. | ea ee 
Cat. The Sybs/s Leaves uncertain! or the Comments 
Of our grave, deep, divining Men, not clear! 
Len. All Prophecies, you know, fuffer the torture. . 
Cat. But this already hath confefs’d, wichout ; 
And fo been weigh’g, examin’d, and compar’d, 

As *twere malicious Ignorance in him | 
VVould faint in the Belief. Len». Do you believe it? 
Cat. Do I love Lentulus, or pray to feeit? ... 

Len. The Axgures all are conftant, lam meant. 
Cat. They’ had loft their Science elfe. . 
Len. They count from Cinna, | | 
Cat. And Sylla next, and fo make you the third; 
All that can fay the Sun is ris’n, muft think it. 
Len. Men mark me more of late, as I come forth!..._. 
 Cat.. VVhy, what can they do lefs ? Cinna and Sylls 
Are fet, and gone; and we muft turn our Eyes 
On him that is, and thines. Noble Cethegus, 
But view him with me, here! He looks already 
As if he fhook a Scepter ore the Senate, 


And che aw’d Purple drope their Rods and Axes! - oe 


The Statues mele again, and Houfhold Gods 7 
In Groans confefs the Travels of the City: . . - 
The very Y Valls {weat Blood before the Change ; 
And Stones ftart out to Ruin, ere itcomes. 
Cet. But he, and we, and all are idle fill. 7 
+ Len. I am your Creature, Sergius ; and what ere 
The Great Cornelian Name fhall wintobe, 
It is not Augury, nor the Sybs/s Books, : 
Bue Catsline, chat makes ic. Cet. lam Shadow: 
To honour’d Lentulus, and Cethegus here, 
VVho are the Heirs of Adars. Cet. By Mars himfelf, 
Catil:ne Js more my Parent ; for whofe Vertue 
Earth cannot make a Shadow great enough, 
Though Envy fhould come too. O,there they are. 
Now we fhall talk more, though we yet do nothing: 


To them.| Autrinius, Vargunteius; Longinus; Curius, Lecch, 
Betta, Fulvius, Gabinius, de. 


Ail, Luciae Catiline. Var. Hail; noble Sergius. 
Lon. Hail, Publius Lentulus. | 
Car. Hail, the third Cornelius. 
Lec. Caius Cetbegus, hail. 
Cet. Hail, Sloth and Words; ae 
In ftead of Men and Spirits. Cat. Nay, dear Caius—— 
Cet. Are your Eyes yet unfeel’d? Dare they look Day 


42¢1n the dull Face? " Cat. He’s zealous for th’ Affair, 


And Blames your tardy coming, Gentlemen. | 
, Cet. Unlefs we had fold our felves to Sleep and Eafe, 
And would be our Slaves Slaves— Cat. Pray you forbear. 
Cet, The North is not fo ftark and cold.* — 
Cat. Cethegus— , Bt hg 
Bef: We fhall redeem all, if your Fire will let us. 
Cat. You are too full of Lightning, noble Caius. 
Boy, fee all Doors be fhut, that none approach us 
On this pare of the Houfe. Go you, and bid _ 
The Prieft, he kill the Slave I mark’d laft night, 
And bring me of his Blood, when I thall call him: 


Till chen, wait all without.. Var. How is't, Autronius > 


C¢ atiline. 


<4 { 
Aut. Longinus? Lom. Curius? Cur. Tecca ? 
Var, Feel you nothing? ; a 
Lon. A ftrange unwonted Horror doth invade me 
I know not what itis ! 


[A Darknefs comes over the Place. 
Ful. Darknefs grows more and more! 
Len. The Veffal Flame,I think, be out... 
Gab. What Groan was that? [4 Groaw of many Pecple 
Cet. Our Phant’fies. _ is beard under ground. 


Strike Fire out of our felves, and force-a Day. 


Aut. Againictfounds! .. LAncthere. 
Bef. As all the City gave it! _ 

Cet. We fear what our felves feign. | | 

Var. What Light is this ? (A fiery Light appears. 


Cur. Look forth. Len, It ftill grows greater! 
Lec. From whence comes it? 

- Lon. A bloody Arm. it is, that holds a Pine 
Lighted, above the Capitol! andnow | _ a 
It waves unto us! Cat. Brave, and ominous ! - 
Our Enterprife is feal’d. Cer. In fpite of Darknefs, . 


That would difcountenance it. Look no more; 


We lofe time, and our felves To what wecame for, ~ 
Speak Lucivs, we attend you. Cat. Nobleft Romans, - 


If you were lefs, or that your Faith and Vertue 

Did not hold good that Title, with your Blood, 

I fhould not now unprofitably {pend | 

My felf in Words, or catch at empty Hopes, 

By airy ways, for folid Certaintie = 

But fince in many, and the greateft Dangers ea 
I ftill have known, you no lefs true than valiant, . |, 
And that I tafte ia.you the fame Affections, ! 


| To will or niH, to think things good or bad, 


Alike with me, (which argues your firm Friendthip) . 

I dare the boldlier, with you, fet on foor, - 

Or lead, unto this greatiand goodlieft.A@ion. - 

What I have thought of it afore, you all. 

Have heard a part. JI then exprefs’d my Zeal. 

Unto the Glory ; now, the Need enflames me. . 

When I forethink the hard Conditions — 

Our States muft undergo, except in time — - 

We do redeem our felvesto Liberty, 

And break the Iron Yoke forg’d for our Necks : 

For what lefs can wecall it? when we fee 

The Commonwealth engrofs’d fo by a few, 

The Giants of the State, that do by turns 

Enjoy her, and defile her! All the Earth, 

Her Kings and Tetrarchs, are their Tributaries ; 

People and Nations pay them hourly:Stipends ; 

The Riches of che VVorld flows to their Coffers, 

And not to Romes. VVhile (but thofe few) the reff, 

However Great we are, Honeft, and Valiant, 

Are herded with che Vulgar, and fo kept, 

As we were only bred toconfume Corn, 

Or wear our VVooll; to drink the Cities VVater ; 

Ungrac’d, without Authority, or Mark; | 

Trembling beneath their Rods : to whom (if all _ 

Were well in Rome} -we fhould come forth bright Axes. 

All Places, Honours, Offices are theirs, ; 

Or where they will confer’em! They leave us 

The Dangers, the Repulfes, Judgments, V Vants ; 

VVhich how long will you bear, moft valiant Spirits? 

V Vere we not better to fall once with Vertue, 

‘Than draw a wretched and difhonour’d Breath, 

To lofe with Shame, when thefe Mens Pride will laugh ? 

I call the Faith of Gods and Men to queftion, 

The. Power is in our Hands, our Bodies able, 

Our Minds as ftrong ; o’ th’ contrary, in them 

All things grown-eged, with their VVealth and Years: 

There wants but only co begin the Bufineds, 

The Iffue is certain. Cer. Low. On, let us go on. 

Cur. Bef. Go on, brave Sergius. 
Cat. It doth ftrike.my Soul, 

(And who can {cape the oe that hath a Seul, 

; | 


‘ 


Or 


Lece ‘The pa Se back, / P 
Or elfe my Senfes! Cur. As at Atreus Fealk! 
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342 Catiline. 


Or but the fmalleft Air of Man within him ?) 

To fee them {well with Treafure, which they pour 
Out ? their Riors, eating, drinking, building, 

I, i’ che Sea! plaining of Hitls wich Valleys, 

And raifing Valleys above Hills ; Whilft we 

Have not to give our Bodies Neceflaries. - 
They ha’ their change of Houfes, Mannors, Lordthips 3 
VVe {carce a Fire, or a poor Houfhold Lar ! 

They buy rare Attick Statues, Tyrian Hangings, 
Epbefian Pictures, and Corinthian Plate, 

Attalick Garments, and now new-found Gems, 

Since Pompey went for Afia, which they purchafe 

At price of Provinces! The River Phafs 

Cannot afford ’em Fowl, nor Lacrine Lake 

Oyfters enow : Circes too is fearch’d, 

To pleafe the witty Gluttony of a Meal! 

Their ancient Habitations they negle&, 

And fet up new then, if the Echo like not 

In fuch a Room, the ‘ae down thofe, build newer, 
Alcer them too ; and, by all frantick ways, 

Vex their wild VVealth, as they moleft the People, 
From whom they force ic! Yee they cannot tame, 
Or overcome their Riches! not by making 

Baths, Orchards, Fith- pools, terting in of Seas, 

Here, and then there forcing ’em out again, 

VVich mountainous Heaps, for which the Earth hath loft 
Moft of her Ribs, as Encrails; being now 

VVounded no lefs for Marble, than for Gold! 


~ VVe, all this while, like calm, benumb’d Spectators, 


Sit cill our Seats do crack, and do not hear . 

The thundring Ruins 5 whilft at home our wants, © 
Abroad our Debts do urge us; our States daily — 

Bending to bad, our Hopes to worfe ; and what 

Is left, fue to be crufh’d? VVake, wake, brave Friends, 
And meet the Liberty you oft have wifh’d for.- 

Behold, Renown, Riches, and Glory court you. 
Fortune holds out thefe to you, as Rewards. 

Me thinks (though I were dumb) th’ Affair it felf, 

The Opportunity, your Needs, and Dangers, —— 
VVitlr che brave Spoil the V Var brings,fhould invite you. 
Ufe me your General, or Soldier; neither 

My Mind nor Body fhall be wanting to you: ° 
And, being Con/ul, { noe doubt ec” effe@ 

All chat you with, if truft not flatrer me, 


eI Ase £- 
Lon. ’Tis Freedom: Cur. Fredom we all ftand for. 
Cat.V Vhy,thefe are noble Voices! Nothing wants then, 
But chat we take a folemn Sacrament, 
To ftrengthen our Defign. Cet. And fo to 2@ it. 
Deterring hurts, where Powers are fo prepar’d. - 
Aut. Yet, e’re we enter into open act, 
(Wich favour) ’twere no lofs, if’t might be inquir’d, 
What the Condition of thefe Arms would be. 
Var. I, and the Means to carry us through ? 
Cat. How, Friends! | 
Think you that I would bid you grafp the Wind, 
Or call you to th’ embracing of a Cloud > 
Put your known Valors on fo dear a Bufinefs, 
And have no other Second than the Danger, 
Nor other Garland than the Lofs? Become 
Your own Affurances. And for the Means, 
Confider, firft, che ftark Securicy | 
The Commonwealth is in now ; the whole Senate 
sleepy, and dreaming no fuch violent Blow; 
Their Forces all abroad ; of which the greateft, 
That might annoy us moft, is fartheft off, | 
In Afia, under Pompey ; thofe near hand, 
Commanded by our Friends 5 one Army’ in Spaz, 
By Cneus Pifo;° th’ other in Mawritania, 
Ly Nacerisus ; both which I have firm, 
And faft unto our Plot. My felf then ftanding 
Now tobe Con{ui, with my hop’d Colleague 
Caius Antoninus, one no lefs engag’d 


By’s wants, than we ; and whom I’ve power to mele, 
And calt in any Mould. Befide, fome others, 

That will not yet be nam’d, (both fure, and great ones) 
Who, when the time comes, fhall declare themfelves 
Strong for our Party; fo that no Refiftance 


In Nature can be thought. For our Reward then, 
Firft, all our Debts are paids dangers of Law, 
AGtions, Decrees, Judgments againtt us, quitted ; | 
The Rich men, as in Syl/a’s times, profcrib’d, | 
And Publication made of all their Goods: 
That Houfe is yours ; that Land is his; chofe Waters; 
Orchards, and Walks, a third’s ; he has chae Honour, 
And he that Office: Such a Province falls 
ToVargunteius 5 this t Autroniusy chat 
To bold Cethegus ; Rometo Lentalus. 
You thare the World, her Magiftracies, Priefthoods, 
Wealth, and Felicicy, amonen ye , Friends; ‘ 
And Catilise your Servant. Would you, Curis, 
Revenge the Contumely ftuck upon you, 
In being removed from the Senate ? Now; | 
Now is yourtime. Would Publius Lentulus 
Strike, for the like Difgrace ? Now is his time. 
Would ftoue Longinus walk the Streets of Rome, 
Facing the Pretor ? Now hasheatime _ . 
To fpurn and tread the Fefces into Dirt; 
Made of the Ufurers and the Leéfors Brains. 
Is there a Beauty, here in Rome, you love? | 
An Enemy you would kill ? What Head’s not yours ? 
Whofe Wife,which Boy, whofe Daughter, of what Race, 
That th’ Husband or glad Parents fhall not bring you, 
And boafting of the Office? Only {pare 
Your felves, and you have all the Earth befide, 
A Field to cercile your Longings in. : 
I fee you raisd, and read your forward Minds 
High, in your Faces, Bring the Wine and Blood © 
You have prepar’dehere. Lon. How! | 
Cat. I have kill’d a Slave, 
And of his Blood caus’d to be mixt with Wine. 
Fill every Man his Bowl. There cannot be 
‘A fitter Drink co make this Sanéion in. 
Here, I begin the Sacrament to all. AL6 
O fora Clap of Thunder now, as loud 
As to be heard throughout the Univerfe, 
To tell the World the Fa&, and to applaud it. 
Be firm, my Hand ; not fhed a drop, but pour 
iercenefs into me with it, and fell Thirft. 
Of more and more, till Rome be left as Bloodlefs 
As ever her Fears made her, or the Sword. 
And when I leave to with this to thee, Step-dame, 
Or ftop ¢ effec it, with my Powers fainting, 
So may my Blood be drawn, and fo drunk up, 
As is this Slaves. Zon. And fo be mine. Les. And mine. 
Aut. And mine. Var. And mine. — 
Cet. Swell me my Bowl yet fuller. [ Fhey drink. 
Here, I do drink this, as I would do Cato’s, 
Or the new Fellow Cicero’s, with that Vow 
Which Casiline hath given. Cur. Sodol, 
Lec. And I. Bef: And I. Fal. Andi. Gab.And all of us. 
Cat.Why ,now’s the bufinefs fafe,8ceach man ftrengthned. 
Sirrah, what ail you? [ He’ (pies one of bis Boys 
Pag. Nothing. Bef-Somewhat modeft. not anfaer— 
Cart. Slave, I will ftrike your Soul our with my Foot, 
‘Let me but find you again wich fuch a Face: 
You Whelp— Bef. Nay, Lucius. Cat. Are you coying it, 
When I command you co be free, and general 
Toall? Bef: You'll be obferv’d. Cat. Arife, and fhew 
But any leaft averfion i’ your Look | 
To him that boardsyou next, and your Throat opens, 427 
Noble Confederates, thus far is perfec. 
Only your Suffrages I will expe& | , 
Ar the Affembly tor the chufing Con/uls, 
And all the Voices you can make by Friends 
To my Election. Then let me work out 


as at a gr 


| Your Fortunes, and mine own. “Mean while, all reft 
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Seal’d up, and filent, as when rigid Frofts > 

Have bound up Brooks and Rivers, forc’d wild Beafts 

Unro their Caves, and Birds into the Woods, 

Clowns to their Houfes, and the Country fleeps ; 

That when the fudden Thaw comes, we may break 

Upon ’em lik a Deluge, bearing down 

Half Rome before us, and invade the reft 

With Cries, and Noife, able to wake the Urns 

Of thofe are dead, and make their A thes fear. 

The Horrors that do ftrike che World, fhould come 

Loud, and unlook’d for ; till they ftrike, be dumb. . 
Cet. Oraculous Sergins! Len. God-like Catiline ! 


CHORUS. 


( nothing Great, and at the beight; 
Remain fo long ? but its own Weight 
Will ruin it 2? Or, st blind Chance, 
That fill defires new States ? advance, 
And quit the old? Elfe why mut Rome 
Be by it felf now overcome 2 
Hath he not Foes enow of thofe 
Whom fhe bath made fuch, and enclofe 
Her round about? Or, are they none, 
Except (he firft become ber own? 
O wreichedne/s of greateft States, 
To be obmoxions to thefe Fates ! 
That cannot keop whut they do gain ; 
And what they raife, fo sl fuftain! 
Rome now s Miftrss of the rwbole 
World, Sea and Land, to either Pole; 
And even that Fortune will deftroy 
The Power that made it : She doth jo 
So much in Plenty, Wealth, and Eafe, 
4s now th Exce/s ss ber Difeafe. 
She builds ix Gold, and to the Stars, 
As i fhe threatned Heav’n with Wars ; 
Ana feeks for Hell in Quarries deep, 
Giving the Fiends, that there do keep, 
AA hope of Day. Her Women wear 
The Spoils of Nations is an Ear, - 
Chang’d for the Treafure of a Shell ; 
And in their loofe Attires do fwell, 
| More light than Sails, when all Winds play : 
Tet ave the Men more loofe than they | 


More kemb'd, and bath’d, and rubb’d, and trinm'd, | 
| And how fhe was in debt, and where fhe meane 


More fleek, more foft, and flacker Limb’d 3 - 
41s proftitute; fo much, that Kind 
May feek it felf there, and not find. 

They cat on Beds of Silk and Gold, 

At Ivory Tables, or Wood fold, 

Dearer than it; and leaving Plate, 

Do drink in Stone of higher Rate. 

They bunt all Grounds, and dren all Seas, 
Foul every Brook and Bufh, to pleafe 
Their wanton Taffe ; and in reque 

Have new and rare things, not the bef. 

Hence comes that wild and vaft Expence 
That hath enforc’d Romes Vertue thence, 
Which fimple Poverty firft made : 
And how Ambition doth invade 
Her State, with eating Avarice, 
Rict, and every other Vice. 
Decrees are bought, and Laws are 
Honowrs, and Offices, for Gold 
The Peoples Voices, and the free 
Tongues in the Senate, bribed be. 
Such ruin of ber Manners, Rome 
Doth fuffer now, as {he’s become 
(Without the Gods it [oon gainfayY 

| Both bet own Spoiler, and own Prey. 

So, Afia, art thes crw’'ly even 
With ws, for all the Blows thee given; 
When we, whofe Vertue pies thee, 

Thus, by thy Vices, ruin'd be. | 
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Fulvia, Galla, Servant. 


Hofe Rooms do {mell extreamly. Bring my Gl af - 


And Table hither. Gals. Gal. -Madam. 
Within, ? my blue Cabiner, for the Pearl 
I’had fent me laft,and bring it. Gah That from Clodizs 2 

Fel. From Cains Cefar. Yo’ are for Clodius {til}, 
Or Curius. Sirrah, if Quintus Curius come, 
I am not in fit mood; | keep my Chamber : 
Give warning {0 without. Gal. Is this it, Madam? 


Ful. Lcok: 


Fal, Yes,belp to hang it in mine Ear. Gal. Believe me, 


It is arich one,Madam. Fal | hopefo: 
It fhould not be worn there elfe. Make an end, | 
Ard bind my Hair up. Gal. As *twas yelterday ? 
Fl, No,nor the other day. When knew you me - 
Appear two days together in one Drefling? 
Gal. Will you ha’ i’ the Globe, or Spire? 
Fel. How thou wilt; 
Any way, fo thou wilt do it, good Impertinence. | 
Thy Company, if I flepr noc very well. 
A nights,would make me an errant Fool, wich Queftions. 
Gal. Alas, Madam——— | | 
Ful. Nay; gentle half 0” the Dialogue, ceafe. 
Gal. I do it indeed but for your Exercile, - . 
As your Phyfician bids me. Ful. How! does he bid you 
To anger me for Exercife? Gal. Not te anger you, 
But ftir your Blood a little: There’s difference 
Between Luke-warm and Boiling, Madam. Fal. Sore ! 
She means to cook me, I think. Pray you,ha’ done. — : 
Gal, I mean to drefs you,Madam. Fal. O, my Fun, 
Be Friend to me! Off’ring at Wit too? Why, Galla! 
Where haft thou been? iw ts 
Gal, Why, Madam? Fal. What haft thou done 
Wich thy poor innocent felf? | 
Gal. Wherefore, {weet Madam? _ ee 
Ful, Thusto come forth, fo fuddenly, a Wit-worm? 
Gal. It pleafes you to flout one: Ididdream _ 
Of Lady Sempronia—— Ful. O, the wonder is out. _ 
That did infe& thee? Well, andhow? Gael. Methought 
She did difcourfe the beft— Ful-That ever thou heard ft? 
Gal. Yes. Ful.T thy Sleep? Of what was her Difcourfe? 
Gal. O’ the Republick, Madam, and the State, 


To raife frefh Sums : She’s a great States-woman! 
Ful. Thou dream’ft all chis? 
Gal. No, but you know fhe is, Madam ; 
And both a Miftris of che Latin Tongue, 
And of the Greek. Fai. I, but I never dreamt ic, Gala, 
As thou haft done; and therefore you muft pardon me. 
Gal. Indeed you mock me,Madam. Fu. Indeed, no. 
Forth with your learned Lady. She has a Wit too? 
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Gal. A very mafculine one. Fal. A She-Critick, Galla 2 , 


And can compofe in Verfe, and make quick Jetts, 

Modeft, or otherwife ? 
Gal. Yes,Madam. Ful. She can fing too? 

And play on Inftruments? Gai. Of all kinds, they fay. 
Ful. And doth dance rarely ? Gal. Excellent! So well, 

As a bald Senator made a Jeft, and faid, 

Twas better than an honeft Woman need. 
Ful.Tut,fhe may bear that. Few wife womens honefties 

Will do their courtthip hure. Gei.She’s liberal too, Madam. 
Fel. What! of her Money, or her Honour, pr’y chee? 
Gal.Of both ; you know not which fhe doth {pare leaft. 
Ful. A comely Commendation. Gal. Troth, ‘tis pity 

She isin years. Ful. Why,Galla? Gal. For itis. 
Ful. O, is that all? I chought th’ hadft had a Reafon. 
Gal. Why, fol have. She has been a fine Lady, 

And yet the dreffes her felf (except you, Madam) 

One 0’ che beft in Rome 5 and paints, and hides 

Her Decays very well. Ful. ‘They fay, ic is 

Rather a Vifor, than a Face, the wears. 


li Gal. They 
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~ To feek, more than fhe’s fought to, (the fame is) 
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Gal. They wrong her verily, 
With Crums of Bread and Milk, and lies a-nights 
In as neat Gloves——- But fhe is fain of late 


But Gal- 


And fo {pends that way. Fs. Thou know’ft all | 7 
és) 


What fay you to Catiline’s Lady, Oreftilla ? 

There is the Gallant '' Gai. She does well. She has 
Very good Sutes, and very rich ; bur then 

She cannot put em on; fhe knows not how 

To wear a Garment. You fhall have her all 
Jewels and Gold fometimes, fo chat her felf 


+04 Appears the leaft pare of her felf. No in troth, 


As I live, Madam, you put ’em alldown - 
Wich your meer ftrength of Judgment, and do draw too 
The World of Rome to follow! You attire | 
Your felf fo diverfly, and wich that fpiric! 
Still co che nobleft Humours ! They could make 
Love co your Drefs,altho’ your Face were away,they fay. 
Ful. And Body too,and ha’ the better Match on’e. 
Say they not fo too, Gala? Now ! What News 
Travels your Count’nance with? Ser. If’e pleafe you, 
The Lady Sempronia is lighted ac the Gate. (Madam, 
Gal. Caftor, my Dream, my Dream. 
Ser. And comes to fee you. 
Gal. For Venus fake, good Madam, fee her. Fi/. Peace, 
The Fool is wild, Ithink. Gae/. And hear her talk, 
Sweet Madam, of State-matters, and the Senate, 


Sempronia, Fulvia, Galla. 


I Ulvia, good Wench, how doft thou ? 
| Ful, Well, Sempronia. 
Whither are you thus early addreft? Sem. To fee 
Aurelia Oreftsila. She fent for me. 
I came to call thee with me; wilt thou go ? 
Ful. I cannot now, in troth; I have fome Letters 
To write, and fend away. Sem. Alas, I pity thee. 
I ha’ been writing all this night (and am 
So very weary) unto all the Zribes," - | 
And Centuries, tor their Voices, to help Catiline 
In hisElection. Wefhall make him Conful, 
I hope, amongftus. Cre/fw,I,and Cefar . 
Will carry ic for him. Fai. Does he ftand for’e? ° 
Sem. He's the chief Candidate. Ful. Who ftands befide? 
(Give me fome Wine, and Powder for my Teeth. 
Sem. Here’s a good Pearl,in troth. Fel. A pretty one. 
Sem. Avery Orient one!) There are Competitors, 
Caius Antonius, Publiw Galba, Lucims | 


— Caffines Longinus, Quintus Cornificins, 
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Caius Licinias, and that Talker Cicero. 

But Catiline and Antonine will be chofen; 

For four o’ the other, Licinias, Longinus, 

Galba, and Cormificins, will give way : 

And Cicero they will not chufe. Fel. No? why ? 


- “Sem. Ie will be crofs’d by the Nobility. 


Gal. (How the does underftand the Common Bufinefs!) 
Sem. Nor were it fit. He is but a new Fellow, 

An Inmate here in Rome, (as Catiline calls him) 

And the Patricians fhould do very ill 

To let the Confalfhip be fo defil’d 

As’t would be, if he obtain’d ic! A meer Upftart, 

That has no Pedigree, no Houfe, no Coat, 

No Enfigns of a Family! Fi. He has Vertue. 
Sem. Hang Vertue, where there is no Blood; ‘tis Vice, 

And in him Sawcinefs, Why fhould he prefume 

To be more Learned, or more Eloquent, 

Than the Nobility ? or boaft any Quality 

Worthy a Nobleman, himfelf not Noble? 

' Ful, “Twas Vertue only, at firft, made all Men Noble. 

Sem. L yield you, it mighe at firft, in Rome’s poor age, 

When both her Kings and Confuls held the Plow, — 

Or Garden’d well: Bue now we ha’ no need 

‘To dig, or lofe our Sweat for’r. We have Wealth, 


Fortune, and Eafe; and then their Stock to {pend on; 


Catiline.. 


Madam; the does fleck |} Of Name, for Vertue ; which will bear us out 


’Gainft all new Comers, and can never fail us, 
While the Succeffion ftays. And we muft glorifie 
A Muthrom? one of yefterday ? a fine Speaker ?. 
*Caufe he has fucke at Athens ? and advance him, 
To our own lofs. No, Fu/via; there are they 
Can {peak Greek too, if need were. Cefar and I 
Have face upon him; fo hath Crajfas coo, | 
And others. We have all decreed his Reft, ; 
For rifing farther. Gal. Excellent rare Lady! 

Ful. Sempronia, you are beholden tomy Woman here; 
She does admire you. Sem. O good Galla,zow doit thou? 

Gal. The better tor your learned Ladithip. 

Sem. Is this gray Powder a god Dentifrice? 

Ful. You fee I ufe it. Sem. Ihave one is whiter. 

Ful. I may be ra 

Sem. Yet this fmells well. Gal. And cleanfes 
Very well, Madam, and refifts che C: udities. 

Sem. Fulvia,1 pray thee, who coniesto thee now ? 
Which of our great Patricsans? = Ful. Faith, I keep 
‘No Catalogue of ’em. Sometimes I have one, 
Sometimes anocher, as the Toy cakes their Bloods. 

Sem. Thou haft them all. Faith,when was Quintas Curins, 
Thy fpecial Servant, here? Ful. My fpecial Servane? 

Sem. Yes,thy Idolater,] call him. Ful.He may be yours, 
If you do like him. Se. How ! Ful. He comes noc here ; 
I have forbid him hence. Sem. Venss forbid ! 

Ful, Why? Sem. Your fo conftant Lover. 

Ful. So much the rather. 
I would have Change. So would you too, Iam fure. 
And now you may have him. Sem. He’s freth yer, Fulvia. 
Beware how you do tempt me. Fw/. Faith,tor me 
He’s fomewhat too freth indeed ; the Sale is gone, 
That gave him feafon. His good Gifts are done, 
He does not yield the Crop that he was wont. 
And for the Aé, I can have fecret Fellows, 
With Backs worth ten of him, and fhall pleafe me 
(Now that the Land is fled) a Myriad better. 

Sem. And cthofe one may command, 

Ful. ’Tistrue: thefe Lordlings, 
Your Noble Fgunes} they are fo imperious, faucie, 
Rude, and as boilterous as Centawrs, leaping 
A Lady at firft fight. Sex. And muft be born 
Both with, and out, they think. Fai. Tut, Pll obferve 


‘None of ’em all, nor humour ’em a jot 


Longer than they come laden in the Hand, 
And fay, Here’s t’one for th’other. 
Sem. Does Cafar give well ? 
Ful. They thall all give, and pay well, that come here, 
If they will have ic; and that Jewels, Pearl, 
Plate, or round Sums, to buy thefe. I’m not taken 
Which a Cob-Swan, or a high-mounting Bull, 
As foolith Leds and Europa were ; sorb s ans J: 
But the bright Gold, with Dasae. For fuch Price 
I would endure a rough, harth Fupiter, 
Or ten fuch thundring Gamefters, and refrain (ing. 
To laugh at’em,till they are gone, with my much fuffer- 
Sem. Tharta moft happy Wench,that thus canft make 
Ufe of thy Youth and Frethne(s, in the Seafon; 
And haft it to make ufe of. Fu/.( Which is the happinefs.) 
Sem. I am now fain to give to them, and keep 
Mufick, and a continual Table,toinvite’em. 
Ful. (Yes,and they ftudy your Kitchen,more than you.) 
Sem. Eat my felt out with Ulury, and my Lord too, 
And all my Officers, and Friends befide, 
To procure Moneys for the needtul Charge 
I muft be at, to have’em; and yetfcarce 
Can I atchieve’em fo. Fa/. Why that’s becaufe 
You affe& young Faces only, and fmooth Chins, 
Sempronia. If yould love Beards and Briftles, 
(One with another, as others do) or Wrinkles-——~ 
Who's that? Look,Gella, Gal. ’Tisthe Party, Madam. 
Ful, What Party ? Has he no name ?. 
Gal. “Tis Quintms Curins. . 
y hob 1 L sree Sat rae gree “% Ful. Did 
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* She is, 7faith, here,and in difpofition. 
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Fal. DidI not bid ’em fay I kept my Chamber ? 
Gal. Why, fo they do. Sem. I'll leave you, Fulvia. 
Ful. Nay, good Sewspronia, ttay. : 
Sem. In faith, I will not. 
Ful. By Juno I would not fee him. 
Sem. Vil not hinder you. es 
Gal. You know, he will not be kept our, Madam. 
Sem. No, | . 

Nor fhall not, careful Gellz, by my means. 
Ful. Ast do live, Sempronia 
Sem. What needs this ? : 
Ful. Go, fay I am a-fleep, and ill at cafe. . 


49f Sem. By Caffor, no, Vil tell him, you are awake } 


And very well. Stay Gala; farewell Fulvia : 

I know my manners. Why do you labour thus, 

Wich adion, againft purpote 2 Quintus: Cari, - 
Ful. Spighe with your courtefie! How thall I be tor- 

~ turd! | 


Curis, Fulvia, Galla: 


Here are you, fair one, that conceal your felf, 
And keep your Beauty within Locks and Bars here, 


Like a Fools Treafure ? 


Fuj. True, fhe wasa Fool, 
When firft the fthew’d it to a Thief. 
Cur. How, pretty fullennefs ! : 
So harfh and fhore 2? Fu/. The Fools Artillery, Sir. 
Cur. Then take my Gown off, for th’ encounter. 
Fal. Stay Sire 
Iam notin the mood. Car. Til put you into’. 
- Fel, Beft put your felf i? your cafe again, and keep 
Your furious Appetice warm, againft you have place for’e. 
Cur. What! do you coy it? | 
Ful. No Sir. Pam not proud. 
Cur. I would you were. You think this ftate becomes 
ou ? 
By heat itdo’s not. Look i’ your Glafs now, 
And fee how fcurvily chat countenance fhews ; 
You would be loth to own it. Ful. I thall not change it. 
Car. Faith but you muft, and flack this bended Brow ; 
And fhoot lefs fcorn: there is a Fortune coming 
Towards you, Dainty, that will take thee-thus, 


And fee thee aloft, cotread upon the Head 


Of her own Statue here in Rome. Ful. I wonder, 
Who let this promifer in! Did you, good Diligence ? 
Give him his Bribe again. Or if you had none, — 
Pray you demand him, why he ts fo venturous, — 
To prefs thus to my Chamber, being forbidden, 
Both by my felf and Servants? 

Cur. How! This’s handfome! 
And fomewhat a new ftrain ! 

Ful, >Tis not ftrain’d, Sir. 
Tis very’natural. Cuwr. I have known it otherwife, 
Between the Parties, though. : 

Ful. For your fore-knowledge, | 
Thank that which made it. . Ie will not be fo 
Hereafter, Iaffure you. Cur. No, my Miftris? 

Ful. No, though you bring the fame materiak. 

Cur. Hear me, _- 
You over-acé when you fhould under-do. 
A little call your felf again, and think. - 


_If you do this-to pra&ife on me’ or find 


»At what forc’d diftance you can hold your Servant; 
Thar’ ie be an artificial erick to enflame, 7 
And fire me more, fearing my Love may need it, 
As heretofore you ha’ done: why, proceeds. 
Ful. As I ha’ doneheretofore 
Cur. Yes, when yould fain 
Your Husbands jealoufie, your Servants watches, 
speak foitly, and run often to the Door, 
Or cothe Window, form ftrange fears that were not; 
As if che pleafure were lefs acceptable, 


—— Catiline. 
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| That were fecure. Ful. You are an impudent Fellow. 


aa And when you might better have done ir at the 
_ Gate, 5 _ 7 
To take me inat the Cafement. Ful. Ltake yonin? 
Cur. Yes, you my Lady. And chen, being a bed 
with you, . - | | | 
To have your well-taughr Waiter here, come running, 
And cry, her Lord, and hide me without caufe, 


| Cruth’d in aCheft, or thruft up in a Chimney. 
| When he, tame Crow, was winking at his Farm; 
| Or, had hebeen here, and prefent, would have kepe 


<0 


— 2-0 wee 


Both Sn and Beak feal’d up, for fix Sefercess/ — 
Ful. You have a flanderous, beaftly, unwafh’d Tongue, 


4b 


| 1’ your rude Mouth, and favouring your felf, 


Un-manner’d Lord. Cur. How now! 
~ Ful. It is your Ticle, Sir. 
Who (fince you ha’ loft 
know not 
What to lofe more) care not whofe Honour you wound, 
Or Fame you poyfon with it. You fhould go | 
And vent your felf i? che Region where you live, 
Among the Suburb- brothels, Bawds, and Brokers, 
Whither your broken Fortunes have defign’d you... 
| LHe offers to force her,and fhe draws ber Knife. 
: i et then I muft ftop your fury, I fee; and 
uc 


your own good Name, and, 


{Pluck ; 
The Tragick Vifor off. Come, Lady Cyprs, 


Know your own Vertues, quickly.. [’ll not be 
Put to the wooing of you thus, a-freth, 
At every turn, for all the Venms in you. ; 
Yield, and be pliane, or by Poflux How now? 
Will Lass turn a Lucrece? Ful. No, butbyCafor, 
Hold off your Ravifhers Hands,I pierce your Heartelfe. 
Pll not be puc co kill my felf, as the did, 
For. you, fweet Tarquin. What? do you fall off? 
Nay, it becomes you gracioufly! Put not up. 
You'll fooner draw your Weapon on me, I think ie, | 
Than an the Senate, who have caft you forth 
Difgracefully, to be the common Tale 
Of the whole City ; bafe, infamous Man! 
For, were you other, you would there imploy 
Your defperate Dagger. Cur. Fulvia, youdo know 
The ftrengths you have upon me; do not ufe 
Your haan too like a Tyrane: Ican bear | 
Almoft until you break me. Ful. I do know, Sir, 
So do’s the Sesate too, know you can bear. | 
Cur. By all che Gods, the Senate will {mare deep 
For your upbraidings. I fhould be right forry 
To-have the means fo co be veng’d on you, 
( Ac leaft, che will ) as I thall fhorely on them. 
But, go you on ftill ; fare you well, dear Lady: 
You could not ftill be fair, unlefs you were proud. 
You will repent thefe moods, and ere’t be long too. 
I thall ha’ you come about again. 
Ful. Doyou think fo? 
Cur. Yes,and I know fo. Fw. By what Augury? - 
Cur. By the fair Entrails of che Matrons Chefts, 


Gold, Pearl, and Jewels here in Rome, which Fulvia 


Will chen (but late) fay that fhe might have fhar'd : 
And grieving mifs. 
Ful. Tut, all your promis’d Mountains, 
And Seas, I am fo ftalely acquainted with—-———~ 
Cur. But, when you fee the univerfal Flood 


| Run by your Coffers ; that my Lords, the Senators, 


Are fold tor Slaves, their Wives for Bond women, 
Their Houfes and fine Gardens given away, 
And all their Goods, under the Spear at out-cry, 
And you have none of this; bue are {till Fu/via, 
Or perhaps lefs, while you are thinking of ir: 
You will advife chen, Coinefs, with your Cuthion, 
And look o? your Fingers; fay, how you were with’d; 446 
And fo he lett you. Fad. Call him again, Gallg Lo fiiry4 7 er 
This is noe ufual! fomecthing hangs on this «72798, Sn! eff. 
That I mult win out of him. Car. How now, mele you ? 

Fuj. Come, 
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Ful. Come, you will laugh now, at my eafine(s! 

But ’tis no miracle: Doves, they fay, will bill, 

After their pecking and their murmuring. Cwr. Yes, 

And then ’tis kindly. I would have my Love 

Angry fometimes, to fweecen off the reft 

Of her behaviour. Ful. You do fee, I ftudy 

How I may pleafe you then. But you chink, Caria, 

Tis covetife hath wroughe me: if you love me, 

Change that unkind conceit. Car. By my lov’d Soul, 

I love thee, like to ic ; and ’tis my ftudy, 

More than mine own revenge, to make thee happy. 
Fel. And ’tis that jult revenge doth make me happy 

To hear you profecute: and which, indeed, 

Hath won me to you, more than all the hope 

OF what can elle be promis’. I love Valour 

Better than any Lady loves her Face, 

Or drefling, than my felf do’s, Let me grow 

Scill, where [cq embrace. But what good means 

Ha’ you ¢ effect it ? Shall I know your Proje@? 


Such the old Bruti, Decti were, 
Tbe Cipi, Curtii, 2bo did give 
Themfelves for Rome: would not live 
As Men, good only for a year. 
Such were the great Camilli, too ; 
The Fabii, ci pio’s ; that fill cheughe 
No work at price enosigh was bought, 
That for their Country bey could do. 
And to ber-bonour, fo did knit ; 
As all their. acts were underftood 
The Sinews of the publick good : 
And they themfelves, ome Soul, with ét. 
TheJe Men were truly Magiftrates + 
Thefe neither practis'd force, nor forms : 
Nor did they leave the Helms im ftorms ! 
And {uch they are mpake bappy States. 
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Cur, Thou fhalt, if chou’le be gracious. Act III. 

Ful. As I can be. 

Cwr.And wilt thou kifsme then? Ful.As clofé as Shells} Cicero, Cato, Catulas, Antonius, Craw, Cefer,Chorns, 
OF Cockles meet. Cur. And print ’em deep? Liéfors. 


_ Ful. Quite through 
427 Our fubcls Lips. Cwr. And often? Ful. I will fow ’em 


fo Honours are great burdens: bur, on whonv , 
o Peg rd a, Fafter than you can reap. Whatis your Plot ? 


They’aré caft wich envy, he doth bear ewo loads 


: pea —— ee | 
hes Cur. Why, now my Fulvia looks like her bright name! | His cares mutt ftill be double to his joys, 
wy fr if ndisher felf! Ful. Nay,anfwer me, your Plor; In any Dignity; where, if he err ’ ; 
sm Bah ery pr’y thee cell me, — Cur. I, thefe Sounds Hi: finds no pardon : and for doing well 
Become a Miftris. Here is Harmony! A malt {mall praife, and that wrung out by force. 
When you are harfh, I fee the way to bend you I ‘el this, Romans, knowing what the weight 
Is not with violence, bue fervice. Cruel, Of the high charge, you’ have trufted to me, IS. 
Ade A Lady is a fire: gentle, 2 lighe. Not chat thereby I would wich art decline 
[ She kiffes and flatters him along ftill.| Lhe good, or greatnefs of your benefic s 
Ful. Will you not tell me, what I ask you? Cuwr. All For, I afcribe it to your fingular grace, 
That I can think, {weet Love, or my Breaft holds, And vow to owe it to no title elie, 
Vil pour into thee. Fw/. What is your defign then? Except the Gods, that Cicero is your Con/ad, 
Cur. I'll tell chee, Catiline fhall now be Conful- Ihave no Urns; no dufty Monuments 5 
But you will hear more thortly. No broken Images of Anceftors, 
Ful. Nay, dear love —— Wanting an Ear, or Nofe; no forged Tables 
Cur. Ill {peak it in thine Arms, let us goin. Of long defcents, to boaft falfe honours from : 
Rome will be fack’d, her Wealth will be our prize ; Or be my undertakers to your truft. 
_ By publick ruine, private Spirits muft rife. But 2 new Man (asI am ftil’d in Rome ) 
Whom you have dignified ; and more, in whom 
CHORUS. Yo’ have cut a way, and left it ope for vertue 
Hereafter, to that place: which our great Men , 
| | : Reat Father Mars, and greater Jove, Held thue up, with all ramparts, for themfelves. 
By whofe bigh aufpice, Rome bath ftood Nor have but few of them, in time been made 
So long ; and firft was built in Blood Your Con/uls, fo; new Men, before me, none: 
AM, fu (4 es : Of ycur great Nephew, that then ftrove At my firft fuic; in my juft year ; prefer’d ADg 


Not with bis Brither, but your rites : 
Be prefent to ber now, as then, 
“And let not proud and faction Men 
Againft your wills oppofe their mights. 
~ Our Confuls, now are to be ps 3 ; 
O, put it sn the publick voice 
To make a free and worthy choice : 
Excluding {uch as would invade 
The Commonwealth. Let whom we name, 
Have wifdom, fore-fight, fortitude, 
Be more with Faith than Face endu'd, — 
And ftudy Confcience, above F ame. 
Such, as not feck to get the ftart 
In State, by Power, Parts, or Bribes, 
_ Ambitions Bawds : but move the Tribes 
By Vertue, Modesty, Defert. 
Such, as to Fuftice will adbere, 
What ever great cne st offend: 
_ And from the embraced truth not bend 
For envy, hatred, gifts, or fear. 
That by thesr deeds will make it known, 
Whofe Dignity they do fuftain ; 
And Life, State, Glory, all they gato, 
Count the Republicks, not their own. | 


To all competitors ; and fome the nobleft-—— 
Cra. Now the vein fwels. Cef Up glory. 

Cic. And to have 

Your loud confents, from your own utter’d Voices; 

Not filent Books: nor from the meaner Zribes, 

But firft and laft, the univerfal concourfe! 

This is my joy, my gladnefs. But my care, 

My induftry and vigilance now muft work, 

That ftill your Counfels of me be approv’d, 

Both by your felves, and thofeto whom you have 

Wich grudge prefer’d me: two things I muft labour, 

That neicher they upbraid, nor you repent you. 

For every lapfe of mine will now be call’d 

Your error, if I make fuch. But, my hope is, 

So to bear through, and out, the Confulfhip, 

As {pight thall ne’er wound you, though it may me. 

And for my felf, I have prepar’d this ftrength, 

Todo fo well 5 as, if there happen ill 

Unto me, it fhall make the Gods to blufh: 

And be their crime, not mine, that I am envi’d. 
Czf. O confidence! more new than is the Man! 
Cic. 1 know well, in what terms I do receive 

The Commonwealth, how vexed, how perplex’d : . 

Io which there's not that mifchief, or ill face, 


That 


4461 fit their properties, than ¢exp 


~ 


~ Where chou muft render now thy felf a Mari, | 


- An Art chat isfo common? P 


F 


That good Man fear not, wicked Men expec not. 

I know, befide fome turbulent pradifes | 
Already on foot, and rumors of more dangers—~ 
Cra. Or you will make them,if there be none. 

- Cie. Laft, 7 

I know, *ewas this, which made che envy and pride 

OF the great Rosas Blood bate, and give way 

To my Ele@ion. Cat. Marcas Tullime, true ; 

Our need made thee our Conful, and thy verctue. 
Cef. Cato, you will undo him with your praife > 
Cato. Cefar will hurt himfelf wich his own envy. 

Chor. The Voice of Cato is the Voice of Rome. 
Cato. The Voice of Rome isthe Confent of Heaven! 

And that hath plac’d thee, Cicero, at the Helm, 


And Mafter.of thy Art. Each petty hand 
Can fteer a Ship becalm’d 3 but he that will 
Govern, and carry her to her ends, muff know . 
His Tides, his Currents; how to fhife his Sails; 
What fhe will bear in foul, what in fair Weathers; . 
Where her Springs are, her Leaks ; and how to ftop ’em; 
What Stands, what Shelves, what Rocks do threaten her ; 
The forces, and the natures of all Winds, 
Gufts,Storms,and Tempefts; when her Keel ploughs Hell, 
And Deck knocks Heaven: then to manage her, | 
Becomes the name and office of a Pilot. | 

Cic. Which Pll perform, wich all che diligence — 


- And fortitude I have; not for my year, 


But for my life ; except my life be lefs; 
And that my year concludeic: if icmuft, 
Your Will, lov’d Gods, This Heart thall yet employ | 


45¢ A day, an hour is left me, fo for Rome, 


As it fhall {pring a life ouc of my death, 
To thine for ever glorious in my fa&s. : 
The vicious count their years, vertuous their ads. 
Chor. Molt noble Conful! Lee us wait himi home. 
Cef. Moft popular Conful he is grown, methinks! 
Cra. How the rout cling to him ! | 
Cef. And Ceo leads’em ! 
Cra. You, his collegue Antonius, are not lookt on. 
Axt, Not I, nor do I care. Cef. He enjoys reft, 
And eafe the while. Let th’ others Spiric toil, 
And wake it out, chat was infpie’d for turmoil. 
Catu. If all reports be true, yet Caius Céfar, - 
The time hath need of fach a Watch and Spirit. 
Czef. Reports? Do you believe ’em Catulas ? 
Why he does make, and breed ’em for the People; 
T endear his fervice to’em. Do you not tafte 
opular Men, 
They mutt create ftrange moniters, and then quell ’em, 
To make their Arts feem fomething. Would you have 
Such an Herculean a@or in the Scene, 
And not his Hydra? They muft {weat no lefs. 
p refs their parts. 
Cre. Treafons, and guilty Men are made in States 
Too oft, to dignifie the Magiftrates. 
Catu. Thofe States be wretched that are fore’'d to buy 
Their Rulers fame with their own infamy. 
Cre, We therefore fhould provide chat ours do not. 
Caf. That will Antonine make his care. 
Ant. I thall. 
Cef. And watch the watcher. 
Catu.. Here comes Catiline. 
How does he brook his late repulfe? 
Cef. I know not, 
But hardly fure. Cot. Longines toodid ftand ? 
Ce/. Ac firft: bue he gave way unto his Friend. 
Cats. Who’s that’s come? Lentulas ? 
Caf. Yes; he is again 
Taken into ‘the Senate. Ant. And made Preter. 
cate. I know’t. He had my faffrage,next the Confals. 
Cef. True, you were there, Prince of che Senate, then. 
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Catiline, Antonius, Catulus, one Craffus, Longinus, 


Lentulus. 


HH nobleft Ramans. The moft worthy Confil, 
AI gratulace your Honour. Ant. I could with 
It had been happier, by your fellowhhip, 
Moft noble Sergi, had it pleas’d the People. 
Catt. Ie did not pleafe the Gods, who inftru@ the 
People: - | 
And their unqueftion’d pleafures muft be ferv'd. 
They know what’s ficter for us than our felves ; fovuanl f. 
And ’twere Impiety to think againit them. - 
Catu. You bear it rightly, Lucias; and it glads me, 
To find your thoughts foeven. Cari. I thall ftill 


_| Study to make them fuch to Rome, and Heaven. 


CL would withdraw with youa little, Fulias, 

Ce. I'll come home to you : Craffes would noe ha’you 

To {peak tohim, fore Quimtus Catulus. 

Casi. I apprehend you.) No, when they fhall judge 

Honours convenient for me, I fhall have’em, 

With a full hand: I know it. In mean time, 

They are no lefs part of the Commonwealth, 

That do obey, than thofe that do command. 

_ Gata, O let me kifs your Fore-head, Lacins, 

How are you wrong’d! Cari. By whom ? 

Catu. Publick report. 

That gives you out, to ftomach your repulfe; 

And brook it deadly. Casi. Sir, the brooks not me. 

Believe me rather, and your felf, now of me: 

It is a-kind of flander to truft rumour. 

Catu. I know it. And I could be angry within ~ 
Cati. Somay notl. Where it concerns himfelf, 

Who’s angry at a flander, makes it true. 

Catu. Molt noble Sergius ! This your temper melts me. 
Cra. Will you do office to the Conf, Quintin ? 

Caf, Which Cato, and the rout have done the other ? 
Cats. I wait, when he will go. Be ftill your felf. 

He wants no ftate, or honours, that hath vertue. : 
Cati. Did I appear fo tame, as this Man thinks me ?. 

Look’d I fo poor? fo dead? fo like that nothing, 

Which he vertuous? O my Breaft, break quickly; ° 

And fhew my Friends my in-parts, left they think . 

Ihave betraid ’*em. (Low. Where’s Gabinins ? 

Lew. Gone. : 
Lon. And Vargunteins ? | 
Len. Slipe away 3 all thrunk : 

Now that he mift che Confulfhip.) Cati. Iam 

The {corn of Bond-men, who are next co Beafts. 

What can I worfe pronounce my felf, chat’s fitter ? 

The Owle of Rome, whom Boys and Girls will hout! 

That were I fet up, for that woodden God, , 

That keeps our Gardens, could not fright the Crows, 

Or the leaft Bird from muting on my Head. a 
( Lon. ’Tis ftrange how he fhould mif ic. 

Len. Is’t not ftranger, 

The up-ftart Cicero thould carry it fo, 

By all confents, from Men fo much his Mafters? 
Lon. ’Tis true. ) - : 
Cat?. To what a fhadow.am I melted! 

( Lon. Antoniw wan it but by fome few Voices. ) 
Cati. Struck through, like Air, and feel ic nox. My 
wounds 


/ 


Clofe fafter, than they’r made. (Lex*The whole defign, 


And enterprife isloft by’t. All Hands quic ic, 

Upon his fail) Cati. I grow mad at my patience. 

Ic is a Vifor that hath poifon’d me. 

Would it had burnt me up, and I died inward : 

My heart firft curn’d to afhes. ( Len. Here’s Cetbegus yet. ) 


Catiline, 


Catiline. - 


Catiline, Cethegws, Lentulas, Longinus, Cato. 


1) Epulfe upon repulfe ? An in-mate Conful? — 
Rothe I could reach the Axel, where the Pins are, 
Which bole this Frame that I mighe pull ’em our; 
And pluck all into Chaos, with my felf- 
Cet, What, ate we wifhing now? 
> Cati. Yes, my Cetbegus. 


fiyut- 441 Who would not fall with all the World abont him ? 
ee 


Cet. NotI, that would ftand on it, when it falls 
And force new nature out to make another. 
Thefe wifhings tafte of Woman, not of Roman. 
Let us feek other Arms. Cati. What fhould we do? 


~ Cet. Do, ahd not with; fomething that withes take not: 


So fudden, as the Gods fhould not prevent, | 
Nor {carce have fime to fear. Cats. O noble Caius! 
Cet. It likes me better; chat you are not Conful. 

I would not go through open Doors, but break ’em; 


—, zueue om Swim to my ends through Blood 3 or build a Bridge 


pel pa Of Carcaffes ; make on, upon the heads ; 


ly. chdoft 


Of Men, ftruck down like Piles; to reach the lives 
Of thofe remain and ftand: Then is’t a prey, 


ie 442When danger {fops, and ruine makes the way. 


Cati. How thou doft utter me,brave Soul, that may not 


At all times fhew fuch as Iam, but bend 


449 pon occafion.? Lentulzs, this Man, 


If all our fire were our, would fetch down new, 
Out of the hand of Fove; and rivet him 
To Caucafus, fhould he but frown: and let 


444His own gaunt Eagle’fly at him, to tire. Z firey HF, 


2 


» fz a Pee 
mets fe ee JLit gut 


en. Peace, heré Tomes Cato. 

Cati. Let him come, and hear. 
I will no morediffemble. Quit us all ; 
J,and my lov’d Cethegus here, alone | 
Will undertake this Giants War, and carry it. 
Len. What needs this, Lucizs ? 

Lon. Sergius, be more wary. | 

Cati. Now, Marc#s Catp,our new Confuls Spie, 
What is your fowre aufterity fent ¢ explore ? 

Cato, Nothing in thee, licencious Catiline : 


Halters and Racks cannot exprefs from thee 


More than thy deeds. °Tis only judgment waits thee. 
Cati. Whole? Cato’s? fhall he judge me? 
Cato. No, the Gods ; 
Who ever follow thofe, they go not with : 
And Senate, who with fire, muft purge fick Rome 
OF noifome Citizens, whereof chou ’art one. 
Be gone, or elfe let me. Tis baneto draw 
The fame Air with thee. Cet. Strike him. 
Len. Hold, good Caizs. | 
Cer, Fear'ft thou not, Cato? Cato. Rath Cethegus, no. 
*T were wrong with Rome, when Catiline and thou | 
Do threat, if Cato fear’d. Cats. Thefire you {peak of, 
If any flames of it approach my Fortunes, 
Pil quench it not with water, bute with ruine, 
Cato. You hear this, Romans, 
Cati. Bear it to the Conful. 
- Cet. I would have fent away his Soul before him. 
You are too heavy, Lentulus, and remifs ; | 
It is for you we labour, and the Kingdom 
Promis’d you by the Sybil’s, 
Cati. Which his Preter-fhip, 
And fome {mall flattery of the Senate more, 
Will make him to forget. | 
Len. You wrong me, Lucius. 
Icnu. He will not need thefe Spurs. 
Cet. The action needs ’em. = 
Thefe things, when thy proceed not,they go backward. 
Len. Let us confult then. Cer. Let us firit take Arms. 
They that deny us juft chings now, will give 
All chat we ask, if once they fee our Swords. 
Cat. Our objects muft be fought with wounds, not 


words. 
es : fad jfbau | Sd 
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Cicero, Faulvia. 


S there a Heaven? and Gods? and can it be 
They thould fo flowly hear, fo flowly fee! 
Hath fove no Thunder ? or is Jove becomes 
Stupid as thou are? O neer-wretched Rome, 
When both thy Senate, and chy Gods do fleep, 
And neither thine, har cheir own States do-keep! 
What will awake thee, Heaven? what can excite 
Thine anger, if this practice be too light ? 
His former drifts partake of former times, | 
But this laft Plot was only. Catitines. - 
O, that it were hislaft. But he, before. 
Hath fafely done fo much, he’ll itill dare more. . 
Ambition, like a torrent, ne’er looksback; © | 
And isa {welling, and che laft affection Prat g/ 4% DFO, 
A high mind can_put off: being both a rebel 
Unto the Soul, and Reafon, and enforceth 
All Laws, all Confcience, treads upon Religion, 
And offereth violenceto Naturesfelf. 
But here is that tranfcends ic! A black purpofe 
To confound Nature: and to ruinethar,. 
Which never Age nor Mankind can répair! 
Sit down, good Lady ; Cicero is loft __ 
In this your Fable: for, to think it true - yt 
Tempteth my Reafon. It fo far exceedsoe Fé 
All infolene FiGions of the Tragick Scene ) (Ultom A. 
The Commonwealth yet panting underneath 
The ftripes and wounds of a late civil War, 
Gafping for life, and {carce: reftor’d to hope?’ 
To feek ?opprefs her with new cruelty; 
And utterly extinguifh her long name, 
Wich fo prodigious and unheard-of fiercenefs! 
What fink of monfters, wretches of loft minds, 
Mad after change, and defpeaate in their ftates, 
Wearied, and gall’d ‘with their neceffities, 
(For all chis I allow them-) durft have thought it ? 


Would not the barbarous deeds have been believ’d, 


Of Marinus, and Sylla, by our Children, . 
Without this fact had rife forth greater for them ? 77% 
All chat they did, was Piety, to this! «& Za-Arcepr'a , 
They yet bue murdred Kinsfolk, Brothers, Parents efecto 
Ravifh’d the Virgins, and perhaps, fome Matrons; ~° 
They left the City ftanding, and the Temples: 

The Gods and Majelty of Rome were fafe yet! 

Thefe purpofe to fire it, to defpoil chem, 

( Beyond the other evils ) and lay wafte 

The far-triumphed World: for, unto whom . 

Rome 1s too little, what can be enough? | , 

Ful, “Tis true, my Lord, I had the fame difcourfe. 

Cic. And then, totake a horrid Sacrament 
In human Blood, for execution si | 
Of chis their dire defign ; which might be call’d 
The heighth of wickednefs: but that, thac was higher, 
For which they did it! Ful. I affure your Lordfhip, 
The extreme horrour of it almoft turnd me 
To Air, when firft I heard it; I wasall © 
A Vapour when ’twas told me: and I long’d 
To.vent it any where. "Twas fuch a fecret 
I chought ic would have burnt me up. 

Cic. Good Fulvia, . ~- | 
Fear not your act ; and lefs repent you of it. 

Ful, Ido not, my good Lord. [know.to whom 
Ihave utter’d it. Csc. You have difcharg’d it, fafely. 
Should Rome,for whom you have done the happy fervice, 
Turn moft ingrate ; yet were your vertue paid 
In confcience of the fact: fo much good deeds 
Reward themfelves. Ful. My Lord, I did it not 
To any other aim, but for-icfelf. . 

To noambition. Cic.. You have learn’d the difference 
Of doing office to the publique Weal, 

And private friendfhip: and have fhewn it, Lady. 

Be ftill your felf.: Dhave fence for Quintus Curias, 

' And 


Catiline. 


' Cur. Speak not fo loud, 


And (for your vertuous fake) if I can win him 
Yer to the Conimon-wealch, he fhall be fafe too. 


Fl, Pll undertake, my Lord, he fhail be won, -:- 
Cie. Pray you join with me then, and help to work him. 


Cicero, Litfor, Fuloia, Curius. 


Ow now 2 Is he come ? 3 


Lie. He’ is here, my Lord. Cic. Go prefently, 
Pray my Colleague Antonius I may {peak with him, 


About fome prefent BufinefS of the State ; 

And (as you go) call on my Brother Quintas, 
And pray him, wich the 7ribunes, to come to me. 
Bid Curius enter.- Fulvie, you will aid me? 

Fal. Ie is my Duty. Cie. O, my noble Lord! 
Ihave to chide you, i’ faith. Give me your Hand. 
Nay, be nor troubled ; ’t thall be gently, Curius. 
You look upon this Lady ? What! do you guefé 
My Bufinefs yet ? Come, if you frown, I thunder : 
Therefore put on your better Looks and Thoughts. 
There’s nought but fair and good intended to you ; 
And I would make thofe your Complexion. 
Would you, of whom the Senate had that hope, 
As,on my knowledge, it was in their purpofe 
Nexe Sitting to reftore you, as they done 
The ftupid and ungratful Lentulus, 

. (Excufe me, thae I name you thus together, 

For yet you are not fuch.) Would you, I fay, 

A Perfon both of Blood and Honour, ftocke — 
In a long Race of vertuous Anceftors,  - 
Embark your felf for fuch a hellith A@ion, 
Wich Parricides and Traitors, Men turn’d Furses; 
Out of the Wafte and Ruine of cheir Fortunes! 
(For ’tis Defpair that is che Mother of Madnefs.) 
Such as want (that which all Confpirators 


But chey have firft) meer Colour for their Mifchief? 
O, I muft bluth wich you. Come, you thal! not labour 


T extenuate your Guile, but quit it clean: 


Bad Men excufe their Faults, good Men will leave om. | 


He acts the third Crime; that defends the firft. 
Here is a Lady that hath got the ftare 7 
In Piety of us all, and for whofe Vertue 

I could almoft curn Lover again, but that 
Terentia would be jealous. What an Honour 
Hath fhe atchieved to her felf! What Voices, 
‘Titles, and loud Applaufes will purfue her 


Through every Street ! What Windows will be fill'd, . 
To fhoot Eyes ac her! What Envy and Grief in Matrons, 


They are not fhe! When this her A@ hall feem 
Worthier 4 Chariot, than if Pompey came : 
With Afia chain’d! Atl this is, while the lives 3 ° 
But dead, her -ery Name will be a Statue! 
Not wrought for Lime, buc rooted in the Minds 
OF all Poftericy ; when Brafs and Marble, 

I, and the Capitol it felf is Dutt! 


Ful. Your Honour thinks too highly of me. Cie. 


I cannot think enoagh; and I would have 
Him emulate you. “Tis no fhame to follow 
The better Precedent. She thews you, Cwrius, 


What Claim your Country lays to you;and what Duty 


You owe to it: Be nor afraid to break | 
With Murderers, and Traitors, for che faving 
A Life fo near and neceflary to you, 


As is your Countries. Think but on her Right. 


No Child can be too riatural to his Parent. 
She is our Common Mother, and doth challenge | 
The prime pare of us ; do not ftop, but give it: 
He chat is void of Fear, may foon be juft : 
And no Religion binds Men to be Traitors. 

Ful. My Lord, he underftands it, and will follow 


Your faving Counfel ; but his Shame yet ftays him. 


I know that he is coming. Cw#r. Do you know it? 
Ful. Yes, lec me tpeak wich you. 
Cer. O, you are——— Ful. What am I? 


Ful, Tam what you fhould be. 7 
Come, do you think Pid walkin any Plot..- . . 


Where Madam Sempronia thould take place of me, 


And Falvia come i’ the Rere, or 0’ the by ? 

That I would be her Second, in a Bufinefs, 

Though ic might vantage me all the Sun fees ? 

It wasa filly phane’fie of yours. Apply: . 

Your felf to me, and the Con/ul, and be wife ; 

Follow the Fortune I ha’ putyouintos «| 

You may be fomerhing this way, and with fafety. 
Cic. Nay, I muft colerate no Whifperings, Lady. 
Fx. Sir, you may hear. I tell him, in the way 

Wherein he was, how hazardous his Courfe was. 
Cic. How hazardous? How certain to all ruin. 

Did he, or do yet any of them imagine . . 


-| The Gods:would fleep, to fuch a Stygian Pradice : 
Againft chat Commonwealth which they have founded 


With fo much Labour, and like Care have kepr, 
Now neer feven hundred Years? It is a Madnefs, . 


Wherewith Heaven blinds em, when it would confound 
That they fhould chink it. Come, my Curius, Cem, 


I fee your Nature’s right ; you fhall no more 
Be mencion’d with them: I will call you mine, 
And trouble this good Shame no farther. Scand 


Firm for your Country, and become a Man 
Honour’d and lov'd. Ic werea noble Life, . 
To be found dead, embracing her. Know you 


What Thanks, what Titles, what Rewards the Senate 
Will heap upon you, certain, for your Service ? 


Let not a defperate Aion more engage you, __. 
Than Safety fhould ; and wicked Friendthip force, 


What Honefty and Vertue cannot work. 


FulHe tells you right;fweet Friend ; ’tis faving Counfel. 


Car. Moft noble Con/si, J am yours, and hers ; , 


I mean, my Countries: you have form’d me new, 


Infpiring me with what I fhould bétruly. _ . . 
And I entreat, my Faith may not feem cheaper 
For {pringing out of Penitence. Cic. Good Curis, 
Ic fhall be dearer rather ; and becaufe 

Pid make it fuch, hear how I truft you more. 

Keep ftill you former Face, and mix again 


For fuch are Treafons : Find their Windings out, 
And fubtle Turnings, watch their Snakie Ways, 


Through Brakes and Hedges, into Woods of Darknefs, 


Where they are fain to creep upon their Breafts 
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"| With thefe loft Spirits; run all cheir Mazes with ‘em; . 


In Paths ne’er trod by Men, but Wolves and Parithers. - - 


Learn, befide Catiline, Lentulus, andthofe | 


Whofe Names I have ; what new ones they draw in ; | 


Who elfe are likely ; what thofe Great ones are 
They do not name; what ways t 
And whither their Hopes poine, to War, or Ruine 
By fome Surprife. Explore all cheir Intents ; 

And what you find may profit the Republick, 
Acquaint me with it, either by your felf,. 

Or this your vertuous Friend, on whom I Jay 
The Care of urging you. I'll fee that Rome 

Shall prove a thankful'and a bounteous Mocher. 
Be fecret as the Night. Cwr. And conftane, Sir. 

- Cie. I do not doubt it; chough the time cut off 
AltVows: The Dignity of Truth is loft | 


With much protefting. Whois there! This way, | 


Left you be feen and met. And when you come, 
Be this your Token to thisFellow. Lighe ’em. 


[He whifpers with bi. 


O Romie, in what a Sicknefs art thou fal?’n! 
How dangerous and deadly! when thy Head 
Is drown’d in Sleep, and all chy Body Fev’ry ! 
No Noife, no Pulling, no Vexation wakes thee, 
Thy Lethargy is fuch : or if; by chance, 
Thou heav’tt thy Eye lids up, thou doit forget 
sooner than thou wert told, thy proper Danger. 
I did unreverencly, ta _ Gods, 


mean to take; - 


Who 
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Who wake for thee, though thou fnore for thy felf. 
Is it not ftrange, thou fhould’ft be fo difeas’d, 
And fo fecure? But more, that che firft Symptoms 
Of fuch a Malady fhould not rife out 
From any worthy Member, but a bafe 
- And common Strumpet, worthlefs to be nam’d 
445 A Hair, or part of thee? Think, think, hereafter, 
What thy needs were, when thou muft ufe fuch Means: 
And lay ic to thy Breaft, how much the Gods 
Upbraid thy foul negle& of them, by making 
So vile a thing the Author of thy Safery. 
They could have wrought by nobler ways, have ftruck 
Thy Foes with forked Lightning, or ramm’d Thunder ; 
Thrown Hills upon’em, in the A@; have fent 
Death, like a Damp, to all their Families; 
Or caus’d their Confciences to burft ’em. But 
When they will fhew chee what thou art, and make 
A fcornful difference ’twixt their Power and thee, 
They help thee by fuch Aids as Geefe and Harlots. 
How now ? Whar anfwer ? Is he come 7 Lse. Your Brother 
Will ftreight be here; and your Colleague Antonine 
Said, coldly, he would follow me. Cic. I, that 
Troubles me fomewhat, and is worth my fear. 
He is a Man ’gainft whom I muft provide, 
That (as he’ll do no good) he do no harm. 
He, though he be not of the Plot, will like it, 
And with it fhould proceed: for, unto Men 
Preft with their Wants, all Change is ever welcom. 
I moft wich Offices and Patience win him, 
Make him by Art, that which he is not born, 
A Friend unto the Publick, and beftow 
The Province on him, which is by the Senate 
Decreed to me; that Benefic will bind him. 
Tis well, if fome Men will do well for Price : 
So few are vertuous when the Reward’s away. 
* Nor muft I be unmindful of my Private, tnLfT 
* For which I have call’d my Brother, and the Tribunes, 
My Kinsfolk, and my Clients, to be near me. 
He chat ftands up ’gainft Traitors, and their Ends, 
Shall need a double Guard, of Law, and Friends: 
Efpecially in fuch an envious State > 
That fooner will accufe the Magiftrate, 
Than the Delinquent ; and will rather grieve 
The Treafon is not aéted, than bel 
eS a Aw Cats Lun real CnC usPan 


nlp le pnt ~v-2* Cafar, Catiline. 


“ 


He Night grows on, and you are for your Meeting : 
. L Pll therefore end in few. Be refolute, 

And put your Enterprife in a@. The more 

Actions of depth and danger are confider’d, 

The lefs affuredly they are perform’d. 

And thence it hapneth, that the braveft Plots 

(Not executed ftreight) have been difcover’d. 

Say, you are conftant, or another, a third, 

Or more; there may be yet one wretched Spirit, 
With whom the fear of Punifhment fhall work 

*Bove all che thoughts of Honour and Revenge. 

You are not now to think what’s-belt to do, — 

Asin Beginnings ; bute what muft be done, 

Being thus entred ; and flip no advantage 

That may fecure you. Let’em call ic Mifchief : 
When it is paft, and profper’d, ’ewill be Vertue. 
Thare petty Crimes are punifh’d, great rewarded. 
Nor muft you think of Peril, fince Attempts 

Begun with Danger, {till do end with Glory ; 

And, when Need fpurs, Defpair will be call’d Wifdom. 
Lefs ought the care of Men or Fame to fright you 5 
For. they that win, do feldom receive fhame 

Of Vidory, how e’er it be atehiev’d 3 

And Vengeance, leaft. For who, befieg’d with Wants, 
Would ftop at Death, or any thing beyond it ? 

Come, there was never any great thing yet 

Afpired, but by Violence or Fraud: 


yp aE a 


_. Catiline. 


And he that fticks (for folly of a Confcience) 
To reach it—— Cat. Is a good Religious Foot. 

Cef. A fupertticious Slave, and will die Beaft. 
Good night. You know what Craffis chinks, and I, 
By this. Prepare you Wings as large as Sails, 

To cut through Air, and leave no Print behind you. 
A Serpent, e’er he comes to be a Dragon, 
Does eat a Bat ;*and fo mult you a Conjul, 
That watches. What you do,do quickly, Sergins. 
You fhall not ftir for me. Cat. Excufe me. Lights there. 
Cef. By no means. 
Cat. Stay then. All good thoughts to Ce/ar. 
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| And like to Craffus. 


Cef. Mind but your Friends Counfels. 


Catiline, Aurelia, Lecca. 


Oi I will bear no Mind. How now, Aurelia 2 

Are your Confederates come? the Ladies? ur. Yes. 
Car. And is Sempronia there? 
Aur. She is. Cat. That’s well. 


-| She has a fulphrous Spirit, and will take. 


Light ata Spark. Break with them, gentle Love, 
About the drawing as many of their Husbands 
Into the Plot, as can; if not, to rid’em. 
That'll be the eafier practice unto fome, 
Who have been tir’d with ’em long. Sollicie 
Their Aids for Money, and their Servants help, 
In firing of the Ciry at the time 
Shall be defign’d. Promife ’em States, and Empires, 
And Men, for Lovers, made of better Clay 
Than ever the old Porter Zitaz knew. poe~, fot ggg 
Who’s that ?. O, Porcias Leeca! are they met? 
Lec. ‘They are all here. 
Cat. Love, you have your Inftru@ions: 
I'll eruft you with the Stuff you have to work ot 
You'll form it ? Porcias, fetch rhe Silver Eagle 
I ga’ you in charge; and pray ’em they will enter. 


Catiline, Cethegns, Curins, Lentulus, Vargunteins, Longin, 
Gabinins, Ceparius, Antronsus, Orc. 


O Friends, your Faces glad me. This will be 
Our laft, I hope, of Confuleation. | 
Cet. Soit had need. Cur. We lofe Occafion daily. 
Cat. I,and our Means; whereof one wounds me moft. 
That was the faireft : Pi/o is dead in Spain. 
Cet. As we are here. Lon. And, as ’tis thoughe,by env - 
OF Pompey’s Followers. Len. He too’s coming back 
Now out of 4fia. Cat. Therefore, what we intend, 
We muft be {wift in. Take your Seats, and hear. 
I have already fene Seprimsins 
Into the Picene Territory, and Fultws, 
To raife Force for us in Apulia; 
Manlius at Fe/ule is (by this time) up, 
With the old needy Troops that fotlow’d Syle: 
And all do but expec when we we will give 
The Blow at home. Behold this Silver Eagle, e422 
°*Twas Mariws Standard in the Cimbrian War, = 
Fatal to Rome ; and, as our Axgures tell me, peg, or. 
Shall ftill be fo : for which one ominous Caufe, _ 
I have kept ic fafe, and done it facred Rites, 
As to a Godhead, in a Chappel buile 
Of purpofe to ic. Pledge then all your Hands, 
To follow it, with Vowsof Death and Ruine, 
Struck filently, and home. So Waters {peak 


When they run deepeft. Now’s the cime, this year, 


The twentieth from the firing of the Capitol, 
As fatal too to Rome, by all PrediGions ; 
And in which honour’d Lentu/us muft rife 
‘A King, if he purfue ic. Cur. If he do not, 
He is not worthy the great Deftiny. 
Len. It is too great for me; buc what che Gods __—’ 
And their great Loves decree me, I muft not a 
m 


AR 


— carelefs of. Cat. No, nor we envious. : 
e have enough befide ; all Gallia; Belgia, 
Greece, Spain, and Africk. Car.:1, and Afi too, - 


Now Pompey is returning. Cat. Nobleft Romans, - 


Me thinks our Looks are not: fo quick and high | 
As they were wont. : 
~ Car. No: ? whofe is not! ? Cat. We have bigfevts, 
No Anger in our Eyes, no Storm, no Lightning ” coe 
Our Hate is fpent, and fum’d away in Vapour, ::~ : 
Before our Hands be at work. Tcanaccufe 
Not any one, but all, of flacknefs. | Cer. Yes, 
And be your felf uch, while you do it. Cat. Ha? 
>Tis fharply an{wer'd, Cains. Cet. “Fruly, truly.. 
Les. Come, let us each one know his part’ to do, 
And then be accus’d. Leave chefe untimely Quarrel. 
Cur. I would there were more Romes than eneto ryin. 
Cet. More Romes ? More Worlds. 
Cur. Nay then, more Gods, and Natures, at 
If they took part. Len. When fhall che time be, firft ? 
Cat. I think, the Saturnals. Cet. Twill be too ene 
Cat. They are not now far off, ’cis nota Month. 
Cer. A Week, a Day, an Hour i is too far off: - 
Now were the ficteft time. Cat. We ha’ not laid’ 
All things fo fafe and ready. : Cet. While we rhe ti 
We fhall all lie, and grow to Earth. Would I | 
Were nothing in it, if not now. Thefe things 
They thould be doris, e’er thought. ' 


Cat. Nay, now your Reafon: ~ | an 


Forfakes you, Cai. Think but whae commodity 

That time will miniffer ; the Cities Cuftom - a 
Of being then in Mirth and Feaft— Len. Loos’d stole 
In Pleafure and Security Aut. Each Houfe 
Refolv'd in Freedom—— Cur. Every Slave a Mafter-— 

Lon. And they too no mean Aids-—— 

Cur. Made from their hope tes 
Of Liberty 
_ Var. "Tis fure, there cannot bea time found out” 
More apt and natural. Len. Nay, good Cethegus, --* 
VVhy do your Paffions now difturb our Hopes? — 

Cet. VVhy do your Hopes: delude our Certainties ? 

Cat. You mutt lend him his way. Think, for the Order, 
And Procefs of it... Lon. Yes. Len. I like not Fire; 


Twill too much wafte my City. Cat. VVere ic Embers, . 


There will be VVealth enough, rak’e out of them, 


To fpring anew. It mutt be Fire, or nothing. 


Lon: V Vhat elfe fhould frighe or terrifie’em? Var-True. 
In that Confufion, muft be the. chief Slaughier. , 
Cur. Then we thall kill’em braveft. Cep.And in heaps. 
Aut. Strew Sacrifices. Cuwr. ‘Make the Earth an Altar. 
Lon. And Rome theFire. Lev, Twill be a noble Night. 
Var. And worthall S7lle’s Days. ~ 
Cur. VVhen Husbands, V Vives, « per /; he be -? 
Grandfires, and Nephews, Servants, and their Lords, 
Virgins, and Priefts, the Infant, and the ap Be ‘ 
Go all to Hell cogether in a Fleet. Krag ' CM 
Cat. 1 woukd have you, , Longinus, or Sratilitis, * “oP 
To take the Charge o’ the Firing, which aii be 
Ata Sign given with a Trumpet, done 
In twelve chief Places of the City at once. 
The Flax and Sulphur are already laid 
In at Gethegxs Houle; fo are the V Veapons. 
Gabinins, you, with other Force, fhall ftop 


The Pipes and Conduits, and kill chofe ‘hat come’. 


For VVater. Cur. VVhat fhall Ido? . Cat. AH will have 
Employment, fear not: Ply the Execution. 
Cur. For that, truft me, and Cetbegus. Cat. Lwill be 
At hand, with che Army, to meet thofe that {cape: 
And Lentulus, begire you Pompey’s Houle, | 
To fife his Sons alive; for they are they 
Mutt make our peace with him. All elfe cut off, 
As Targuin did the Poppy-heads, or Mowers he 
A Ficld of Thiftles, or elfe, up, as Plows 


Do barren Lands, and {trike together Flints 


And Clods, th ungrateful Senate and thePeople; =. , 


4 atiline. 


| VVas born to be my oppofition, 
And ftands in all our ways. 


Shall, was too lowly faid. He’s dying. That . 


Len. Or hate unto their Lords' -° ~ 
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Till no Rage gone Bee. or ‘ coming after, 


| May weigh with yours, though Horrour leapt her {elf 
Into the Scale; but, in your violent A@s, 
| The fall of Torrents,and the noife of. Tempefts, 


The boyling of Carybder, ‘the Seas wildnefs,, 
The eating force of Flames, and wings of VVinds, 
Be all out-wrought by dur cranfcendent Furies. 


| Ic had been done e’er this; had I been Con/ul ; | 
| We had had no ftop,no let. Le», How find you Antonius 2 


Cat. :Th’ other has won hin, ‘loft : “char Cicero 


Cur. Remove him aoe 
Cet. May that yet be done fooner? | 
Cat. VVould it were done. - a 
Cur. Var. Pildot. ~~ oa 
Cete It is my Province; honé ufarp in 
Len, What are your Means? - vy pst 
Cet, Enquire nat. Fe thail die. °° 
Is Yet too Tlow. He’s dead. Cat. Brave,.only eon 
Whofe Soul might be the Worlds Soul, were that dying 5 


- bRefufe not yet-the Aids of thefe your Friends. 


Len. Here’s Varganteins holds good quarter with him, 
Cat. And under the pretext of CHentele, 
And Vifitation, with the morning Hail, 


Will be admitted. Cet. What is that to me? 


Var. Yes, we may kill him in his Bed, and fafely.. | 
Cet. Safe is your way then, take ic. Mine’s mine owns 
Cat. Follow him, Vargunteius, and perfuade, 


‘The Morning is the firtett time, Los. The Night 


Will turn allinto"Tumuls Len. And perhaps 
Mifs of him too. Cas. Entreat and conjure him > 


Inall our Names— Len. By all our Vows and Friend thips. 


oF Semprinie, Aurelia, Fulvia. (To. thei 


W Hat! is our Council broke up firft? Aur.You fay; 
Women are greateft Talkers: Sem. We ha done, 
And are now fit for action. Lon. WVhich is Paffion. 
There’s your beft activity, Lady. Sesm. How 

Knows your wife Fatnefs that ? 

Lon. Your Mothers Daughter | 
Did teach me, Madam. er: Come Sempronia; leave him: 
He is a Giber ; and our prefent Bufinefs 
Is of more ferious confequence. <urelia 
Tells me, you’ have done moft mafculinely within, 
And play the Orator. Sem. But we muft haften 
To our Defign. as well, and execute 5 : 
Not hang ftill in the Féver of an Accident. 

Cat. You fay well, Lady. Sem. I do like our Plot 
Exceeding well; ’cis fure, and we fhall leave 
Lictle to Fortune in it. Cat. Your Banquet ftays. 
Aurelia, take her in. VVhere’s Fulvia ? 

Sem. O,the two Lovers are coupling. Cwr.In good faich, 
She’s very ill with fitting up. Sem. You'ld have her 
Laugh, and liedown? Fwi. No, faith, Sempronia, 

I am not well: Piltake my leave, it draws 


‘Toward the Morning. Curias hall ftay with you. 


Madam, I pray you pardon me: my Health 
I muft refpe@. Aur. Farewel, good Fulvia. 
[ Curius whifpers this to Falvia, 
Cur.Make hafte,and bid him gec his Guards about him. 

For Vargunteius and Cornelins 

Have undertane it, fhould Cerbegss mifs : 

Their Reafon, that they think his open Rafhnefs 

VVill fuffer eafier difcovery 

Than their Atrempt, fo vailed under Friendthip. 

Pil bring you to your Coach. ‘Tell him, befide, 

Of Cefar’s coming forth here. Cat. My {weet Madam, 

VVill you be gone? Fai. Iam, my Lord, in truth, 

In fome Indifpofition. Cat. I do with 

You had all your Health, fweee Lady. Lentulus, 

You'll do her Service. Len. To her Coach, and Duty. 
Kk 2 
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Catiline. 


Hat Minifters Men muft for praétice ufe!. - 

The rath, th’ ambitious, ‘needy, defperate, 
Foolifh, and wretched, ev’n the Dregs of Mankind, . 
To Whores, and Women ! Still ic muft be fo. — ae 
Each have their proper place, and in their Rooms 
They-are the beft. Grooms fitceft kindle Fires, 

Slaves carry Burdens, Butchers are for Slaughters, 
Apothecaries, Butlers, Cooks, for Poyfons 3 2: Gay sob 
As thefe for me: Dull ftupid Lentulw, Fart Hien 
My Stale, with whom I ftalk ; the rath Cethe as 
My Executioner ; and fat Loaginus,e Yl, fale 
Statilins, Curins, Ceparius, Cimber, Toy od yours 
My Labourers, Pioneers, and Incendiaries : weft. 2 
- With thefe Domeftick Traitors, Bofom-thieves, © . _ 
‘Whom Cuftom hath naa — 5 the = Helps 
449 'To betray heady Husbands, rob the eafie, 

J And lend the Moneys on Returns of Luft. 
Shall Catiline not do now, with thefe Aids, 
So fought, fo forted, fomething fhall be call’d 
Their Labour, but his Profir? and make Cefar 
Repent his vent’ring Counfels. to a Spirit 
So much his Lord in Mifchief? when all thefe | 
Shall, like che Brethren {prung of Dragons Tecth, 
Ruin each other, and he fall amongft ’em, 
With €raff/us, Pompey, or who elfe appears 
But like, or near aGreat one. May my Brain 
Refolve te Water, arid my Blood turn Phlegm, 
My Hands drop off, unworthy of my Sword, . 
And that b’ infpired of ic felt corip | : 
My Breaft for my loft Entrails, when Tleave, 
A Soul chat will not ferve ; and who will, aré 
The fame with Slaves, fuch Clay I dare not fear. 
The Crueley I mean to a, I with 
Shauld be call’d mine, and tarry in my Name; -. 
Whilft After-ages do toil out themfelves | . 
In thinking for the like, bute do it lefs: beg 
And were the Power of. all the Fiends let ‘loofe, 
Wich Fate to boot, it fhould be itill Example, - 
When, what the Gas/ or Moor could not effec, 
Nor omulous Carthage, with their length of {pite, 


444 Shall be the Work of one, and that my Night. , 


ee Cicero, Fulvia, Quintus. 


f Thank your Vigllance. Where's my Brother, Quintms? 
I Call all my Servants up. Tell noble Curius, 
And fay it to your felf, you are my Savers: 
But that’s too little for you; you are Romes.. 
What could I then hope lefs? O Brother! now 


4356 The Engines I told you of are working, exp<¢ee, 7. 


The Machin ’gins to move. Where are your Weapons ? 
“Arm all my Houthold prefently, and charge 
The Porter, he let no Man in till day. 
Qui. Not Clients, and your Friends ? 
Cic, They wear thofe Names, __ 
That come to murder me. Yet fend for Cato, 
And Quintus Catulus ; thofe I dare trutt : 
And Flaceus, and Pomptinius, the Prators, 
By the back way. Qs. Take care, good Brother Marcus, 
Your Fears be not form’d greater than they fhould ; 
And make your Friends grieve,while yourEnemies laugh. 
Cic..” Tis Brothers Counfel, and worth thanks. Bue do 
AsIentreat you. I provide, not fear. 
Was Cafar there, fay you? Ful. Curius fays, he met him 
Coming from thence. Cic.O,fo. And had you a Council 
OF ‘Ladies too ? Who was your Speaker, Madam ? 
Ful, She thac would be, had there been forty more; 
Semprenia, who had both her Greek and Figures, 
And ever and anon would ask us if 
~The witty Conful could have mended that, 
Or Orater Cicero could have faid it better 2 


Catiline. 


- | Cornelius too is there ? 


Cic. She’s my gentle Enemy. Would Cerbegus 

Had no more danger in him. But my Guards 

Are you, great. Powers, and th’ unbated Strengehs 
Of a firm Confcience, which fhall arm each Step 
Tane for the State ; and teach me flack no Pace 

For fear of malice. How now, Brother?. Qui. Cato, | 


| And Quintus Catulus were coming to you, 


And Craffws with ’em. I have let ’em jn | 

By th’Garden. Cée.What would Crajjus have? Qyi.l hear 
Some whifpering ’bout theGate, and making doubt 
Whether it be not yet tao early, or no? 

But I do think, they are your Friends and Clients, 


+} Are fearful to difturb you. Cse. You will change 


T’ another thought anon. Ha’ you giv’n the Porter 
The Charge I will’d you ? | 
Qui. Yes. Withdraw, and hearken. 


_ Varguntewus, Cornelius, Porter, Cicero, Cato, 
Catulus, Craflus. 


i ee Door’s not open yet. | 


Cor. You were belt to knock. | 

. Var. Let them ftand clofe then ; and, when we are in, 
Rufh after us. Cor. But where’sCethegus ? Var. He 
Has left it, fince he mighe noc do’t his way. 

Por. Who’sthere? Var. A Friend, or more. 

Por. I may not let | dts 
Any man in, till day. Var. No? why ? Cor. Thy Reafon? 

Por. I amcommanded fo. Var. By whom? Cor. I hope 
We are not difcover’d, Var. Yes, by Revelation. 
Pr’y thee, good Slave, who has commanded thee ? 

Por. He that may beft, the Con/ul. 
_Var. We are his Friends. . | 

Por. Allsone. Cor. Beft give your Name. 

Var. Doft thou hear, Fellow ? 


Thave fome inftant BufinefS with che Con/ul. 


My Name is Vargunteius. os 

Cic. True, he knows it, . [Cicero peaks to them 
And for what friendly*Office you are fence. _ from above. 
Var. We are betray’d. 
Cic. And defperate Cethegus, is he not ? 

Var, Speak you, he knows my Voice. 

Cic. What fy you tot? . 

Cor. You are deceiv’d, Sir. Cic. No, ’tis you are fo 3 
Poor mif-led men. Your States are yet worth Picy, 

If you would hear, and change your favage minds, 
Leave to be mad ; forfake your Purpofes 

Of Treafon, Rapine, Murder, Fire,and Horror; . _ 
The Commonwealth hath Eyes, that wake as fharply 
Over her Life, as yours do for her Ruin. 

Be not deceiv’d, tothink her Lenity __ 

Will be perpetual ; or, if Men be wanting, 

The Gods will be, to fuch a calling Caufe. 

Confider your Attempts, and wliile chere’s time, 

Repent you of ’em. It doth make me tremble, 

There fhould thofe Spirits yer breach,that when they can- 
Live honeftly, would rather perifh bafely. (not 

Cato. You talk too much to ’em, Marcus, they are loft. 
Go forth, and apprehend ’em. Catu If you prove 
This Praétice”what fhould let the Commonwealth 
To take due Vengeance? Var. Let us fhift away. 

The Darknefs hath conceal’d us yet. We'll fay, 
Some have abus’d our Names. Cor. Deny it all. 

Cato. Quintus, what Guards ha’ you? Call the Zribumes — 
And raife the City. Con/xl, you are too mild. (Aid, 
The foulnefs of fome Facts takes thence all Mercy. 
Report it to the Senate. Hear! The Gods 

[Je thunders and lightens violently on the fudden. 


——" 


‘| Grow angry with your Patience. ‘Tis their Care, 


And mutt be yours, that guiley Men efcape not. 
As Crimes do grow, Juftice fhould rowfe it felf 


ful fet hil, hated. fj. 
7 _ CHORUS. 


4¢39Toa meer clothed Senate, whom our Folly 


Catiline. 
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CHORUS. 
Hat is thys, Heatvens, you preparé. =: . .:... 
With fo much fwiftne(s, and fo fudden rifng? 
Tbere are no Sons of Earth that dare, — , _ 
Again, Rebellion? or the Gods furprifing ° 
The World doth (hake, and Nature fears; 
Yet xs the Tumult, and the Horror greater — 
Within our Minds, than in our Ears : .... (ber. 
 Somach Rome’s Faklts (now grown ber Fate) do threat 
The Prieft and People rus abiut, = : : 
Each Order, Age, and Sex amaxd at other ; 
And at the Ports all thronging out, 8. > 
. Asif their Safety were to quit their Mother : 
Yet find they the fame Dangers there, es 
From which they make {uch bafte to be preferved : 
For guilty States do ever bear’ |. , 
e Plagues abot them which they have deferved. 
And till thofe Plagues do get above © 
The Mountains of our Fouls , and there do fit ; 
We fee’em not: Thus fill we love 
The Evil we do, until we fuffer it. 
But moft, Ambition, that near Vice a 
To Vertue, bath the Fate of Rome provoked ; 
And made that now Rome’s felf %o price. _ 
. To free ber from the Death wherewith -fhe's yoked. 
That reftlefs I that fil doth build 
Upon fuccefs , and.ends not in alpiring : 
But there begins ; and neress flld ; 
While ought remains that feems but worth defiring. 
Wherein the Thought, unlike the Eye; : 
. To which things far [eens fmaller than they are, 
Deem’ ah Contentment plac’d om high: ... 
And thinks there’s nothing pestis what is far. 
O, that in time Rome did not cafe 
‘Her Errors ap, this Fortune to prevent; 
TZ” have: feen ber Crimes e’ve they were past, 
And felt ber Faalts before ber Pussifoment. 


A& IV. 

= — ¥ pit ates = Sr oe © 

hans Jat eh alte SF ath valy row a 

we nedvane Gr Uallobroges aed of | 
Divers Senators pals by, quaking and trembling. 


\AN thefe Men fear, who are not only ours, _ 
But the World’s Mafters ? Then I fee the Gods 
Upbraid our Suff’rings, or would humble chem, | 


By fending thefe affrights while we are here : 


Thae we might laugh at their ridiculous Fear, 
Whofe Names we trembled at beyond the Alpes. 
OF all that pafs, I do riot fee a Face 

Worthy a Man; chat dares look up, arid ftand 
One Thunder out: but downward all, like Beafts, 
Running away from every flafh is made. 
The falling world could not deferve fuch.bafenefs 
Are we imploy’d here by our Miferies, 

Like fuperftitious Fools €or rather Slaves) Lape WV 
To plain our Griefs, Wrongs and Oppreflions, “*' 


Hath made, and ftill intends to keep our ‘Tyrants 
Tc is our bafe petitionary breath —— 
That blows ’em to this Greatnef$; which this prick 


4£4W ould foon let out, if we were bold and{wretched: 


When they have taken all we have, dur Goods, 
Crop, Lands and Houfes, they will leave us this: 
A Weapon and an Arm will {till be found, 
Tho naked left, and lower than the ground. 
Ae) by we unG ftir hi 3 lt 
Jo) fats tue ae tg Ore Jot, "a awal. & 


“~~ 


A 


| And on the Con/als 


| You’are met, a frequent Senate. 


gee 


Cato, Catulus , Cictras Allobroges. ° 


.O ;, urge thing Anger ftill: good Heaven and jut, 
7 Tell guilty men what Powers are above them: - . 
In fuch.a confidence of wickednefs .: .. | 
°*T was time they fhould know. fomething fit to fear. 
Catu. I never faw a Morn more full of..Horror. 
Cato. To Catiline and his: But to Juft Men, 
Tho Heaven fhould {peak wich all his wrath at once, . 
That with his breath the Hinges of the World 
Did crack; we.fhould ftand upright, and unfeard. . , 
Cic. Why, fo we da, good Cato, Who bethefe?- . 
Catw. Ambaffadors from the Alobroges, . = 
I take ’em, by their. habits. a 
All. I, thefe Men a ., yess 
Seem of another. Raée ; let’s fie to thefe; 
There’s hope of Juftice-with their Fortitude, - 
. Cic, Friends of che Senate, and of. Rome; to day 
We pray you to forbear us: On the morrow, - ° 


What Suit you haves let us, by Fabids Sanga, - 


(Whofe Patronage your State doth ufe).bue know it, 
ord, you fhall receive 
Difpatch, or elfe an Anfwer worth your Patience... . 

All, he could not hope fcr more, moft worthy 
This Magiftrate hath ftruck an awe into me, 
And by his Sweetnefs won a more regard 
Unto his Place, than all the boiftrous Moods 
That ignorance Greatnefs practifeth, co fill 
The large unfit. Authoricy it wears. . 
How eafie is a Noble Spirit difcern’d: . a 
From harfh and fulphurous matter, that flies out 
In Contumelies, makesa noife, and ftinks! a 
May we find good and great Men; that know How 
To ftoop td Wants, and meet Neceflities, _ 
And will not curn-from any equal Suits. gst 
Such Men, they do.not fuccour more the Caufe 
They undertake with favour and fuccefs, 
Than by it their. own Judgments they do raife, 
In turning juft Mens Needs into their Praife. - 

po my , 


The Senate. 
Re. Room for the Confuls. Fathers, take. your places. 
Here in the Houfe of ‘Fupiter che Stayer, 
By Edi@ from the Conful, Marcus Tullius, | | 
Hear him fpeak.. .. 
Cic. What may be ae and au{picious, fill 
To Rome and bers. Honoar'd and Confcript Fathers, : 
If I were filent; and that all che Dangers 
Threatning the State and you, were yee fo hid 
In Night, or Darknefs thicker -in their Breafts, 


_| That are the black Contrivers; fo chat no 


Beam, of the Light could pierce ’em ; yet the Voice 
Of Heav’n, this Morning, hath {poke loud enongh - 
T’ inftru& you with a feeling of che Horror , 

And wake you from a Sleep as ftark as Death. 

I have of lace fpoke‘often in this Senate 

Touching this Argument, but ftill have wanted 
Eicher your Ears or Faith 3 So incredible 

Their Plots have feém’d, or I fo vain, to make 
Thefe things for mine own Glory and falfe Greatnefs, 
As hath been given out. © But be it fo, 

When they break torth, and fhall declare themfelves _ 
By their too foul Effects, then, chen the Envy 


| Of my juft Cares will find another Name. 


For me, I am but one, and this poor Life 

So lately aim’d at, not an Hour yet fince, 

They cannot with more eagernefs purfue, 

Than I with gladnefs would lay down, and lofe, 
To buy Romes Peace, if that would purchafe it. 
But when I fee they’Id make ic but the ftep 

To more and greater; unto yours, Reses, alls ‘a 
woul 


wth al 
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I would with thofe preéfervé it, or chen fall. 
Caf. 1,1, let you alone, cunning Artificer ! 
-See how his Gorget peers above his Gown ; 
To tell che people in what danger he was. ° 
Ic wasabturdly done of Vargunteius, ae 
To name himfelf before he was got in. £3 
Cra. Ic matters not, fo they deny itall: . ~ 
And can but carry the lye conftantly. - 
Will Catiline be here ? « Mea. 2 
Caf. Ihave fene for him. 
Cra. And ha’ you bid him to be confident ? 
Cef. To that his own neceffity will prompt him. 
Cra. Seem to believe nothing at all chat Cicero 
Relates us. Caf: Ie will mad him. 
(Quintus Cicero brings ts the Tribunes and Guards. 
Cra. O, and help eS 
The other Party. Who isthat ? his Brother ? 
What new Intelligence has he brought him now ? 
CefSome Cautions from his Wife,how to behave him. 
_ Cic. Place fome of them without, and fome bring in. 
Thank their kind Loves. Jt isa comfort yet, — 
That all depart not from their Countries Caufe. 
Cef.’ How now., what means this Mufter , Con/ul 
Antonius ? a oe ea 
_ Ant. Ido not- know, ask my Colleague, he’ll cell you. 
There is fome Reafon in Srate chat I muft yield to; 
And I have promis’d him: Indeed he has bought it, | 
Wich giving me the Province. - | 
Cic. I profefs, ae 
It grieves me, Fathers, that I am compell’d 
To draw thefe Arms, and aids for your defence ; 
And more, againft a Citizen of Rome, 
Born here amongft you, a Patrician, 
A mag, I muft Oniek, of no mean Houfe, 


Nor nd{malk Vertue, if he had employ’d 


Thofe Excellent Gifts of Fortune, and of Nature, 
Unto the good, not ruine of the State. — 
But being bred in’s Father’s needy Fortunes, 
Brought up in’s Sifters Proftitution, 
Confirm’d in civil Slaughter, entring firft 
The Commonwealth, wich Murder of the Gentry ; 
Since both by Study and Cuftom converfant | 
With all Licentioufnefs. what could be hop’d 
In fuch a Field of Riot, but acourfe 
Extream pernicious? Tho I muft proteft, 
I found his Mifchiefs fooner with mine Eyes - ‘ 
Than with my Thought ; and with thefe Hands of mine, 
Before they touch’d at my fufpicion. 

Cef. What are his Mifchiefs, Con/ul? you declame 
Againft hisManners, and corrupt yourown: «| 


- No wife man fhould, for hate of guiley men, 


Lofe his own Innocence, 

Cie. The Noble Cefar 
Speaks God-like truch. But when he hears I can 
Corivince him, by his Manners, of his Mifchiefs, 
He might be filene ; and not caft away 
His Sentences in vain, where thcy {carce look 
Toward his Subject. 

Cato. Here he comes himfelf. 
If he be worthy any good man’s voice, 
That good man fit down by him: - Cato will not. 

: [Catiline fits down, and Cato rifes from bim. 

- €atu. If Cato leave him, [le not keep afide. 
~ Cats, What Face is this the Senate here puts on 
Againft me, Fathers ! Give my Modefty | 
Leave to demand the caufe of fo much ftrangenefs. 

Cef. Itis reported he.e, youare the Head 


Toa ftrange Faction, Lucius. 


Cic. I, and will 
Be prov’d againft him. 

Cati. Let itbe. Why, Con/ul, | 
If in the Commonwealth there be two Bodies, 
Onc lean, weak, rotten, and that hath a Head; 
The other ftrong and healthful, bue hath none: 


354 Catiline. 


If I do give it one, do I offend? 
Reftore your felves unto your temper,. Fathers; 
And, without perturbation, hear me fpeak. 
Remember who I-am, and of what place, 
What petty fellow this is that oppofes ; 
One that hath exercis’d his Eloquence 
Still to the bane of the Nobility : 
A boafting infolent tongue-man. 
Cato. Peace, lewd Traytor, 
Or wath chy Mouth. He is an honeft man, 
And loves his Counetey ; would thou didit {fo too. 
Cats. Cato, you are too zealous tor him. 
Cato. No; 
Thou art too impudent. 
Catu. Catiline, be filent. , 
Cati. Nay then, I eafily fear, my juft defence 
Will came too late to fo much prejudice ! ° 
(Caf. Will he fit down ?) 
ee Yet let the rie apr or er ag ; = 
My Innocence mult nor. MC 6 OOS Lf, 
Cato. Thou innocent? fr ~! i orto, 3 4 oy 
So are the Furies. Cie. \Yes, and Are too. 
Doft thou not blufh, pernicious Catsline'? 
Or hath the palenefs of chy Guile drunk up 
Thy Blood, and drawn thy Veins as dry of chat 
As is thy Heart of Truth, thy Breaft of Vertue? 
Whither at length wile thou abufe our patience? 
Sell fhall chy Fury mock us? To what licence 
Dares thy unbridled boldnefs run ic felf ? 
Do aif the nightly Guards, kept on the Palace, 
The Cities Watches, with the Peoples Fears, 
The Concourfe of all good men, this fo ftrong 
And fortified Seat here of the Senate, 
The prefent looks upon thee, {trike chee nothing ?- 
Doft chou not feel chy Counfels all laid open ? 
And fee thy wild Confpiracy bound in | 
With each man’s knowledge? which of all chisOrder > 
Canft thou think ignorane (if they'll bue utrer 
Their Confcience to che right) ot what thou didft 
Laft Night, what onthe former, where thou wert, . 
Whom thou didit call together, what your Plots were ? 
O Age and Manners! This the Con/ul fees, 
The Senate underftands, yet this man lives! 
Lives? I, and comes here into Counfel with us ; 
Partakes the Publick Cares: and with hisEye — 
Marks and points out each Man of us to flaughter. 
And we, good Men, do fatisfie the Strate, 
If we can fhun but this Man’s Sword and Madnefs. 
There was that Vertue once in Rome, when good men; 
Would, with more fharp Coercion, have reftrain'd =~ 


* 
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| A wicked Citizen, than the deadlieft Foe. 


We have chat Law fill, Catiline, for thee ; 

An A& as grave, as fharp: The Srate’s not wanting, 
Nor the Authority of this Senate; we, 

‘We that are Con/als, only fail our felves. 

This twenty daysthe Edg of that Decree 

We have let dull and ruft; kept it fhuc up, 

As ina Sheath, which drawn, fhould take thy Head. 
Yet ftill chou liv ft: and liv’ft not to lay by 

Thy wicked Confidence, but to confirm ic. 


| I could defire, grave Fathers, to be found 


Still merciful, to feem, in thefe main perils 
Grafping the State, a Man remifs and flack ; 

But then I fhould condemn my felf of Sloth 

And Treachery. ‘Their Camp’s in Italy, 

Pitch’d in the Jaws here of Hetruria ; 

Their Numbers daily increafing, and their General 
Within our Walls: nay, in our Counfel! plotting 
Hourly fome fatal mifchief ro the Publick. 

If, Catiline, I fhould command thee now, 

Here to be taken, killd ; I make juft doubr, 
Whether all good men would nor thinkirdone , | 
Rather too.late, chan any man too cruel. 


Cate. 


¢ 


Catiline, 
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Cato. Except he were of the fame Meal and Batch. { Your Convent fcarce difmi(s’d, arm’d all my Servants, 
Cie. But that which ought to have been done long | Call’d both my Brother and Friends, fhuc out your 


fince , 
I will, and (for good Reafon) yet forbear. 
Then will I take thee, when no Man is found 
So loft, fo wicked, nay, fo like thy felf, 
But fhall profefs, ’tis done of need and right. 
While there is one that dares defend thee, live; 
Thou fhalt have leave, but fo as now thon liv’ft ; 
4sAWatch’d at a hand, befieged, and oppreft 
From working leaft Commotion to the State. 
I have thofe Eyes and Ears fhall ftill keep guard, 
And {pial on thee, aschey have ever done, __ 
And thou not feel ic: What then canft thou hope ? 
If neither Night can with her Darknefs hide | 
Thy wicked Meetings, nora Private Houfe 
Can in her Walls contain the guiley whifpers 
Of thy Confpiracy : If all break out, 
All be difcover’d, change thy mind at laft,. | 
And lofe thy thoughts of Ruine, Flame.and Slaughter. 
Remember how [ told, here to the Senate, 
That fuch aday thy LiGor, Caius Manlise, 
Would be in Arms. Was I deceived, Catiline ? 
Or in the Fa@, or inthe Time ? the Hour ? 
T'told too in this Senate, that thy purpofe 
4SEW as on the Fifth (the Kalends of November) 
T have flaughter’d chis whole Order: which my caution 
Made many leave the City. Canft thou here 
Deny, but thisthy black Defign was hindred 
That very day by me? Thy felf clos’d in 
Pr my oe ths, = that thou rote <9 — : 
466 Again{t.a publick Reed ? When thou we ae 
To fay upon the parting of che reft, ats are ie 
Thou would’ft content thee with che Murder of us “ 
That did remain. Had{ft thou no hope befide, 
By a furprize by Night, to take Prenefe? — 
here when thou cam’ft, didft thou hot find the place 
Made good agairift thee with my Aids, my Watches? 
My Garrifons fortified it. Thou doft nothing, Sergins ; 
Thou canft endeavour nothing, nay, not think, 
But I both fee and hear it ;, and am with thee, 
By and before, about and in thee too. 
Call but to mind thy laft Nights bufinefs. Come, 
Ple ufe no Circumftance : at Lecca’s Houfe, 
The Shop, and Mint of your Confpiracy; 
Among your Sword-men, where fo many Affociates 
Both of thy Mifchief and chy Madnefs met. 
Dar’ft thou deny chis? Wherefore art thou filene ? 
Speak, and this fhall convince thee : Here they are, 
I fee ’em in this Senate, that were with thee. 
O, you Immortal Gods! in what Clime are we ?. 
Whar Region do we live in? in what Air? 
What Commonwealth or State is this we have? 
Here, here, amongft us, our own Number, Fathers, 
In this moft holy Council of the world 
They are chat feek the Spoil of me, of you; 
Of ours, of all; what I can name’s too narrow : 
Follow the Sun, and find not their Ambition. 
Thefe I behold, being Con/ai ; nay, I ask 
Their Countels of the State, as from good Patriots : 
Whom it were fit the Axe fhould hew in pieces, | 
I not fo much as wound yet with my Voice. 
Thou waft laft Night with Lecce, Catiline, 
Your Shares of Italy you there divided ; 
Appointed who, and whither each fhonld go ; . 
“What Men fhould ftay behind in Rome, were chofen ; 
our Offices fet down; the parts mark’d our, 
And places of the City, for che fire ; 
Thy felf (thou affirm’dit) waft ready to depart, 
Only alicele lec there was that ftay’d thee, : 
That I yet liv’d. Upon the word, ftept forth 
Three of thy Crew, to rid thee of that Care; 
Two undertook this Morning, before Day, 
_To kill me in my Bed. All chis I knew, 


Yet thou dar’ft carry here ? Go forth at laft, 


Clients | 

You fent to vific me; whofe Names I told 

Tofome there, of good place, before they caine. 
Cato. Yes, I, and Quintus Catulus can affirm it. | 
Caf. He’s loft and gone. His Spirits have forfook him. 
Cic. If this be fo, why, Cat./ine, doft thou ftay 2 

Go where thou mean’ft, The Ports are open ; forth. 

The Camp abroad wants thee, their Chief, too long. 

Lead with thee all thy Troops out. Purge the City. 

Draw dry that noifom, and pernicious Sink, 

Which left behind thee, would infe& the World. 

Thou wilt free me of all my Fears at once, 

To fee a Wall between us. Doft thou ftop 

To do that now commanded; which before, 

Of thine own choice, thou’art prone to ? Go. The Conful 

Bids thee, an Enemy, to depart the City. 

Whither, thou'le ask ? to Exile ? I not bid 

Thee that. But ask my Counfel, I perfwade it. 

What is there, here, in Rome, that can delight chee ? 

Where not a Soul, without thine own foul knot, 

But fears and hates thee. What Domeftick Note 

Of private filthinefs, bute is burne in 

Inco thy Life? What.clofe and fecret fhame 

But is grown one with thine own Infamy ? 

What Luft was ever abfent from thine Eyes? 

What lewd Fa@ from thy Hands? what wickednefs 

From thy whole Body? where’s that Youth drawn in 

Within thy Nets, or catch’d up with thy baits, 

Before whofe Rage thou haft not borne a Sword, 

And to whofe Lufts thou haft not held a Torch? 

Thy laccer Nuptials I let pafs in filence 3 : 

Where fins incredible on fins were heapt: 

Which I not name, left in a Civil State 

So monftrons Faés fhould either appear to be, 

Or ngt tobe reveng’d. Thy Fortunestoo 

I glance not at, which hang but till next des. 

I come to that which is more known, more publick; 

The Life and Safety of us all by thee 


‘Threatned and fought. Stood’ft chou not in the Field 


When Lepidas and Tullae were our Confuls, 
Upon the day of Choice, arm’d, and with Forces, 
To take their Lives, and our chief Citizens? 
When not thy Fear, nor Confcience chang’d thy Mind, 
But the meer Fortune of the Commonwealth ; 
Withftoad thy active malice? Speak but right. 
How often haft thou made attempt on me? 
How many of thy Affaules have I declin’d 
With fhifting bue my Body (as we'ld fay), 
Wrelted thy Dagger from thy Hand, how oft 2 
How often hath it faln,or flipe by chance ? 
Yet can thy fide noe want it: which how vow’d, 
Or with what Rites, ’ris facred of thee, I know not, 
Thac ftill chou mak’ft it a Neceflicy, 
To fix it inthe Body of a Con/ul. 
But let ine lofe this way, and {peak to thee, ' 
Not as one mov’d with hatred, which I ought, 
But pity, of which none is owing thee. 
at. No more than unto Tantalus or Tityus. 

Cie; Thou cam/’ft e’re-while into this Senate. Whe 
OF fuch a frequency, fo many Friends 
And Kindred chou haft here faluted thee? 
Were not the Seats made bare upon thy entrance ? 
Rifs’ not the Confular Men, and left their places 
So foon as thou fat’ft down ? and fled chy fide, 
Like to a Plague or Ruine? Knowing how oft 
They had been by thee mark’d out for che Shambles ? 
How doft thou hear this? Surely, if my Slaves 
Ac home fear’d me with half th’ affrighe and horror, 
That here chy Fellow-Cieizens do thee, 
I thould foon quit my Houle, and think ie need too. 


Con: 
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Condemn thy felf to flighe and folirude. | 
Difcharge the Commenwealth of her deep Fear. 
Go; into banithment, if thou wairft the word. , 
Why doft thou look ? They all confent unto it. 
Doit thou expe& th’ Authority of cheir Voices, 
Whole filent wills condemn thee ? While they fit, | 
They approve it ; while they fuffer ic, they decree it ; 
And while they are filent to it, they proclaim it. 
Prove theu there honeft, I’le endure the Envy. 
But there’s no thought thou fhouldft be ever he, 
Whom either fhame fhould call from filchinefs, 
Terror from danger, or difcourfe from Fury. 

Go; I intreat thee: yet why do I fo? 

When I already know they’re fence afore, 

That tarry for chee’in Arms, and do expect thee 
On th’ Aurelian way. I know the day 

Set down ’twixt thee and Maslius 5 unto whom 
The Silver Eagle too is fent before: ie 
Which I do hope fhall prove to thee as baneful 

As thou conceiv’ft it co che Commonwealth. 

But may this wife and facred Senate fay, / 
What mean’ft thou Maagus Tullius ? If thou know’ft 
That Casiline be look’d for, to be chief 

Of an inteftine War; that he ’is che Author 

Of fuch a wickednefs; the caller out 

Of men of mark in mifchief, to an ation 

Of fo much Horror ; Prince of fuch a Treafon ; 
Why doft thou tend him forth ? why let him {cape ? 
This is to give him Liberty and Power : 

Rather thou fhould’ft lay hold upon him, fend him 
To deferv’d death, and a juft punithment. 

To thefe fo holy Voices thus 1 anfwer. 

If Idid think it timely, Confcripe Fathers, 

To punith him with death, I would not give 

The Fencer ufe of one fhort Hour to breathe; 

But when there are in this grave Orderfome, | 
Who with foft Cenfures ftill do nurfé his Hopes; 
Some that with not believing have confirm’d 

His Defigns more, and whole Authority 

The weaker, as the worft Men too have follow’d : 
I would now fend him where they all fhould fee 
Clear as the Light, his Heart thine; where no man 
Could be fo wickedly, or fondly ftupid, 


Buc fhould cry out, he faw, touch’d, fele and grafpt it. 


Then, when he hath run out himfelf; led forth - 
His defp’rate party wich him 3 blown together - 


Aids of all kinds, both fhipwrack’d Minds and Fortunes: 


Not only the grown Evil that now is fprung s_— 
And {prouted forth, would be pluck’d up and weeded ; 
But the Stock, Root, and Seed of all che Mifchiefs, 
Choaking the Commonwealth. Where fhould we take 
Of fuch afwarm of Traitors only him, 

Our Cares and Fears might feem a while reliev’d, 
But.che main peril would bide {till inclos’d — 

Deep in the Veins and Bowels of the State. 

As Humane Bodies labouring with Fevers, _ 

VVhile they aré toft with heat, if they dotake 

Cold water, feem for that fhort {pace much eas’d, - 
But afterward are ten times. more afflicted. 
VVherefore, I fay, let all chis wicked Crew : 

Depart, divide themfélves from good Men, gather 
Their Forces to one Head ; as I faid oft, . © 

Let ’em be fever’d from us with a wall; 

Let ‘em leave off attempts upon the Conful . 

In his own Houfe; to circle in the Pretor ; 

To girt the Court with weapons; to prepare 

Fire and Balls, Swords, Torches, Sulphur, Brands :. 
In fhort, letit be writ in each Man’s Forehead 
VVhat thoughts he bears the Publick. I here promife, 
Fashers Confcript, totyou, and to my felf, , 
That Diligence in us Confuls, for. my Honour’d 
Colleague abroad, and for my felf ae home; 

So great Authority in yous. fo much 

Vertue in thefe the Gentlemen of Rome ; 


| VVhom I could fcarce reftrainto day, in Zeal, 


From feeking out che Parricide to Mlaughter ; 
So much confent in all good Men and Minds, 
As on che going out of this one Catiline, : 
All fhall be clear, made plain, opprefs’d, reveng’d. 
And with this Omen go, pernicious Plague, 
Out of the City, to the with'd Deftruction 
Of chee and thofé char, to the Ruine of her, 
Have cane that bloody and black Sacrament. 
Thou Fupiter, whom we do call the Stayer 
Both of this City and chis Empire, wile 
(VVich the fame Aufpice chou didft raife it firft) 
Drive from thy Altars, and all other Temples, . 
And Buildings of this City ; from oyr VValls, : 
Lives, States and Fortunes of our Citizens, 
This Fiend, this Fury, with his Complices: 
And all th’ offence of good Men (thefe ktiown Traytors. 
Unto their Countrey, Thieves of. Italy, 
Joyn'd in fo damn’da League of Mifchief) thou 
VVilc with perpetual Plagues, alive and dead, 
Punifh for Rome, and fave her innocent Head.. 
Cati. If an Oration, or high Language, Fathers, 
Could make me guilty, here is one hath doneic : 
HF’ has {trove co emulate this Mornings Thunder, 
VVich his prodigious Rhetorick, But I hope 
This Senate is more grave than to give credit 
Rafhly co all the Vomits, ’gainft a Man 
OF your own Order ; a Patrician; | 
And one whofe Anceftors have more deferv’d — 
Of Rome than this Man’s Eloquence could utter, 
Turn’d the beft way: as ftill ie is che worft. 
Cato. His Eloquence hath more deferv’d to day, 
Speaking thy Ill, chan all chy Anceftors | 
Did in their good : and that the Srate will find, 
Which he hath fav’d. 
-- Cati. How, he? were] that Enemy 
That he would make me: Fld not with the State 
More wretched than to need his prefervation. 
What do you make him, Caro, fuch a Hercules 2 
An Atlas? a poor petty Inmate! 
Cato. ‘Traycor. 
Cati. He fave the State ? A Burgels Son of Arpisusm. 
The Gods would rather ewenry Romes fhould perith, 
Than have that Contumely ftuck upon’em, 
That he fhould fhare with them in the preferving 
A Shed or Sign-poft. Ceto, Peace, thou Prodigy. 
Cati. They would be forc’d chemfelves again, and loft 45; 
In the firft rude and indigefted heap ; 
E’re fuch a wretthed Name as Cicero 
Should found with theirs. 
Cate. Away, thou impudent Head. 
Cati. Do you all back him ? are you filent too ? 
Well, I willleave you, Fathers, I will go. (He turns /ud- 
gr! fine dainty Speaker-—— denly on Cicero. 
Cre. 


hat now, Fury ? 
Wilt thou affaule me hee 2 

(Chor. Help, aid the Con/sl.) 

Cati, See, Fathers, laughyou not? who threatned him ? 
In vain chou doft conceive, ambitious Orator, | 
Hope of fo brave a Death as by chis Hand. 

(Cato. Out of the Court with the pernicious traytor.) 

Cati. There isno Title that this flattering Senate, 

Nor Honour the bafe Multicude can give thee, 
Shall make thee worchy Catiline’s Anger. 
(Cato. Stop, 


| Stop that porcentous Mouth.) 


Cats. Or when ic fhall 
I'll look thee dead... 
Cato. Will none-reftrain the Monfter ? 
Catu. Parricide. 
Qui. Buecher, Traytor, leave the Senate. 
Cati. I'am gone, to banifhment, to pleafe you, Fathers. 


| Thruft head-long forth ? 


Cato. Still doft thoy murmur, Monfter ? 
| Cati. 
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Cati. Since I am thus put out, and made a—— She goes along, that the may ne’re forfzke him. | 
Cic. VVhat ? | Cur. He needs not her nor them. Go but on, Sergins. 
Catu. Not guiltier chan thou art. A valiane Man is his own Fate and Fortune. | 

Cati. I will noe burn Lon. The Fate and Fortune of us‘all go with him. 


VVithout my Funeral Pile. Cato. VVhat fays the Fiend? | Gad. Sta. And ever guard him. 
Cati. I willhave matter, Timber. Cat. Iam all your Creature, , | 
Cato. Sing out, Scriech-owl. : Len. Now Friends *tisleft with us. [have already 


Cari. Ie thall be in——— Deale by Umbrenns with the Allobroges, . 
Catu. Speak thy imperfect Thoughts. Here refiant in Rome ; whofe State I hear, we aalent, ec 
Cat:. The common Fire, rather than mine own. Is difcontent with the great Ufuries CAG im Jol on Z. f 

For fall I will with all, e’re fall alone. — They are oppres’d with : and have made Complaints | 
Cra. He’s loft, there isno hope of him. CefUnlefs | Divers unto the Sexate, bur a!l vain. 

He prefently take Arms; and give a blow, Thefe Men Thavethought (both for cheir own Opprefii- 

Before the Confuls forces can be levid., As alfo that by Nature, they area -People (ons, 


Cie, VVhat is your pleafure, Fathers, fhall be done? | Warlike and fierce, ftill watching after change, 
Catu. See, that the Commonwealth receive no lofs. | And now in prefent hatred wich our State) 


_ Cato, Commit the care thereof unto the Confuls. The fitteft, and the eafieft to be drawn 
Cra. °Tistime. Cef. And need. To our Society, andtoaidthe War. is 
Cic. Thanks to this frequent Senate.” The rather for their Seat ; being next Bord’rers 
But what decree they unto Curius, ‘On Italy ; and that they abound with Horfe : 


And Fulvia? Cate. VVhat the Con/ul fhallthink meet. | Of which one want our Camp doth only labour. 
Cic. They muft receive reward,though’c be not known; | And I have found ’em coming. They will meer 


Left when a State needs Minifters, they ha’ none. ——«| Soon at Sempronia’s Houfe, wherg I would pray you 
Cato. Yet Marcus Tullius do not I believe, All to be prefent, to confirm eri more. , | 
But Craffas and this Ce/ar here ring hollow. The fighe of fuch Spirics hurt not, nor the Score. 
Cic. And would appear fo, if that we durft prove ’em. Geb. I will not fail. Sta. Nor I. 
Cato. VVhy dare we not? VVhat honett a& is that, Cur. NorI. Cet. Would I | 
Fhe Roman Senate fhould not dare and do? - Had fomewhat by my felf apart to do. - 
Sic. Not an unprofitable dangerous AQ, . I ha’ no Genius to thefe marty Counfels. 
To ftir too many Serpents up at once: Let me kill all che Senate for my fhare, 
Cefar and Craffus, if they be ill Men, Vil do it at next fitting. Len. Worthy Cains, 7 
Are mighty ones ; and we muft fo provide, Your prefence willadd much. Ces. [ fhall mar more. 
That while we take one Head from this foul Hydra, . | 
There {pring not twenty more.Cato.I’prove your Counfel. | Cicero, Sanga, Allobroges. 
Cic. They hall be watch‘ and look’d too. Tillthey do . | 
Declare themfelves, I will not put ’em out He State’s beholden unto, you, Fabias Sanga; 
By any queftion. There they ftand. I'll make - For this great care. And thofe Allobrcges 
My felf no Enemies, nor the State no Traytors. Are more than wretched, if chey lend a liltning 


To fuch perfwafion. San. They, moft worthy Con{ul, — 
Catiline, Lentulus,. Cethegms, Curiut, Gabinins, Longinus, | As Men employ’d-here, trom a grieved Stare, 


Statilins, — Groaning beneath a multitude of Wrongs, 
| | And being told, there vgs {mall hope of eafe 
Alfe to our felves? All our defign’s difcover’d To be expected to their Evils from hence, 
To this State-cat? Cet. I, hadI had my way, Were willing atthe firlt to give an ear 
He had mew’d in Flames at home, not i’ the Senate : To any thing that founded Liberty: | 
I had fing’d his Furs by thistime. Cat. Well chere’snow | But fince, on better Thoughts, and myurg’d Reafons, 
4S$No time of calling back, or ftanding ftill. They are come about, and won to the true fide. 
Friends be you Télves; keep the fame Roman Hearts. | The Fortune of the Common-wealth hath conquer’d. 
And ready Minds you had yefter-night. Prepare | Cic. What is that fame Umbrenus was the Agent ? 
To execute what we refolv’d. And let not San, One that hath had negotiation 
Labour, or danger, or difcovery fright you. In Gellia oft, and known unto their State. | 
Vil to che Army: you (the while) mature Cic. Are th’ Ambaffadors come with you? San. Yes. 
Things here athome. Draw to you any Aids Cic. Well, bring ’em in, if chey be firm and honeft; 
Thae you think fit, of Men of all Conditions, Never had Men the means fo to deferve | 
Of any Fortunes that may help a War. | OF Rome as they. A happy withd occafion, 
Pil bleed a Life, or win an Empire for you. ' | And thruft into my hands tor che difcovery, 
Within chefe few days look to fee my Enfigrs And manifeft Conviction of thefe ‘Traycors. 
Here at the VValls: Be you but firm within, Be thank’d, O ‘fupiter. My worthy Lords, 
Mean time, todraw an envy on the Con/ul, _ | Confederates of the Senate, you are welcom. 
And give a lefs {ufpicion of our Courfe, I underftand by Quintins Fabins Sanga, | 
Let it be given ouc here in the City, Your careful Patron here, you have been lately 
That Iam gone an innocent Man co exile | Solliciced againft che Common-wealth 
Into Mafilia, willing to give way | By one Umbrenus (take a feat I pray you) 
To Fortune and the Times ; being unable From Publius Lentulus, to be Affociatcs 
To ftand fo great Fa@ion, without troubling | In their intended War. I could advife, | 
The Commonwealth: whofe peace I rather feek, That Men whofe Fortunes are yet flourifhing, 
Than all the glory of Contention, And are Romes Friends, would not without a Caufe 
Or the fupport of mine own Innocence. | Become her Enemies 5 and mix themfelves 
Farewel the noble Lentulus, Longinus, And their Eftates, with the loft hopes of Carilixe, 
Curius, the reft,; and thou my better Genius, ~ | Or Lentulus, whofe meer defpair doth arm ’em: 
The brave Cethegus : when we meet again, That were to hazard Certainties for Air, 
| VVe'll facrifice co Liberty. Cer. And Revenge. And undergo all danger for a Voice. 
» «achat we may praife our hands once. Len.O you Fates, | Believe me Friends, loud Tumults are not laid 
ow her Eyes, to fee with whom With half the eafinefs, that 4 are rais'd. 


Give Fortune n ant 
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Catiline. 


All may begin a War, but few can end it. 

The Senate have decreed, that my Colleague 

Shall lead their Army againft Catiline, 

And have declar’d both him and Manlins Traytors. 
Metellus Celer hath already given 
Part of their Troops defeat. Honours are promis’d 
To all will quit ’°em ; and Rewards propos’d 

Even to Slaves that can dete& their Courfes. 

Herein the City, [have by the Pretors | 
And Tribunes, plac’d my Guards and Watches fo, 
That not a Foot can tread, a Breath can whifper, 
But I have knowledge. And be fure, the Senate 
And People of Rome, of their accuftom’d Greatnefs, 
Will tharply and feverely vindicate, 

"Not only any Faé&, but any Praétice 

Or Purpofe ‘gainft the State. Therefore my Lords, 
Confult of your own ways, and think which hand 
Is beft to take. You now are prefene Suitors 

For fome redrefs of wrongs; [ll undertake 

Not only that fhall be affur’d you: but 

What Grace, or Priviledge elfe, Senate or People, 
Can caft upou you worthy fuchea Service, 

As you have now the way and means to do ’em, 

If bue your Wills confent with my Defigns. 

All, We covet nothing more, moft worthy Con/ul. 
And how {o e’re we have been tempted lately 
To a defection, that not makes us guilty: 

We are not yet fo wretched in our Fortunes, 
Nor in our Wills fo loft, as co abandon 

A friendthip prodigally of that price, 

As is the Senate, and the People of Romes, 

For hopes that do precipicate themfelves. 

Cic. Youthen are wife and honeft. Do but this then : 
(When thall you {peak with Lentulus and the reft ? 

All. We are to meet anon at Brutus Houfe. 

Cic. Who? Decius Brutus? He is not in Rome. 

San. O, but his Wife Semprenia. Cic. You inftru& me, 
She is a chief.) Well, fail not you to meet ’em, 
And to exprefs the beit Affe@ion 
You can put on, to all that they intend. 

Likeit, applaud ic, give the Commonwealth 

And Senate loftto em. Pron@fe any Aids 

By Arms or Counfel. What they can defire 

I would have you prevent. Only fay this, 

You have had difpatch in private by che Con/al, 

Of your Affairs, and for the many fears 

The State’s now in, you are will’d by him this Evening, 
Lo depart Rome : which you by all fought means - 
Will do, of reafon to decline fufpicion. ; 
Now for the more Authority of the bufinefs 

They “have trufted to you, and to give it Credit 
With your own State at home, you would defire 
Their Letters to your Senate and your People, 
Which fhewn, you durft engage both Life and Honour, 
The reft thould every way anfwer their hopes. 
Thofe had, pretend fudden departure, you, 

And as you give me notice at what Port. 

You will go out, Pil ha’ you intercepted, 

And all che Letters taken with you: So 

As you fhall be Redeem’d in all Opinions, 

And they convicted of their manifeft Treafon. 

Ill Deeds are well turn’d back upon their Authors : 
And ’gainft an Injurer, the Revenge is juft. 

This muft be done now. 44. chearfully and firmly. 
Weare they would rather hafte to undertake it, 

Than ftay to fay fo. Cic. With that confidence, go : 
Make your felves happy, while you make Rome {o. 
By Sanga, let me have notice from you. Al. Yes. 


| That fo haft refcu’d me. 


Sempronia, Lentulus, Cethegs, Gabinins, Statilins, Longi-— 
nus, Volturtis, Allobroges. , 


Hen come thefe Creatures, the Ambaffadors ? 
I would fain fee’em. Are they any Scholars? 
Len. I chink not, Madam. 
Sem. Ha’ they no Greek ? Len. No furely. 
Sem. Fie, what dol here? waiting on’em then, 
If they be nothing bue meer States-men? Lew, Yes, 
Your Ladithip thall obferve their Gravity, 
And their Refervednef, their many Cautions, 


_| Ficting their Perfons. Sem. I do wonder much, 


That States and Common-wealths employ not Women 

To be Ambaffadors, fometimes ! we thould 

Do as good publick Service, and could make 

As honourable Spies (for fo Thucidides 

Calls all Ambafladors.) Are they come, Cethegus 2 
Cet. Do you ask me? Am I your Scout or Bawd ? 
Len, O, Cains, it is no fuch bufinefs. Cer. No2 

What does a Woman at it then? Sem. Good Sir, 

There are of us can be as exquifite Traytors, 

As e’re a Male-confpirator of you all. 

Cet. J, at Smock-treafon, Matron, I believe you ; 
And if I were your Husband 3 but when I 
Truft to your Cob-web-bofoms any other, 

Let me there dye a Fly, and feaft you, Spider. 

Len. You are too fowre, and harth, Cethegus. Cet. You 
Are kind and courtly. Pld be torn in peices, | 
With wild Hippolyrus, nay prove the death 
Every Limb over, e’re I’ld truft a Woman 
Wich. wind, could I retain it. 

Sem. Sit, they'll be trufted 
With as good Secrets yet as you have any: 

And carry ’em too as clofe and as conceal’d, 

As you fhall for your Heart. 

Cet. PM not contend with you 
Either in Tongue, or Carriage, good Calipfe: 

Lon. ‘Th’ Ambaffadors are come. 

Cet. Thanks to thee Mercury, 

Len. How now, Volturtins ? 
Vol. They do defire fome {peech with you 1n private. 
Len. QO: ‘tis about the Prophefie belike, 

And promife of che Sibyils. Gab. It may be. 

Sem. Shun they to treat with me too ? 

Gab. No good Lady, . : 

You may partake : I have told’em who you are, 

Sem. I fhould be loth to be left our, and here too. 

Cet. Can thefe or fuch be any aids co us ? 

Look they, as they were buile to fhake the World ; 

Or be a moment to our Enterprife ? 

A thoufand fuch as they are could uot make 

One Attom of our Souls. They thould be Men 

Worth Heavens fear, that looking up but thus 

Would make ‘fove ftand upon his Guard, and draw 

Himfelf within his Thunder ; which amaz'd, 

He fhould difcharge in vain, and they unhurt. 

Or if they were like Capanems at Thebes, 

They fhould hang dead upon the higheft Spires, 

And ask the fecond Bolt to be thrown down. «& e444 

VVhy Lentulus talk youfolong? Thistime 4. 

Had been enough, ¢ have f{catcer’d all the Stars, 

‘TI’ have quench’d the Sun and Moon, and made the World 

Defpair of day, or any light but ours. 

Len. How do you like this Spirie? In fach Men 
Mankind doth live. They are fich Souls as thefe 
That move the VVorld. Sem. I, though he bear me hard, 
I yet muft do him right. He is a Spirit 
Of the right Adsrtian breed. Al. Heisa Mars! 
VVould we had time to live here and admire him. 

Len. VVell, I do fee you would prevent the Con/ui, 
And I commend your care: Ic was but reafon, : 
Lo ask our Letters, and we had prepar’d them. 


Go 


OO Cat 


Go in, and we will take an Oath, and feal ’em. ¢ 
You (hall have Letters too to Catsline, ' | 

To vifichim ?’ the way, and to confirm 

The Affociation. This our Friend, Volturtins, 

Shall go along with you. Tell our great General 
That we are ready here ; that Laciws Beffia f° 
The Tribune is provideded of a Speech, aq SOO VU, 
To lay the envy of the War upon Cicero ; Mo, > 
That all bue eae for his approach and Perfor Sol 
And then you are mide Free-men as our felves.5-<« 


a LP Ye bok, aT, Lib, fer ras 


Flaccus, Pomstinius, Sanga. pyle 


Cannot fear che War butto fucceed well, 
Both for the honour of the Caufe, and worth 
Of him that doch Command. For my Colleague, 
Being fo ill affe&ted wich the Gout, 
Will not be able to be there in Perfon ; 
And then Petreins, his Lieutenant, muft | 
Of need take charge o’ the Army ; who is much 
The better Soldier, having been a Tribune, 
Prefect, Lieutenant, Pretor in the War 
Thefe Thirty years, fo converfant i’ the Army, 
As he knows all the Soldiers by their Names. 
Fla. They’ll fight then bravely wich him. 
Pom. I, and he | 
Will lead ’em on as bravely. Cic. They’ have a Foe 
Will ask their 8raveries, whofe neceflicies | 
Will arm him like a Fury. But however 
T'll eruft it to the Manage and the Fortune 
OF good Petreiws, who’s a worthy Patriot : 
Metellus Celer, with three Legions too, 
Will ftop their courfe for Gallia. How now Fabius? 
“San. The Train hath taken. You mutt inftantly — 
‘Difpofe your Guards upon the Milvien Bridge: - 
For by that way they mean tocome. Cic. Then hither 
Pomtinius and Flaecus, 1 muft pray-you 
To lead that force you have ; and feize them all: 
Let not a Perfon fcape. Th’ Ambaffadors 
Will yield themfelves. If there be any tumult, 
Vl fend you aid. I, in meantime, will call 
Lentulusto me, Gabings and Cethegu, 
Statilius, Ceparius, arid all thefe, : 
By feveral Meffengers: who no doubt will come 
Without fenfe or fufpicion. Prodigal Men 
Feel not their own ftock wafting. When I have em, 
Pll place thofe Guards upon ’em, that they ftart not. 
San. But what'll you do with Sempronia ¢ 
Cic. A States anger 
Should not cake knowledge either of Fools or Wom 
_, Udo not know whether my joy or care . 4 
Ought to be greater, that I have difcover’d 
So foul a Treafon, or muft undergo 
The envy of fo many great Mens fate. 
But happen what there can, I will be juft, 
_ My Fortune may forfake me, not my Vertue = 
That fhall go with me, and before me ftill,. , 
And gladyne doing well, though I hear ill. Mx na 
| A ab Lh pam ond At fe. : 
Pretors, Allobroges, Volturtins. 


FF Stand, who goes there ? | 
- Al. Weare th’ Allobroges, | 
And Friends of Rome. Pom. If you be fo, then yield 
- Your felves unto the Pretors, who in name 
Of the .whole Senate and the People of Rome, 
Yer, till you clear your felves, charge you of Pradtife 
Againft the State. Vol. Dye Friends, and be not taken. 
Fla. What Woice is chat 2? Down with ’em all. 
Al. We yield. 
Pom. What’s he ftands out ? Kill him there. 
Vol. Hold, hold, hold. 
I yield upon Conditions. Fis. We give none 


To Traitors, ftrike him down. Vol. My name's Volturtins, 


I know Pomtiniu. Pom. But he knows not you, 
While you ftand out upon thefe trayterous Terms. 


259 


Vol. Vil yield upon the fafety of my Life. 
Pom. If ic be forfeited, we cannot fave it. 
Vol, Promife to do your beft. I am not fo guilty 


As many others I can name; and will, 

If you will grane me favour. Pom. All we can 
Is to deliver youto the Conful. Take him, 
And thank the Gods chat thus have faved Rove. 


CHORUS. 


ATOw 4o oar Ears before our Eyes, 
a — men in MSts, 
s{cover who'ld the State furprife, 
And who refifts? ihe 
And as thefe Clouds do yield to light, 
yet do we fee 
Our Thoughts of things, bow they did fight, 
Which vee fot He ? y die te 
Of what ftrange Pieces are we made, 
Who nothing know 3 | 
But as new Airs our Ears invade, 
Still cenfure fo? 
That now do hope, and now do fear, 
And now envy ; 
And then do bate, and then love dear, 
But know not why: 
Or if we do, it 4s fo late, 
As our beft mood, - 
Though true, is then thought ont of date, 
And empty of good. 
How have we chang'd and come about 
Is every doome, | 
Since wicked Catiline went ous, 
And quitted Rome ? 
One while we thought bim innocent ; 
And then w’ accus’d 
The Conful, for bis malice {pent, 
And power abusd, 
Since that, we bear be is in Arms, 
We think not fo: 
Yet charge the Conful with our harms, 
That let him go. . 
So in our cenfure of the State, 
We fill do wander ; 
And make the careful Magiftrate 
The mark of flander. . — 
What Age is this, where bonefe Me®, 
Plac’d at the Helm, 
A Sea of fome foul Mouth or Pen, - 
Shall over-whelm ? | 
And call their diligence deceit 3 
Their vertue vice; si. 
Their watchfulne/s but lying in wait ; 
And Blood the price. 
* Oy let us pluck this evil Seed 
Out of our Spirits ; 
And give to every noble Deed 
_ The name it merits. 
_ | Left we feem fain (sf this endures) 
_ Into thofe times, 


[To live Difeales and brook the Cures 
Worfe than the Crimes. | 


A& V. 


| Petreius. 


(The Army. 


T is my Fortune and my Glory, Soldiers, 
This day, to lead you on; the worthy Con/ul 


Kept from the honour of it by Difeafe: 
And Iam proud to have fo brave a Canfe 
L 


12 To 


a a 


260 


Catiline. | | 


To exercife your Armsin. We not now 
Fight for how long, how broad, how great, and large 
Th’ extent, and bounds o’ th’ People of Rome thall be ; 
But to retain what our great Anceftors, 
With all their Labours, Counfels, Arts, and Actions, 
For us, were purchafing fo many years. 
The quarrel isnot now of Fame or Tribute, 
Or of wrongs done unto Confederates, 
For which the Army of the People of Rome 
Was wont to move : but for your own Republick, 
For the rais\d Temples of th’ immortal Gods, 
For all your Fortunes, Altars, and your Fires, 
For the dear Souls of your lov’d Wives and Children, 
Your Parents Tombs, your Rites, Laws, Liberty, 
And briefly, for che fafety of the World: 
Again{t fuch Men, as only by their Crimes | 
Are known ; thruft out by Riot, Wane, or Rafhnefs. 
One fort, Syila’s old Troops, left here in Fe/ale, 
Who fuddenly made rich in thofe dire Times, 
Are fince, by their unbounded vatt expence, 
Grown needy and poor ; and have but lefee’ expe& 
From Catiline new Bills, and new Profcriptions. 
Thefe Men (they fay) are Valiant ; yet, I chink ’*em 
Not worth your paufe: For either their old Vertue 
Is in their Sloth and Pleafures loft; or, if 
Ie tarry with’em, fo ill match to yours, 
As they are hort in Number or in Caufe. 
The fecond fort areof thofe (City-beafts, 
Rather than Citizens) who whilft they reach 
Aftér our Fortunes, have let fly their own; 
Thefe whelm’d in Wine,fwell’d up with Meats,and weak- 
With hourly whoredoms, never left the fide (ned 
OF Catiline in Rome; nor here are loosd 
From his Embraces: fuch as (truft me) never 
In riding or in ufing well their Arins, 
VVatching, or other Military Labour, 
Did exercife their Youth ; but learn’d to Love, 
. Drink,Dance,and Sing,make Feafts,and be fine Gamfters : 
And thefe will with more hurt to you than they bring 
The reft are a mixt kind, all forts of Furies, (you. 
Adulterers, Dicers, Fencers, Out-laws, Thieves, 
The Murderers of their Parents, all che Sink 
And Plague of Italy met in one Torrent, 
‘Totake, te day, trom us the Punifhment, 
Due to their mifchiefs, for fo many years. ~ 
And who in fuch a Caufe, ’gainft {uch Fiends, 
VVould not now wifb himfelf all Arm and V Veapon ? 
To cut fuch Poyfons from the Earth, and let 
Their Blood ‘out to be drawn away in Clouds, 


Have tome as well as writ. Caf. There is no lofs 

In being fecure, I have of late too ply’d him 

Thick with Intelligences, but they have been 

Of things he knew betore. -Cra. A lictle ferves 

To keep a Man upright on thefe Srate-bridges, 
Although the Paffage were more dangerous. 

Let us now take the ftanding part. Cef. We muft, 
And be as zealous for’t, as Cato. Yet, 

I would fain help thefe wretched Men. Cra. You cannot. 
Who would fave them, that have betrayd chemfelves 2 


Cicero, Quintus, Cato. . 


| Will not be wrought to it, Brother Quintaw. 
There’s no Mans private enmity thall make 
Me violate the Dignity of another. 
It there were Proof ’gainft Cefar, or who ever, 
To fpeak him guilty, I would fo declare him. 
But Quintus Catulws, and Pifo both — 
Shall know, the Con/ul will not, for their grudge, 
Have any Man accus’d or named falfly. 

Qui. Not falfly : but if any Circumftance, 
By the Lobroges, or from Volturtins, 
Would carry it. Cie. That hall not be fought by me. 
If it reveal ic felf, I would not {pare 
You, Brother, if it pointed at you, rruft me. 
_ Cato. Good Marcus Tulliws (which is more than great) 
Thou hadft thy Education with the Gcds. 

Cic. Send Lentulws torch, and bring away the reft. 
This Office I am forry, Sir, to do you. 


The Senate. 


Hat may be happy frill and fortunate, 
To Rome, and to this Senate: Pleale you, Fathers, 

To break thete Letters, and to view them round. 
If chat be not found in them, which I fear, 
I yet intreat at fuch a time as this, 
My diligence be not contemn’d. Ha’ you brought 
The Weapons hither from Cethegus Houle 2 

Pre. They are without. Cic. Be ready with Volturtiss, 
To bring him when the Senate calls; and fee 
None of the reft confer together. Fathers, 
What do you read ? Is it yee worth your care, 
If not your fear, what you find practis’d there ? 

Caf. Ie hath a Face of horror! Cre. Iam amaz’d ! 

Cato. Loook there. 

Syl. Gods ! Can fuch Men draw common Air ? 


Cic. Although the greatnefs of the mifchiet, Fathers, 

Hath often made my Faich {mall in this Senate, 

Yet fince my cafting Catiline out (for now 

I do not fear the envy of the Word, 

Unlefs the Deed be rather to be fear’d, 

That he went hence alive ; when rhofe I meant 
Should follow him, did not) I have fpent both days 
And nights in watching what their fury and rage 

Was bent on, that {fo ftaid again{ft my chought: 

And that I might bue take ’em in that lighr, 

Where when you met their Treafon with your Eyes, 
Your minds at length would chink for your own fafety. 
And now ’tisdone. There are their Hands and Seals. 
Their Perfons too are fafe, thanks to the Gods. 

Bring in Volturtius and the Allcbroges. 

Thete be the Men were trufted with their Letters. 

Vol. Fathers, believe me, I knew nothing : I 
Was travelling for Gallia, and am forry 

Cic. Quake not Volturtias, {peak the cruch, and hope 
Well of this Senate, on the Con/uls word. 

Vol. ‘Then I knew all. But truly 1 w& drawn in | 
But ¢other day. Ce/.Say what thou know’ft,and fear not. ° 
Thou haft the Senates, Faith and Con/uls word 
| He anjwers with fear and interruptions. 
| To fortifie thee. Vol. I was tent with Lerters 

And had a Metlage too——trom Lentulazs-—— 


hs, nty.7/ And pour’d on fome inhabitable Place, 
A elepetses Where the hot Sun and Slime breeds nought but Montfters? 
pat an 2: Chief eee this fure joy re crown our fide, 
yy 8 That che leaft Man that falls upon our Party 
ay yy bis day fe a muft Ne their happy Names 
/ ’ To Fare, and that eternal Memor : 
‘boats . - KeOF che belt Death, writ with ic, for their Countrey) 
OPO & Shall walk at pleafure inthe Tents of reft; ss * 
And fee far off, beneath him, all their Hoft - 
Tormented after Life: and Catiline there 
Walking a wretched and lefs Ghoft than he. 
Pil urge no more : Move forward with your Eagles, 
And truft the Sexates and Romes Caufle to Heaven. 
Arm. Yo thee, great Father Mars,and greater Fove. 


‘ ; Cefar, Craffus. | 

h3 et rf pSigee/ fly Aim, Aa f Dyes p- lA po 4 TN 
| Ever look’d for this of Lentulus, : oe 

When Cariline was gone. Cra. I gave ‘em loft, 

Many days fince. Cz/. But, wherefore did you bear _ 

Their Letter to the Conful, that they fent you 

To warn you fronrthe City ? Cra. Did I know 

Whether he made it ? It might come from him, 

For ought I could affure me: if they meant 

I fhould be fafe among fo many, they might 


Te 


‘ , . 


Catiline. 


To Catiline——that he fhould ufe all Aids 
Servants, or others—— and come with his Army, 
As foon unto the City as he could-—— 

For they were ready, and but ftaid for him—— 
To intercept thofe that fhould flee the Fire—— 
Thefe Men (the Allobroges) did hear it too. 

(All. Yes, Fathers, and they took an Oath to us, 
Befides their Letters, that we fhould be free ; 

And urg’d us for fome prefent aid of Horfe. 

Cic. Nay, here be other Teftimonies, Fathers, 

[The Weapons and Arms are brought forth. 
Cetheges Armoury. Cra. What, not all thefe ? 

Cic. Here’s not the hundred Part. Call in the Fencer, 
That we may know the Arms to all thefe Weapons. 
Come my brave Sword-player, to what active ufe 
Was all this Steel provided ? Cet. Had you ask’d 
In Syila’s days, it had been to cut Throats ; 

But now it was to look on only : Ilov’d 

To fee good Blades, and feel cheir Edge, and Points, 
To put a Helm ypon a Block, and cleave it, | 
And now and then to ftab an Armour through. 


Cic. Know you that — That will ftab you through. 


Is it your hand ? Hold, fave the pieces. Traytor, 
Hath thy guile wak’d ehy.Fury ? Cer, I did write 

I know not what ; nor care not : That Fool Lentulus 
Did didate, and I t’other Fool did fign ic. 

Cic. Bring in Statilius: Does he know his hand too ? 
And Lentsins. Reach him that Letter. Sta. I : 
Confefs it all. Gic. Know you that feal yet, Publizs ? 

Len. Yes, it is mine. Cie. Whofe Image is that on it? 

Len. My Grand-fathers, <7: <7 Ger RE 

Cic. What, that renown’d good Man, : 
That did fo anly embrace his Countrey, and lov’d 7 
His fellow Citizens! Was not his Pi@ure, 

Though mute, of Power to call thee from a Fa& 
So foul—— Len. As what, impetuous Cicero ? 

Cic. As thouart, for Ido not know what’s fouler. 
Look upon thefe. Do not thefe Faces argue 
Thy guilt and impudence ? Les. What are thefe to me? 
I know ’em not. Ai. No, Publius ? we were with you - 
At Brutus Houfe. Vol. Laft night. © 

Len. What did you there? 

Who fent for you? 44. Your felf did. We had Letters 
From you, Cethegus, this Statilins here, 
Gabinius Cimber, all but from Longins, 

Who would not write, becaufe he was to come 
Shortly in Perfon after us (he faid) 

To take the charge o’ the Horfe, which we fhould levy. 

Cic. And he is fled to Catiline I hear. 

Len.Spies ? Spies? Al. You told us too o’ the Sybils Books, 
And how yq: were to be a King this year, 
The Twentieth‘ from the burning of the Capitol, 
That three Cornelii were to Raign in Rome, 
Of which you were the laft: and prais’d Cethegus, 
And the great Spirits were with you in the Action. 
Cet. Thefe are your honoiirable Ambaffadors, 


+62 My Soveraign Lord. Cat. Peace, that too bold Cetbegus. 


All, Befides Gabinius, your Agent nam’d 
Autronin, Servius Sylla, Vargunteius, 
And divers others. Vol. Thad Letters from you 
‘To Catiline, and a Mefflage, which I have told 
Unto the Senate truly word for word : 
For which I hope they will be gracious to me. 
1 was drawn in by that fame wicked Cimber, 
And thought no hurt at all. Cic. Volsurtiuws, peace. 
Where is thy Vifor or thy Voice now Lentulus ? 
Art thou confounded ? Wherefore {peak'ft thou not ? 
Ks all fo clear, fo plain, fo manifeft, 
‘Thac both thy Eloquence and Impudence, 
And thy ill Nature too, have lett thee at once? 
‘Take him afide. There’s yet one more, Gabiniw, 
The Engineer of all. Shew him that Paper, 
It he do know it? Gab. I know nothing. Cie. No? 
Gab. No. Neither will I know. Cas. Impudent Head! 


_ Dye in a Ditch, and ftink now you 


OF fuch a Treafon, 


261 


Stick it into his Throat ; were I the Con/ul, 
I'd make thee eat the mifchief thou haft vented. 
Gab. Is there a Law for’t, Cato? Cat. Doft thou ask 
After a Law, thae would’{t have broke all Laws 
Of Natare, Manhood, Confcience, and Religion ? 
Gab. Yes I may ask for’. Cat. No, perniciotis Cimber. 
Lh’ inquiring after good does not belong 
Unto a wicked Perfon. Gad. 1, but Caro 
Does nothing bit by Law. Cra. Take him afide. 
‘There's Proof enough though he confef§ not. Gab. Stay, 
I will confefs. All’s true your Spies have told you, 


‘Make much of ’em. Cet. Yes, and reward ’em well, 


For fear you get no more fuch. See they do not 
ha’ done wich ’em; 


Or beg o’ the Bridges here in Rome, whole Arches 


| Their a@ive induftry hath fav’d. Cic. See Fathers 


What Minds and Spirits thefe are, that being convicted 
and by fuch a Cloud 

Of Wieneffes, dare yet retain their boldnef? 

What would their Rage hav ailone,ifthey had conquer’d? 
I thought when I had thry_3 out Catiline, 

Neither che State nor I fhould need ¢’ have fear'd 
Lentulw fleep here, or Longinus fat, 

Or this Cethegus rafhnefs; it was he 

I only watch’d, while he wasin our Walls, 

As one that had the Brain, the Hand, the Heart. 

But now we find the contrary ! Where was there 

A People griev’d, or a State difcontent, 

Able co make or helpa War ’gainft Rome, 

But thele, ch’ Allobroges, and chofethey found ? 
Whom had not the juft Gods been pleas’dto make 
More Friends unto our fafery than their own, 

As it then feem’d, negle@ing thefe Mens offers, 
Where had we been ? or where the Commonwealth 2 | 
When their great Chief had been call’d home; this Man, 
Their abfolutce King (whofe noble Grand-father, 
Arm’d in purfuic of the feditious Gracchus, 
Took-a brave wound for dear defence of that 
Which he would fpoil) had gather’d all his Aids 
Of Ruffians, Slaves, and other Slaughter-men ? 
Given us up for murder to Cetbegas ? 

The other rank of Citizens to Gabinins? 

The City to be fird by Caffiss ? 

And Italy, nay the World, to be laid waft 

By curfed Catiline and his Complices ? 

Lay but che chought of it before you Fathers, 
Think but with me you faw hiseglorious City, 
The Light of all the Earth, Tower of all Nations, 
Suddenly falling in one Flame. Imagine 

You view’d your Countrey buried with the heaps 
Of flaughter’d Citizens that had s€®Grave ; 

This Lentulus here, raigning, (as he dreamt) 
And thofe his Purple Senate ; Catiline come — 
With his fierce Army ; and the cries of Matrons, 


‘| The flight of Children, and the rape of Virgins, - 


Shriekes of the living, with the dying Groans 
On every fide t’ invade your Senfe ;_ until 

The Blood of Rome were mixed with her Afhes! 
This was the Spectacle thefe Fiends intended 


| To pleafe their Malice. Cer. I, and it would 


Have been a brave one, Ccn/ul. Bue your Pare 

Had not then been fo long as now ict is : 

I fhould have quire defeated your Oration, 

And flie that fine rhetorical Pipe of yours | 

DP the firft Scene. Cat. Infolent Montfter ! Cic. Fathers, 
Is ic your Pleafures they fhall be cominitted 
Unto fome fafe, but a free Cuftody, 

Until the Senate can determine farther ? 

Sen. Ic pleafech well. Cie. Then Marcas Crajfus, 
Take you charge of Gabiniss : fend him home 
Unto your Houle. You Cefar, of Statilins. 

Cethegus fhall be fent to Cornijicins : 

And Lentulas to Publias Lentulas Spinther, 

Who now is Adile. Car. It were bett, the Preeters 

| Carried 
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Carried ’em to their Houfes, and deliver’d ’em. 


Catiline. 


Czef. But he has not that Reward yet? Cv. No. 


Cic. Let it be fo. Take’em from hence. Cef: But firft | Let not this trouble you, Ce/ar ; none believes it. 


Let Lentulas put off his Pretor{hip. 

Len. 1 do retign it here unto the Senate. 

Caf. So, now there’s no Offence done to Religion. 

Cat. Cafar, twas pioufly and timely urg’d. 

Cic. What do you decree to th’ dlobroges, 

That were the Lights to this Difcovery? _ 

Cra. A free Grant from the State, of all their Suits. 

Cef. And a Reward out of the Publick Treafure. 

Cat. I, and the Title of Honeft Men, to crown ’em. 

Cic. What to Volturtins 2? Caf: Life, and Favour’s well. 

Vol.Task no more. Cat. Yes,yes,fome Mony,thou nee 
’T will keep thee honeft ; want made theea Knave, (it: 

Syl. Let Flaccus, and Pomrinius, the Pretors, 

Have publick Thanks, and Quintus Fabius Sanga, 
For their good Service. Cra, They deferve ic all. 

Cat. But what do we decree unto the Con/{ul, 

Whole Vertue, Counfel, Watchfulnefs, and Wifdom 
Hath freed che Commentey } and without Tumulr, 
Slaughter, or Blood, or fcarceé Jaifing a Force, 
Refcu’d us all out of the Jaws of Fate? 

Cra. VVe owe our Lives unto him, and our Fortunes. 

Czf. Our VVives, our Children, Parents,and our Gods. 

Sy. VVe all are faved by his Fortitude. 

Cat. The Commonwealth owes him a Civick Garland. 
He is the only Father of his Country. 

Cef. Let there be Publick Prayer, to all the Gods, 
Madzin thac Name, for him. Cra. And in thefe words: 
For that be bath, by bis Vigilance, preferu'd 
Rome {rom the Flame, the Senate from the Sword, 
sind all der Citizens from Maffacre. 

Cic. tlow are my Labours more than paid, grave Fa- 

, in thefe g-eat Titles, and decreed Honours ! (thers, 
46%Such as to me, firft of the Civil Robe, 

Of any Man fince Rome was Rome, have hapned ; 
And from this frequent Senate; which more glads me, 
That I now fee yo’ have fenfe of your own fafety. 
If thofe good days come no lefs grateful to us, 
Wherein we are preferv’d from fome great Danger, 
Than chofe wherein w’ are born, and brought to light, 
Becaufe the gladnefs of our Safety is certain, 
But the condition of our Birth not fo; 
And chat w’ arefav’d with pleafure, but are born . 
Without the fenfe of Joy: Why fhould not then 
This Day, to us, and all Pofterity . —— 
Of ours, be had in equal Fame and Honour, 
Wich that when Résmulus firft rear’d thefe Walls, 
When fo much more is faved, than he buile ? 
Caf. It oughe. Crg. Let it be added co our Fafti. 
Cic. What Tumult’S that ? 
_ Fla Here's one Tarquinius taken, 
Going to Catiline, and fays he was fent 
By Marcas Craff#, whomhe names tobe _ 
Guilry of the Confpiracy. Cic. Some lying Varlet. 
Take him away to Prifon. Cra. Bring him in, 
And let me fee him. Cic. He is not worth it, Craffus. 
Keep him up clofe, and hungry, till he tell 
By whofe pernicious Counfel he durft flander 
So great and good a Citizen. (Cra. By yours, 
I fear, twill prove.) Syl. Some o” the Traitors, fure, 
To give their AG@ion the more Credit, bid him 
Name you, or any Man. Cic. I know my felf, 
By all the Traés and Courfes of this Bufinets, 
Craffus is noble, juft, and loves his Country. 
Fla. Here isa Libel too, accufing Ce/far, 
From Lucius Veétius, and confirm’d by Curius. 
Cic. Away with all, throw it out o’ the Court. 
Caf. A Trick on me too? Cic. It is fone mens malice. 
I {aid to Curius, I did not believe him. 
Cef. Was not that Curivs your Spy, that had 
Reward decreed unco him the latt Senate, 
With Fulvia, upon your private Motion ? 
Cic. Yes. ' 


os 


Runs up and down the Shops, through every Strect, 


Caf: It thall not, if thac he have no Reward. 

But if he have, fure I thall think my felf 

Very untimely and unfately honeft, 

Where fuch as he is may have Pay t’ accufe me. | 
Cic. You fhall have no wrong done you, noble Ce/ar, 

But all Contentment. Cef. Con/ul, 1 am filent. 


Catiline. [The Army. ‘ 
Never yet knew, Soldiers, thae in Fight 
Words added Vertue unto valiant Men; 
Or, that a General’s Oration made 
An Army fall or ftand : Bue how much Prowefs, 
Habitual or natural, each Mans Breait 
Was Owner of, fo much in act ic thew. 
Whom ncither Glorv. or Danger can excite, 
Tis vain ¢ attempt with Speech ; for ehe Minds fear 
Keeps all brave Sounds fiom entring at that Ear. 464 
I yet would warn you fome few things, my Friends, 
And give you Reaton of my prefent Countels. 
You know, no lefs than I, what State, what Point 
Our Affairs ftand ins and you all have heard 
What a calamitous Mifcry che Sloth 
And Sleepinefs of Lentulus hath pluck’d 
Both on himfclf, and.us; how, whilft our Aids 
There, in the City look’d for, are defeated ; 
Our entrance into Gallia too is ftopc : 
Two Armies wait us; one from Reme, the other 
From the Gas!/-Provinces : And where we are, ~ 
(Although I moft defire it) the great want 
Of Corn and Victuals forbids longer ftay. 
So that of need we muft remove; but whither, 
The Sword muft both direé, and cut the Paflage. 
I only therefore with you, when you ftrike, 
To have your Valours and your Souls about you, 
And think you carry in your labouring Hands 
The things you feek, Glory, and Liberty, 
Your Country, which you want now, wich the Fetes, 
That are to be inftru@ed by our Swords. 
If we can give the Blow, all will be fafe to us. 
We hall not want Provifion, nor Supplies. 
The Colonies and Free Towns will lie open ;- 
Where, if we yield to fear, expect no Place, 
Nor Friend, to fhelter thofe whom their own Fortune, 


_| And ill-usd Arms have left without Prote@ion. 


You might have liv’d in Servieude, or Exile, 

Or fafe at Rome, depending on the Great ones ; 

But that you thoughe thofe things unfic for Men: 
And, in that thought, you then were valiante 

For no Man ever yet chang d Peace for War, 

But he that meant to conquer. Hold that purpofe. 
There’s more neceflity you fhould be fuch, 

In fighting for your felves, than they for others. _ 
He’s bafe chae crufts his Feet, whofe Hands are arm’d. 
Me thinks I fee Death and the Furies waiting 

What we will do, and all che Heav’n at leifure 

For the great Spectacle. Draw then your Swords ; 
And if our Deftiny envy our Vertue 

The Honour of the Day, yet let us care 

To fell our felves at fuch a Price as may 

Undo the World to buy us, and make Fate, 

While the tempts ours, fear her own Eftate. Aoer & 
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oe The Senate. 
S%, What means this hafty calling of the Senate ? 
Sen.We thall know ftreight. Wait till che Conful fpeaks. 
Pom. Fathers Confcript, bethink you of your Safeties, 
And what co do with thefe Confpirators : 
Some of their Clients, their Freed-men, and Slaves, 
*Gin to make Head : There is one of Lentulus Bawds 


: With 


Catiline. 


With Money, to corrupt the poor Artificers, 

And needy Tradefmen, to their aid. Cethegus 

Hath fene too to his Servants, who are many, ' & 
Chofen,.and exercisd in bold Attemptings, 

That forthwith they fhould arm themfelves, and prove 
His Refcue: All will be in inftane Uproar, 

If you prevent it not wich prefent Counfels. 

We have done what we can to meet the Fury, 

And will do more. Be you good to your felves. 

Cic. What is your pleafure, Fathers, fhall be done ? 
Syllanus, you are Con{ul next defign’d ; — 
Your Sentence of thefe Men. Sy/. "Tis fhort, and this. 
Since they have fought co blot the name cf Rome 

Out of the World, and raze-this glorious Empire 
With her own Hands, and Arms turn’d on her felf, 
I think it fic they die: And couldgny Breath 
Now execure em, they fhould not enjoy 


46S An Article of Time, or Eye of Light, 


Longer, to poyfon this our Gommon air. 

Sen. I think fo coo. , 

Sen. And]. Sens. AndI. Ses. And I. 

Cic. Your Sentence, Caius Cefer. 

Caf: Confcript Fathers, | 
In great Affairs, and doubtful, ic behoves 
Men that are ask’d their Sentence, to be free 
From either Hate or Love, Anger or Pity : 
For where the leaft of thefe do hinder, there 
The Mind not eafily difcerns the Truth. 
I {peak this to you in the Name of Rome, 
For whom you ftand ; and to the prefent Caufe : 
That this foul Fa& of Lentulzs, and che relt, 
Weigh not more with you than your Dignity 3 
And you be more indulgent to your Paffion, 
Than to your Honour. If there could be found 
A Pain or Punifhment equal to their Crinies, 
I would devife, and help : But if the greatnefs 
Of what they ha’ done, exceed all Mans Invention, 
I chink ic fic to ftay where our Laws do. 
Poor leg States may alter, upon humour, 
Where, if th’ offend with anger, few do know. it, 
Becaufe they are obfcure ; their Fame and Fortune 
Is equal, and the fame. But they that are 
Head of the World, and live in that feen height, 
All Mankind knows their A@tions. So we fee, 


_ The greater Fortune hath the leffer Licence. 


They muft not favour, hate, and leaft be angry : 
For what with others is call’d Anger, there 

Is Cruelty and Pride. I know Syllenu, . 
Who {poke before me, a juft, valiant Man, 

A Lover of the State, and one that would not, 

In fuch a Bufinefs, ufe or Grace or Hatred ; 

I know too, well, his Manners and Modefty : 

Nor do F think his Sentence cruel, (for ‘ 

°Gainft {uch Delinquents what can be too bloody ?) 
But that it is abhorring from our State : 
‘Since to a Citizen of Rome, offending, 

Our Laws give Exile, and not Death. Why then. 
Decrees he that? "IT'were vain to think, for fear ; 
When, by the diligence of fo worthy a Con/ul, | 
All is made fafe and certain. Is’t for Punifhment? 
Why, Death’s the end of Evils, and a Reft, 

Rather than Tormenc: Ic diffolves all Griefs 5 

And beyond that, is neither Care nor Joy. 


- You: héar, my Sentence would not have ’em die. 


‘Hows chen ?: fét free, and increafe Catiline’s Army ? 
So will they, being but banifh’d. No, Grave Fathers, 
I judge em, firft, to have their States confifcace ; 
Then, that their Perfons remain Prifoners 
lV the Free Towns, far off from Rome, and fever’d ; 
Where they might neither have Relation, 

Hereafter, to the Senate, or the People. 
Or, if they had, chofe Towns then to be muléed, 
As Enennies to the State, chae had their Guard. 

Sen. *Tis good and honourable, Cefer hath utter’d. 


.| Iam plain, Fathers. 
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Cic. Fathers, 1 fee your Faces and your Eyes 
All bent on me, to note, of thefe two Cenfures, 
Which Tincline to. Either of chem are grave, 


| And anfwering the Dignity of the Speakers, 


The grceatnefs of ch’ Affair, and both fevere. 

One urgeth Death ; and he may well remember 
This State hath punifh’d wicked Citizens fo. 

The other Bonds, and thofe perpetual, which 

He thinks found out for che more fingular Plague. 
Decree which you thall pleafe: You have a Con/wl, 
Not readier to obey, than to defend 

Whatever you fhall a@, for the Republick ; 

And meet with willing Shoulders any Burden, 

Or any Fortune, with an even Face, 

Though it were Death ; which to a valiant Man 
Can never happen foul, nor to a Conful 

Be immature, or toa wife man wretched. 

Syl, Fathers, 1 {pake but as I thought the Needs 
O’ th’ Commonwealth requir’d. Cat. Excufe it nor. 
Cic. Cato, {peak your Sentence. Cat. This it is. 

You here difpute on kinds of Punifhment, 

And ftand confulting what you fhould decree 

*Gainft chofe of whom you rather fhould beware : 

This Mifchief is not like thofe common Fa@s, __ 

Which, when they are done, the Laws may profecute. 

Bat this, if you provide not ere it happen, : 
en it is hap’ned, will not wait your Judgment. 

Good Caisse Cefar here hath very well, 

And fubtilly difcours’d of Life and Death, 

As if he choughe chofe things a pretty Fable, 

That are deliver’d us of Hell and Furies, 

Or of the divers way that ill Men go | 

From good, to filchy, dark, and ugly Places. 

And therefore he would have thefe live, and long too ; 

But far from Rome, and in the {mall Free Towns, 

Left here they might have Refcue: Asif Men 

Fit for fuch Ads were only in the City, 

And not throughout all Ztaly ; or, that Boldnefs 

Could not do. more, where it found leaft refiftance ? 

*Tis a vain Counfel, if he chink chem dangerous: 

Which if he do not, bur that he alone, 

In fo great fear of all Men, ftand unfrighted, 

He gives me caufe, and you, more to fear him. 

Here you look about 

One at another, doubting what to do ; 

With Faces, as you crufted to theGods, . 

That ftill have fav’d you } and they can do’c: But . 


| They are not Withings, o® bafe womanifh Prayers, 


Can draw their Aids; bute Vigilance, Counfel, Action ; 

Which they will be afhamed to forfake. | 

*Tis Sloth they hate, and Cowardife. Here you have 

The Traitors in your Houfes ; yee you ftand, 

Fearing what to-do with ’em: Let’em loofe, 

And fend ’em hence with Arms too, that your Mercy 

May turn your Mifery, as foon as’t can. a 

O, but they are Great Men, and have offended __ : 

But through Ambition: We would {pare cheir Honour. 

I, if chemfelves had {par’d ic, or their Fame, : 

Or Modefty, or either God; or Man: | 

Then I would fpare’em. But as things riow ftand, 

Fathers, to {pare thefe Men, were to commit 

A greater Wickednefs than you would revenge. 

If there had been but time and Place for you | 

To have repair’d this Faule; you fhould have made it ; 

It fhould have been your Puni(hmenr, to have felr 

Your tardy Error: bue Neceflicy | 

Now bids me fay, Let ’em not live an Hour, 

If you mean Rome fhould live a Day. I have done. 
Sen. Cato hath fpoken like an Oracle. 


Cra Letit be fo decreed. Sen. Weareall fearful. +44r 


Sy}. And had been bafe, fad not his Verene rais’d us. 
Sen. Go forth, moft worthy Con/u. we'll affift you. 
Caf. Iam not yet chang,d in my Sentence, Farbers. 

Cat. Nomatter. What be thofe? Sen. Letters for Cefer. 
| Cat. From 
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Cat. From whom? Let ’em be read in open Senate. 
Fathers, they come trom the Confpirators ; 
I crave to have ’em read, for the Republick. 
Cef, Cato, read you it. Tis a Love-letter, 
From your dear Sifter, co me: though you hate me, 
Lo not difcover it. Cat. Hold thee*Drunkard. Con/ul, 
Go torth, and confidently. Ce/. You'll repent 
This rathn:{s, Cicero. Pra. Cefar.fhall repent it. 
Cic. Hold, Friends. 
Qua. Pra. He’s {carce a Friend unto the Publick. 
Mbt boat Cic. Noviolence. Cafar, be fafe. Lead on. 
C th FP AtogWhere are the Publick Exccutioners ? : 
ot Lubes Bid’em wait onus. Onto Spinther’s Houfe. 
Dar in ut ~ Bring Lentwlas forth. Heré, you, the fad Revengers 
cn Cov?) OF Capital Crimes againft the Publick, take 
Nottm ‘Yet This Man unto your Juftice; ftrangle him. 
oh * Len. Thou doft well, Conful, ’Twas a Caft at Dice, 
/*f- 9° In Fortun’s Hand, not long fince, that thy felf 
Should‘ft have heard thefe, or other words as fatal. 
Cic. Lead on to Quintus Cornificies Houfe. 
Bring forth Cerbeguws. Take him to the due 
_Death chat he hath deferv’d, and let it be 
46 Said, he was once. Cet. A Beaft, or, what is worfe, 
A Slave, Cethegus. Let that be the Name 
For all that’s bafe, hereafter; that would let 
This Worm pronounce on him, and not have tram 
His Body into—— Ha! art thou not mov’d? 
Cic. Juftice is never angty. Take him hence. 
Cet. O, the Whore Fortune, and her Bawds the Fates! 
That put thefe Tricks on Men, whick knew the way 
To Death by’ a Sword. Strangle me, I may fleep; 
{ tha]l grow angry with the Gods elfe. Cic. Lead 
To Caius Cefar, for Statilias. 
Bring him, and rude Gabinias out. Here, take em 
To your cold Hands, and let ‘em feel Death from you. 
Gab. Ithank you, you do me a pleafure. 
Sta. And me too. | 
Cat. So, Marcus Tullis, chou maift now ftand up, 
And call it happy Rome, thou being Con/ud. 
Great Parent of thy Country, go, and let 
The old Men of the City, ere they die, 
Kifs thee ; the Matrons dwell about thy Neck ; 
The Youths and Maids lay up, gainft chey are old, 
What kind of Man thou wert, to tell their Nephews, 
When, fuch a Year, they read, within our Fa/fi, 
Thy Confulfhip. Who’s this ? -Petreiss? Cie. Welcome, 
- Welcome, renowned Soldier. VVhat’s the News? 
This Face can bring no ill with’t unto Rome. 
How does the worthy Con/ul, my Colleague? 
Pet. As well as Victory can make him, Sir. 
He greets the Fathers, and to me hath trufted 
_ The fad Relation of the Civil Strife ; 
For, in fuch VVar, the Conqueft ftill is black. 
Cic. Shall we withdraw into the Houle of Concord ? 
Cat. No, happy Con/ul: Here let all Ears take 
The Benefit of this Tale. If he had Voice 
To {pread unto the Poles, and ftrike it chrough 
The Center, to th’ Antipodes, it would ask it. 
Pet. ‘The Straits and Needs of Catiline being fuch, 
As he muft fight with one of the two Armies, — 
That then had neer enclos’d him; it pleas’d Fate 
To make us th’ Objeé& of his defperate Choice, 
VVherein the Danger almoft poiz’d the-Honour: | 
And as he rifs’, che Day grew black with him, 
and Fate defcended nearer to the Earth, 
++ Asif the meant to hidethe name of things 
Under her VVings, and make the VYorld her Quarry. 
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Catiline. 


Ac this we rous’d, left one {mall Minutes ftay 

Had left it co be inquir’d, what Rome was: 

And (as we ought) arm’d inthe confidence 
Of our great Caufe, in form of Battcl ftood : 
VVhilft Catsline came on, not with the Face 

OF any Man, but of a Publick Ruin: 

His Counenance was a Civil VVar it felf; 

And all his Hoft had ftanding in their Looks 

The Palenefs of the Death that was to come. 

Yet cried chey out like Vuleures, and urg’d on, 

As if they would precipitate our Fates. 

Nor ftaid we longer for’em: But himfelf 

Struck the firft Stroke 5 and with it fled a Life, 
Which cut, it {eem’d a narrow Neck of Land 

Had broke between two mighty Seas, and either 
Flow’d into other; far fo did the Slaughter : 

Aud whirld about, as when-two violent Tides 
Meet, and not yicld. The Furies {tood on Hills, 
Circling the Place, and trembled to fee Men 

Do more than thcy ; whilft Piery left che Field, 
Griev’d for chat Side, that in fo bad a Caufe 

They knew not what a Crime their Valour was. 
The Sun ftood ftill, and was, behind che Cloud 
The Batrel made, feen fweating, to drive up 

His frighted Horfe,whom ftill che Noife drove backward. 
And now had fierce Enyo, like a Flame, 

Confum’d all it could reach, and then it Elf ; 

Had not the Fortune of the Commonwealth 
Come, Pallas-like, to every Roman thought. 

Which Catiline feeing, and that now his Troops 
Cover'd that Earch they had fought on,with cheirTrunks, 
Ambitious of great Fame, to crown his Il, 
Collected all his Fury, and ran in 

(Arm’d with aGlory high as his Defpair) 

Into our Battel, like a Lybien Lion 

Upon his Hunters, fcorntul of our Weapons, 
Carelefs of Wounds, plucking down Lives about him, 
Till he had circled in himfelf wich Death: 

Then fell he too, t? embrace it where ic lay. 

And as in that Rebellion ’gainft the Gods, 
Minerva holding forth Medufa’s Head, 

One of the Gyant-Brethren felt himfelf 

Grow Marble at the killing Sight, and now 
Almoft made Stone, began t’ inquire, what Flint, | 
What Rock it was, that crept through all his Limbs, 
‘And, ere he could think more, was that he fear’d ; 
So Catiline, at the fight of Rome in us, 

Became his Tomb: Yet did his Look retain 


‘| Some of his Fiercenefs, and his Hands ftill mov’d, 


As if he labour’d yet to grafp the State 

Wich thofe Rebellious Parts. Cat. A brave bad Death! 
Had this been honeft now, and for his Country, 

As *twas againft it, who had ere fallen greater ? 

Cic. Honour’d Petreins, Rome, not I, muft thank you. 
How modeftly has he {poken of himfelf ! 
Cat. He did the more. | 
Cic.. Thanks to the immortal Gods, 

Romans, 1 now am paid for all my Labours, 

My VVatchings, and my Dangers. Here conclude 
Your Praifes, Triumphs, Honours, and Rewards, 
Decreed to me: Only the Memory 

Of this glad Day, if I may know ic live | 
VVithin your Thoughts, fhall much affe& my Confcience, 
VVhich i muft always ftudy before Fame. 

Though both be good, the latter yet is worft, 

And ever is ill got, without the firft. 
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BOOK I 


LOSL9, rau /b/b) fo, oe Bi, 
ark Pane pace Fons oo 


The Author B. J. 


To the great Example of Honour, and Vertue , the moft 
Noble William, Earl of Pembroke, Lord Chamberlain, ES. 


MY LORD, 


Hile you cannot change your Merit, I dare not change your Title: It was 

that made it, and not I. Under which Name, I here offer to your Lord- 

_ _ Sbip the ripeft of my Studies, my Epigrams; which, though they carry 
danger in the found, do not therefore feek your fhelter : For, when I made them, I had 
nothing in my Confcience, to exprefing of which I did need a Cypher. But, if I be 
fallen into thofe Times, wherein, for the likenefs of Vice, and Fatts, every one thinks 
anothers itt Deeds objected to him ; and that in their ignorant and guilty Mouths, the 


— common Voice is ( for their fecurity) Beware the Poet, confeffing, therein, fo.much 


love to their Difeafes, as they-would rather make a Party for them, than be either rid, 
or told of them: I muft expect, ‘at your Lord{hip s hand, the proteftion of Truth, and 
Liberty, while you are conftant to your own Goodnefs. In thanks whereof, Ireturn you 
the Honou. of leading forth fo many good, and great Names (as myVerfes mention on 
the better part ) to their remembrance with Pofterity. Amongft whom, if I have praifed, 
unfortunately, any one, that doth not deferve ; or, if all anfwer not, in all Numbers,. 
the Pictures I have made of them: 1 hope it will be forgiven me, that they are no.ilt . 


Pieces, though they be not like the Perfons. But I forefee a ncarer Fate to my Book 


than this, That the Vices therein will be own'd before the Vertues, ( though, there, I 
have avoided all Particulars, as Ihave done Names) and fome will be fo ready to difcredit — 
me, m&they will have the impudence to bely themfelves. For, if I meant them not, it. ° 
is fo. Nor, can I hope otherwife. For, why fhould they remit any thing of their Riot — 
their Pride, their Self-love, and other inherent Graces, to confider Truth or Vertue s 
but, with the Trade of the World, lend their long Ears againft Men they lowe not: And - 
hold their dear’ Mountebank,: or Jefter, ix far better Condition than all the Study, or 
Studiers of Humanity ? For fuch, 1 would rather know them by their Vifards, fill, 
than they fhould publifh their Faces, at their peril, in my Theatre, where CATO, 
if he livd, might enter without fcandal. 4, Vth, 6. Man Br pammen, Le oO 
f - 8 fe plasks, head poe BSE Leh oF 
u 


By your Lordthip’s moft faithfull Honourer, 


BEN. FOHNSON. 
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EPIGRAMS | 


I. 
Zo the Reader. 


Ray thee, take care, that tak’ft my Book in hand, 
_ To read it well: chat is, to underftand. 


‘ II. 
To my Book. 


‘aT will be look’d for Book, when fome but fee 
Thy Title, Epigrams, and nam’d of me, 
Thou fhoul’d be bold, licentious, full of gall ; 
Wormwood, and fulphur, tharp, and tooth’d withall, 
Become a petulant Thing, hurl Ink, and Wie 
As Mad-men Stones: not caring whom they hit.’ 
Deccive their Malice, who could with it fo. 
And by thy wifer Temper, let Men know 
Jbou art not Covetous of leaft Self-Fame, 
Made from the hazard of another’s Shame. 
Much lefs, with leud, prophane, and beaftly Phrafe, 
To catch the Worlds loofe Laughter, or vain Gaze. 
He that departs with his own Honefty 
For vulgar Praife, doth ic too dearly buy. 


ITT. | 
Zo my Bookfeller. 


*THon that mak’ft Gain thy end, and wifely well, 
Call?’ft a Book good, or bad, as ic doth fell, 
Ufe mine fo, too: I give thee leave. But crave 
For the lucks fake, it thus much Favour have, 
Zo lye upon thy Stall, till ic be fought; 
Not offer’d, as it made Suit to be bought; 
Nor have my Title-leaf on Pofts, or Walls, 
Or in Cleft-fticks, advanced to make Calls 
For Termers, or fome Clerk-like Serving-man, (can. 
Who {caree can {pell th’ hard Names : whofe Knight lefs 
If, without thefe vile Arts, ic will nox fell, 


Send it to Bugklersebury, there twill well. Zo «+ 
2 “ ya 


7 bi | 
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*T JOW, belt of Kings, doft thou a Scepter bear! 
whe How, beft of Poets, doft thou Laurel wear ! 


& 
be 


And gave thee both, to fhew they could no more. 
or fuch a Poct, while thy days were green, 
Thou wert, as chief of them are faid thave been : 
And fuch a Prince thou art we daily fee, 
As chief of thofe ftill promife they will be. 
Whom fhould my A4u/e then fly to, but the beft 
Of Kings for Grace; of Poets for my Teft? 


V. 
On the Union. 


Hen was there Contract better driven by Fate ? 
Or celebrated with more Truth of Srate ? 
The World the Temple was, the Prieft a King, 
The {poufed Pair two Realms, the Sea the Ring. - 


agg 
To Alchymifts. 


F all you boaft of your great Art be true; 
Sure, willing Poverty lives moft in you. 


VII. 


On the New Hot-houfe. 
Mau fj. fy. 2 7. ot-Pouse 


Wer lately harbour’d many a famous Whore, | 
A purging Bill, now fix’d upon the Door,’ 
Tells you it is a Hot-honfe: fo it ma’, : 
And ftill be a Whore-houfe. Th’are Syncnyma, 


VIII 


On a Robbery. 


Idsvay rob’d Duncote of Three hundred Pound, 
Ridway was ta’en, arraign’d, condemn’d to dies 
But, for this Money was a Courtier found, 
Beg’d Ridway’s Pardon: Dsacote, now, doth cry; 
Rob’d both of Money, and the Laws relief ; 
The Courtier is become the greater Thief. 


I X. 
Zo All, to whom I write. 


Mi none, whofe (catter’d Names honour my Book; 
For ftrict Degrees, of Rank, or Title look : 

"Tis *gainft the Manners of an Epigram : 
And, Ia Poet here, no Herald am. 


X. 
Zo my Lord Ignorant. 


Hou call’ me Poet, as aterm of Shame: 
But I have my Revenge made, in thy Name. 


XI. 
On Something, that Walks Somewhere. 


T Court I met it, in Clothes brave enough, 
To be a Courtier; and looks grave enough, 
To feem a Statefman: asI near it came, | 
Ic made me a great Face, I ask’d the Name. 
A Lord, it cried, buried in Flefh and Blood, 
And fuch from whom let no Man hope leaft good, 
For I will do none : and as little ill, 
For I will dare none. Good Lord, walk Dead ftill. 


| XIE. 
Ox Lieutenant Shift. 


Gi here in Town, not meaneft amongft Squires, 
That haunt Picke-batch, Mer{h-Lambeth, and Whitefryers, 


Keeps himfelf, with half a Man, and defrays 


The Charge of that Scate, with this Charm, God pays. 
By that one Spell he Lives, Eats, Drinks, Arrays 
Himfelf: his whole Revenue is, God pays. 
The quarter Day is come ; the Hoftefs fays, 
She muft have Money: he returns, God pgys. ¢. Z 
The Taylor brings a Suit home; het *flays, a — ' ; 
Looks o’er the Bill, likesic: and fays, God paysA., jp lA. 
He fteals to Ordinarys; there he plays 
At Dice his borrowed Money: which, God pays. 
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Then takes up frefh Commodities, for Days ; 
Signs fo new Bonds, Forfeits : and crys, God pays. 
That loft, he keeps his Chamber, reads Ejfays, 
Takes Phyfick, tears the Papers: ftill, God pays. 
Or elfe by Water goes, and foto Plays; _ | 
Calls for his Stool, adorns the Stage : God pays. 
’ To every Caufe he meets, this Voice he brayes : 
_ His only anfwer is to all, God pays. 
Not his poor Cocatrice but he betrays - 
Thus : and for his Letchery, fcores, God pays. 
‘ Bat fee! th’ old Baad hath ferv’d him in his trim, 
__ Lent him a pocky Whore. She hath paidhim. = 


XIIL 
To Doctor Empirick. 


Hen Men a dangerous Difeafe did *fcape, 
Ofold, they gave a Cock to e-£/culape: 
Let me give two ; that doubly am got free, 
From my Difeafe’s danger, and from thec. 


XIV. 
To William Camden. 


vba (7 “\Amden, tnoft reverend Head, to whom I owe 
4 Allthat Lam in Arts, allthacI know. =. 
(How nothing ’s that?) to whom my Coumtrey owes. 
‘The great Renown, and Name wherewith the goes. 
Than thee the Age fees.not that thing more grave, 
-More high, more holy, that the more would crave. 
What Name, what Skill, what Faith haft chou in Things! 
What Sight in fearching the moft antique Springs! 
What Weight, and what.Authority in thy Speech! 
Man {carce can make that doubt, but thou canft teach. 
Pardon free truth, and let thy modefty, | 
Which conquers all, be once over-come by thee. 
Many of thine this better could, than I, 
But for their Powers, accept my Piety. 


Xv. 
2 hee On Court-worm. 
* A LLMen are Worms : But this no Man. In Silk 
*Twas brought to Court firft wrapt, and white as 


Where, afterwards, it grew a Butter-fly : ( Milk; 
Which was a Caterpiller. So ’twill dye. 


i; XVI. 
Jo Brain-hardy. . 


Ardy, thy Brain is valiant, ’tts confeft; 
_4 2 ‘Thou'more; that with it every day, dar’ft jeft 
Thy felf into frefh Brawls: when, call’d upon, 
Starce thy Weeks fwearing brings thee off, of one. 
So,in fhore time, th’ art in arrearage grown 
Some hundred Quarrels, yet doft thou fight none ; 
Nor need’ft thou : for thofe few, by Oath releaft, 
Make good what chou dar’ft do in all the reft. 
Keep thy felf there, and think thy value right; 
' He chas dares damn himfelf, dares more than fight.- .. 


| _ XVII. 
_' To the Learned Critick. 


M’” others fear,‘ fly; and traduce thy Name, 
As guilty Men do Magiftrates : glad I, 
That with my Poems a legitimate Fame, 
Charge them, for Crown, to thy fole cenfure hye. 
And, but a fprig of Bayes given by thee, 


9hg Shall out-live Garlands, ftoln from the chaft Tree. 
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. XVITT. 
To my mecr Engli(h Cenfurer. 


i les thee, my way in Epigrams fcems new, __ 
When both it ts the old way, and the true. 
Thou faift, chat cannot be: for thou haft feen 
"Dave, and Weever, and the beft have been, ° 
And mine come nothing like. [hope fo. Yer, 
As theirs did with thee, mine might credie get: 
if chow laft but ufé thy Faith, as thou didft ther, 
When thou wert wont t? admire, not cenfure Men. 
Pr’ythee believe ftill, and not judge fo faft, 
Thy Faith is all the knowledge that thou haft. ~ 


_ XIX. 
| ' On Sir Cod the Perfumed. 
Hat Cod can get no Widdow, yet a Knight, 

I fcent the Caufe : He woes with an ill Sprite. 45°7 / 


XX, Op Arewel: 

; To the fame Sir Cod. 
TY éxpence inOdours is a moft vainSing  - “Co weerr_ Zoe ze 
Except thou conldit, Sir Cod, wear themwithin. @-4 220 7 


: XX, a 
On Reformed Gam’fter. 


vr 
Ord, how is Gam’ (ter chang’d |! his Hair clofe cut! feu 

His Neck fenc’d round with Ruff! his Eyes half fhut! 
His Cloths two fafhions off, and poor! his Sword : 


Forbidd’ his Side! and nothing, but the Word 7 YG" ra 
Quick in his Lips: who hath this wonder wrought? 
The late tane baftinado. So I thoughr. 
What feveral ways Men to their calling have ! 
The Bodies ftripes, I fee, the Soul may fave. 
XXIR 
On my firft Daughter. 
Ere lies to each her Parents ruth, 
Mary, the Daughter of their youth : 
Yet all Heavens gifts, being Heavens due, 
It makes the Father, lefs,. torue. 
At fix Months end, fhe parted hence 
With fafety of her Innocence; | 
Whofe Soul Heavens Queen, (whofe Name fhe bears) = 70 
In comfort of her Mothers Tears, 
Hath plac’d among her Virgin-train : 
Where, while that fever’d doth remain, 
This Grave partakes che ficthly Birth. 
Which cover lightly, gentle Earth. 


—XXIIL 
To John Donne, “w Gm2%-Z, 


Onne, the delight of Phebus, and each Mu/e, 
Who, to thy one, all otter Brains refufe ; 
Whofe every work, of thy moft early Wit, 
Came forth Example, and remains fo, yet: 
Longer a knowing, than moft Wits dolive, _ 
And which no’ affection praife enough can give! 
To it, thy Language, Letters, Arts, beft Life, | 
Which might with half Mankind maintain a Strife 3 
All which I mean to praifeé, and, yet, I would; 
But leave, becaufe I cannot as I fhould! 


XXIV. 
To the Parliament. 


Here ’s reafon good, that you good Lawsfhould make : - - 
Mens Manners ne’er were viler, for your fake. 


Oo 2 XXV. On 


SiS r 
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o 
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X XV. 
On Sir Voluptuous Beatt. 


\ \ 7 Hile Beaf inftructs his fair, and innocent Wife, 
In the paft Pleafures of his fenfual Life, 

Telling the motions of each Petticoat, . 

And how his Ganinede mov’d, and how his Goat, 
And now, her (hourly ) her own Cucquean makes, 

In varied Shapes, which for his Luft fhe takes: 
What doth he elfe, but fay, leave tobe Chaft, 

Juft Wife, and, to change me, make Womans hat. 


: X XVI. 
On the fame Beaft. 


Epi orams. 


XX XI. . 
On Banck the @furer. 
Anck feels no lamenefs of his knotty Gout, 
His Mony’s Travail for him, in and out: 


And thangh the foundeft Legs go every day, 
He toilsto be at Hell, as foon as they. 


On Sir John Roc. A707 <2 a4s, 


Could not effect, nor all the Furies do, 
That felf-divided Belgia did afford ; | 
What not the envy of the Seas reach’d too, 


\ X J Hat two brave perils of the private Sword 14, a ew: 
pf ‘ 


An hisChaft Wife, though Bea/t now know nomore, | The cold of Mofco, and fat Irifh Air, 


He ’aduleers ftill: his thoughts lye with a Whore. 


1 War CA4a XXVIL 

ve , x acl, Jin ($ 19-7 On Sir John Roe. : 

ah a | N place of Scutcheons, that fhould deck thy Herfe, 
py 4/0 & Take better Ornaments, my Tears, and Verfe. 


ym fe 


lo 
wol/t . Ifany Sword eould fave from Fates, Roe’s could; 
, Ifany Mafe out-live their fpight, his can ; 
If any Friends Tears could Rettore, bis would; 
Ifany Pious Life ere lifted Man 
To Heaven ; his hath: O happy State! wherein 
We, fad for him, may glory, and not fin. 


XXVIII. 
Ox Don Surly. 


—D” Surly, to afpire the Glorious Name 
Of a great Man, and to be thought the fame, 
Makes ferious ufe of all great Trade he knows. 
He {peaks to Men with a Rhinocerote’s Nofe, 


tee 
Which he thinks great; and fo reads Vérfes, too: “ ie 


And that is done, as he faw great Men do. 
.y, HY has Tympanies of bufinefs, inhis Face, 
faubeorbedy, And, can forget Mens Names, witha great Grace. 
He will both Argue, and Difcourfe in Oaths, 


Both which are great. And laugh at ill made Cloaths ; 


That's greater, yet : tocry his own up neat. 
He doth, at Meals, alone his Pheafant eat, 
| Which ts main greatnefs. And, at his ftill Board, 
He drinksto no Man: that’s, too, likea Lord. 
He keeps anothers Wife, which is a {pice 
Of folemn greatnefS. And he dares, at Dice, 
Blafpheme God, greatly. Orfome poor Hind beat, 
That breatheSin his Dogs way : and this 1s great. 
Nay more, for greatnefs fake, be will be one 
May hear my Epigrams, but like of none. 
Surly, ufe other Arts, thefe only can 
Stile thee a moft great Fool, but no great Man. 


Xx XIX. | 
Zo Sir Annual Tilter. 
Iter, the moft may’ admire thee, though not I : 


And thou, right guiltlefs, may7ft plead to it, why ? 


For thy late fharp device. I fay’tis fit 

All Brains, at times of Triumph, fhould run Wie. 
For then our Water-Conduits do run Wine; 

But that’s put in, chou’le fay. Why, fo is thine. 


X X X. 
Yo Perfon Guilty. 


Be thine, I tax, yet donot own my Rhites : 
*T'were madnefs in thee, to betray thy Fame, 
_ And Perfon to the World; ere I thy Name. 
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CG: be wifé; and though thou know’ft the Crimes 
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His often change of clime (though not of mind ) 
What eould not work ; at home in his repair 
Was his bleft fate, but our hard lot to find. 
Which fhews, where ever Death doth pleafe appear, 
Seas, Serenes, Swords, Shot, Sicknefs, all are there. 


eure ne | 
Wares Wide f XX XII 
Zo the Same. 


| not offend thee with a vain Tear more, 

Glad-mention’d Roe: chou art but gone before, 
Whither the World muft follow. And I, now, 

Breathe to expect my when, and make my how. 44% 
Which if moft gracious Heaven grant like thine, 

Who wets my Grave, can be no Friend of mine. 


XXXIV. 
Of Death. 


E that fears Death, or mourns it, inthe jut, 
_ Shews of the Refurrection little eruft. 


XX XY. 
Zo King James. 


Ho would not be thy Subject, Fames, Cobay 
A Prince,that Rules by’example, more than fway? 

Whofe Manners draw, more than thy Powers conftrain. 

And in this fhort time of thy Ha ppieft Reign, 
Haft purg’d thy Realms, as we have now no caufe 

Left us of fear, but firft our Crimes, then Laws, 
Like Aids ’gainft Treafons who hath found before ? 

And then inthem, how could we know God more ? 


Firft thou Preferved wert, our King to be, 


And fince; the whole Land was Prefery’d for t ee. 


xX 4 »4 V I. ot : 4 
10 th bay 
| 0 e Ghoft of Martia "ay . ¢ 5: ; 
Mm thou gav’it far nobler Epigrams L A. we Vm . 
To thy Domitian, than can my Fames: sm ae a 


But in my Royal Subject I pafs thee, 


Thou flattered’ft thine, mine cannot flatter'd be. 


AX XXVIT. 
Ox Chev’rill the Lawyer. / ‘ Yas 


S fe., 
O Caufe, nor Client fae, will Chev*yilf lee les = 7 
But as they come, on both fides he takes Fees, 


And pleafeth both: For while he melts his Greafe 


For this: chat wins, for whom he holds his Peace. 


XXXVIIL 
Zo Perfon Guilty. 


Uilty, becaufe I bad you lace be wife, 
And to conceal your Ulcers, did advife, 


You laugh when you are touch’d, and long before 


Any Man elfe, you clap your hands, and roar, 
Ain Fh Suet And 


And cry good! good! This quite perverts my Senfe, 
And lyes fo far from Wit, ’cis Impudeénce. 
Believe it Guilty, if you lofe your Shame, 
Pll lofe my Modefty, and tell your Name. 


XXXIX. | 
On Old Colt. 


R all Nighe-fins, with other Wives unknown, 
Cols, now doth daily Penance in his own. 


| XL. * 
On Margaret Ratcliffe. 


Epigrams. 
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*Tofore, great Men were glad of Poets : 
J, not the worft, am Covetous of thee. 

Yet dare not to my thought leaft hope allow 
Of adding to thy Fame; thine may to me, 
When in my Book menread but Ceci’s Name, 
And what I writ thereof find far, and free 
From fervile Flattery (common Poets fhame ) 

As thou ftand’ft clear of the neceflity. 


| X LIV. 
On Chuffe, Banks the @//urer’s Kinfman. 


Huffe, lately rich in Name, in Chattels, Goods, 
And rich in Iffue to inherit all, | 
E’er Blacks were bought for his own Funeral, 


Saw all his Race approach the blacker Flouds: 
He meant they thither fhould make fwift repair, 
When he made him Executor, might be Heir. 


M Arble weep, for thou do’ft cover 
44 dead Beauty underneath thee, 
R ich as Nature could bequeath thee : 


G rant then, no rude Hand remove her. XLV... | ; gle 
A il the Gazers on the Skies 7 | . Mis, tu, CurffZ ua 
R ead not in fair Heavens Story, On my Firft Son, att Gy 6 aes (fd 


Arwell, thou Child of my Right-tiand, and J6f3* “242 “7. 
My Sin was too much hope of thee; low’d Boy, 

Seven: Years tho’wert lens to me, and I thee pay, 
Exacted by thy Fate on the juft Day. 

O, could I lofe all Father, now. For why, 
Will Man lament the ftate he fhould envy ? 

-€ onquer’d hath both Life and it. | To have fo foon fcap’d Worlds, and Flefhes rage, 

ZL ife whofe Grief was out of fafhion; hg And, if no other Mifery, yee Age? 

I n thefe Times few fo have ru’'d fate + At 4 A, Reft in foft Péace, and ask’d, fay here doth lie 

F ate ina Brother. To concludé, a ° Ben. Fobnfon his beft Piece of Poetry. 

F or Wit, Feature, and crue Paffion, | For whofe fake, henceforth all his Vows be fuch, 

E arth, chou haft not fuch another. As what he loves may never like too much. 


XLI. XLVI | 
On Gipfe. To Sir Lucklefs Woo-all. a 


i. —_ | [I this the Sir, who fome wafteWife to win, 
(;* New Baud, is turn’d Phyfitian, — | A Knight-hood bought, to go a Wooing in? 
And gets more Gold than all the College ean: . 


"Tis Luckle/s he, that took up one on Band 
Such her quaint Practice is, fo it allures, 


| To pay at’s day of Marriage. By my band 
For what fhe gave a Whore, a Baud fhe cures. The Knight-wright’s cheated then : he'll never pay, 
XLII 


Yes, now he wears his Knighthood every day. 
Ox Giles and Jone. 


E xprefier Truth, or truer Glory. 
T han chey might in her bright Eyes. 


R are as Wonder was her Wit ; 
fA nd like Neéar ever flowing: 
T ill Time, ftrong by her beftowing, 


ALVII. 


V O fays that Giles and fone at Difcord be? | Zo the Same. 
-Y  ° Th’ obferving Neighbours no fuch mood can SG! Lucklefs, troth, for Lucks fake pafs by one ; 
Indeed, poor Giles repents he Married ever. (fee. He that wooes every Widow, will get none. 


But that his ‘fone doth too. And Giles would never, 


By his Free-will, be in Fones Company. . XLVIIL . : 
No more would one he fhould. Giles rifeth Early, 
And having got him out of Doors is Glad. On Mungril Efquire. 


_ The like is fone. But curning Home is fad. 

And {0 is ‘Fone. Oft-times when Giles doth find 
Flarfh Fights at home, Giles wifheth he were Blind. 

All this doth Fone. Or that his long-yearn’d Life 


Hs bought Arms Mung’ not lik’d ; for his firft Day 
Of bearing chemin Field, he threw em away? = 76: 
‘| And hath no Honour fot our Duell ifts fay. | 


Were quite out-fpun. The like with hath his Wife; | KG X LIX. 
The Children that he keeps, Giles fwears are none ee : 
Ofhis begetting. And fo fwears his Fone. To Playwright. 


In all Affections the concurrech ftill, ; 
Ifnow, with Man and Wife, to will, and nill 
‘The felf-fame Things, a note of Concord be : | 

I know no Couple better can agree ! 


XLIIE. 


Pian me reads, and ftill my Verfes damns, 4 wat aedud 
He fays 1 want the Tongue of Epigrams ; iJ oheumr 4. 
I have no Sale: no Baudry he doth mean; / Jaf 
For Witty, in his language, is obfcene. 7 7 OK 
Play-wright, 1 loath to have thy Manners known le contr Hay L of. 
In my chaft Book: profefs them in thine own//  «-t. Zvi 
ie y Cust 8 J arsed & aly < 
To Robert’ Earl of Salisbury. L. pr nes, Yt Arak here Pa 
| | fates L, an Fa e 
\ 7 Hat need haft thou of me? Or, of my Mufe? To Sir Cod.“ “ oar = ~ 
Whofe Actions fo themfelves do celebrate ? | Bee Cod, T: abacco-like, burnt Gumms to take, al 


Which fhould thy Countries Love to fpeak refute, | Or fumy Clyfters, thy moift Lungs to bake: 
Her Foes enough would Fame thee in their Hate. 


ee Arfenike would Thee fic for Society make. 
1 De sce Hef Wl fashery € fete would Thee Sc for Sciey ml - 
am é 2 oat i es - 
fized by KI MHOGIG «7. 6 
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LI. , And, told of this, he flights it. Tut, tuch Crimes 
~ y: The fluggifh gaping Audizour devours; 
| oe To King James. | He marks not whofe ’twas firft: and After-times 
Upon the happy falfe Rumour of his Deat h, the Two|- May judg it to be his, as well as ours. 
and Twentieth Day of March, 1607. Fool, as if half Eyes will not know a Fleece 


| From Locks of Wooll, or Shrcds from the whole Piece ? 
ae we thy lofs might know, and thou our love, | 


_ Great Heaven did well, to give ill Fame free Wing ; -LVIL 
Which though it did but Panick Terrour prove, 
And far beneath leaft paufe of fuch a King, On Baudes, and Ufurers. 
Yet give thy jealous Subjects leave to doubt: F, as their ends, their Fruits were fo the fame, 
Who this thy {cape from Rumour Gratulate Baudry’, and Ufury were one kind of Game. 
No lefs than if from Peril, and Devout 
Do beg thy Care unto thy ee es LVIIIL. 
For we, that have our Eyes ftil in our Ears, | 
Look not upon thy Dangers, but our Fears. Jo Groome Ideot. 
_ | aes laft Night, I pray’d thee but forbear 
LIL To read my Verfes ; now I muft co hear: 


For offring, with thy Smiles, my Wit to grace, 


Zo Cenforious Courtling. Thy Ignorance ftill Laughs in the wrong place.- 


Oe Lrather thou fhould’ft utterly And fo my fharpnefs thou no lefs dif-joynts, 
Difpraife my Work, than Praife it Froftily : Than thou did’ft late my Senfe, loofing my points. 
: When Iam Read, thou fain’ft a weak Applaufe, | -| Sohave I feen at Chriffma/s Sports, one loft, ; 
As if thou wert my Friend, but lack’dft a Caufe. And, hood-wink’d, fora Man embrace a Poft, 
This but thy Judgment fools: the other way | 
Would both thy Folly, and thy Spite betray. LIX. 
LII. On Spres. 


ee you are Lights in State, but of bafe Stuff, 
Who,when yowhave burnt your felvesdown to the Snuff, 


To Old-end Gatherer. 


r Onp-gathering Old-end, Ididfearthe wife, Stink, and are thrownaway. End fair enough. 
When having pill’d a Book which no Man buys, _ 8 
Thou wert content the Author’s Name to loofe: L X. 
But when ( in Place ) thou didit the Patrons choofe “11° | | 
It was as if chou printed had’ft an Oath, , Jo William Lord Mounteagle. 405 
To give the World affurance thon wert both ; L@ what my Country fhould have done ( have rais'd 
And that, a8 Pwritanes at Baptifm do, | An Obelisk, or Column to thy Name, 


Thou art the Father, and the Witnefs too. he Or, if fhe would but modeftly have prais’d 
755 For, but thy felf, where out of Aorly’s he Ms a Thy Fact, in Brafs or Marble Writ the fame ) 
Could fave that line to dedicate: to thee 2 (a /C 11, that am glad of thy great Chance, here do ! 
| | 7 . And Proud, my Work thall out-laft common Deeds, 
LIV. | =. eee Durft think it great, and worthy wonder too, 
ioe But thine, for which I doo’t, fo much exceeds! 
Ox Chev’ril. My Countrys Parents I have many known ; 


\ 


- 


Oe crysout, my Verfes Libels are; _ But Saver of my Country thee alone. 
And threatens the Star-chamber, and the Bar. LXI. 
What are thy Petulant Pleadings, Chev’ri/, then, Zz. Fo ] : | 
That quit’ft the Caufe fo oft, and raylit at Men? 0 Foot, or Anave. 
| a Hy Praife, or Difpraife is to me alike; 
Dy. Stein LV. One doth not Stroke me, nor the other Strike. 
a : , + | 
Li Anas en Ajfe-, To Francis Beaumont. LXI 
ani of y yow! Bove thee Beaumont, and thy Mufe, : T> Fine Lady Woul 
That unto. me doft fuch Religion ufe: 0 Fine Lady Would-be. 
How Ido fear my felf, that am not worth Ine Madam Would-be, wherefore fhould you fear, 
The leaft indulgent thought thy,.P.o drops forth. That Love to make fo well, a Child to bear? 
At once thou mak’ft me happy, and pnmak’ft ; The World reputes you Barren: bucI know 
And giving largly to me, mor. she tak’ it. Your ’pothecary, and his Drug fays no. 
What Fate is mine, that fo it felf bergaves ? Is it che Pain affrights? that’s foon forgot. 
What Artis thine, that fo thy Friend deseives ? | Or your Complexions lofs ? you have a Pot, 
When even there, where moft thou praifeft me, That can reftore thar. Willit hurt your Feature ? 


767 For Writing better, I muft envy thee. | LY To make amends yo’are thought a wholefome Creature. 
_ _ Chtnerl f ih. Whar fhould the caufé be ? Oh, you live ac Court: ) 
LVL (6464-7 And there’s both lofs of Time, and lof& of Spore 


/ » IT 

eee n a great Belly. Write, then on thy Womb; 

| On Poet- Ape. y- 7 # Ofthe not Born, yet Buricd, here’s the Tomb. 
Oor Poet-Ape, that would be thought our Chief, 


LJ ft a oe are sucker at of Wit, |  LXIih - 
; rom brocage is become fo bold a Thief, | . 
9 cotturs , AS wes the rob’d, leave rage, and pitty it. | To Robert Ear! of Salisbury. 
At firft he made low fhifts, would Pick and Glean, Ho canconfider thy right Courfe’s run, 
| By the, Reverfion of Old Plays; now grown With what thy Vertue on the Times hath won, 
To’a little Wealth, and Credit in the Scene, _ _ | And not thy Fortune; whocan clearly fee ? 
He takes up all; makes each Mans wit his own. The Judgment of the King {0 fhine in thee ; 


Lay Doh 0 yo. Goce hat p. Bef. Vourriyl nd 
JS oy hp dee gplyrge Fi _ = | 
uy wx. otf wad Coprant t. Plage gf fo | : 


o 


_ Who can behold all Envy fo declin’d 7 Thomas Earl of Suffolk. SF d 2 


5 L$ bE and high, then, Howard, high in Eyes of Men, © <2 
(Vi; aad f J qs “Afhst ¢ ies LAlV. si mei $ pty High in thy Blood, thy Place ; but highett then, boy 
Ome ie 0 the Sameh’ poi 96 JA When, ay Mens withes, fo thy Virtues wrought, | | 
As all thy Honours were by them firft fought : te 
deg “the pm a 10 th the Jr shesghp Re bing And thou defi ign’d to be the ae thou arr, : | , 2 3 
Or glad, like tho 4, 4. ave n ie he bho Before thou wert it, in each good Man’s Heare. ~~ . 
With thy new Place, bring I thefe ay Fruits | Which, by no.lefs Confirm’d, than thy King’s Choice, oe oe 
Of Love, he what the Golden Age did hold Proves, that is God’s, which was the Peoples Voice. ; 
7°9 «6A Tre ondemn’d in th’ Age of Gold. dT. 
Nor glad as thote, iat old dependents be, LXVITII. 


é 


Fpigrams. ~~ 23° 


"And that thou feek’it reward of thy each act, LXVII. 770 
., Not from che publick voice, but private fact; i 


ce Men have left to do praife-worthy as ngs, .c7 Poo 
: ings, B 7 
Moft think all Praifes flatteries. Bue Truth bria : Ait 


gs a oo 

That Sound, and that Authority With her Name, a 
fotos As, to be rais’d by her, 1s only Fame. 

St 


By conftant fuffering of thy equal mind; 
And can to thefé be filent, Salisbury, Shr 
Without his, thine, and all times Injury 2 
Curft be his Mufe, that couldlye dumb, or hid 
. To fo true worth, —— thou thy felf forbid. 


To fee thy Father’s Rites new laid on thee. 


Nor glad for Fafhion. Norto fhewa Fit . Ow Play-wright. A Lait / f/f 


Of flattery to thy Titles. Nor of Wit. Pp -wright convict of publick Wrongs to Menf/e7g4 
But I am glad to fee that Time Survive, os 


Takes private Beatings, and begins again. Sy ip: Wie 
Where Merit is not Sepulcher’d alive. Two kinds of Valour he doeh fhew at Ones $ { via 
Where good Mens Virtues them to Honours bring, Active in’s Brain, and Paffive in his Bones. of yon "9 : oA 
And not to dangers. When fo wife a King ‘ iYf of hos : 
Contends t’have Worth enjoy, from his regard, 7 . LXIX. “a Yl Pfs ty $e 
As her own Confcience, ftill, the fame reward. To Pertinax Cob Bd F 
Thefe (Nobleft Cecil) labour’d in my thought, | . ° ° 


Wherein what wonder fee thy Name hath brought ? 
That wii?it I meant but thine to gratulate, 
Phave Sung the greater Fortunes of our State. 


Ob, thou nor Souldier, Thief, nor Fencer art, - 
Yet by thy Weapon liv’ft! Th’haft one good Part, 


LX xX. 
LXV. EZ fein po | Zo Willliam Villliam Roe. Ui fpeedire © “ a 
Zo_my Mufe. Ware Hen Nature bids us s leave to Li Live, tis late 
Way, and leave me, thou thing moft abhor’? flexi] WW e Then to begin, my Roe. He ‘makes a ftate 
Tf \ .That baft betray’d me to a worthlefs Lord 4 In Life, that can employ it ; and takes hold 


Made me commit moft firce Idolatry — On the true Caufes, ere they” grow too Old. 

To a great Image through thy Luxur Delay is bad, Doubt worfe, Depending wort ; 
Be thy next Mafters more unlucky Mule, Each beft Day of our Life e(ca pes us, firft. 

And, as thow’haft mine, his Hours, and Youth abufe, | Then, fince we (more than many ) thefe Truths know} 
Get him the Times long grudg, the Courts ill will; Though Life be fhort, let us not make it fo, 

And Reconcil’d, keep him Sufpected ftill. : : | 
Make him lofe all his F riends; and, which 1s worfe, LXXI. 

On CourteParrat. 


Almott all ways, to any better courfe. 
With me chou leav’ft an happier A4u/e than thee, - 
pluck down mine, Poll fets up new Wits ftill, 
Still, *cis his luck to praife me ’gainft his will, 


And which thou brought’{t me, welcome Poverty. 
She fhall inftruct my After-choughts to write . 
Things manly, and not fmelling Parafire. 
But I repent me: Stay. Who e’re is rais’d, Lx XII. 
For worth he has not, He is tax’d, not prais’d. To Court-ling. 
LXVI. Lt Grieve not, Court-ling, thou art ftarted up 
A Chamber-Critick, and doth Dine, and Sup 
To Sir Henry Ca Cary. ibd. a=.| At Madams Table, where thou mak’ft all Wie 
Hat neither Fame, nor Love migh might wantin 2| _Go high, or low, as thou wile value it. i 
To greatneis, Cary, I fing that, and shee "Tis not thy J udgment breeds the Prejudice, 
Whofe Houfe, if it no other Honour had, aon Perfon only, Court-ling is the Vice. 
In only thee, might be both grear, and glad. 


Who, to upbraid the Sloth of this our Time, LXXIIL : 
” cing eked make, ert: ou not a Crime : To Fine Grand. 
ic edI know not, whether were more hi . 
Or, thou more happy, itto Jultify = \ A } Hat i ist, fine Grand, makes thee my Friendfhip fly, 
Againft thy Fortune: when no Foe, that Day, Or take an Epigram {o fearfully : 
Could conquer thee, but chance, who did betray, As’t were a Challenge, or a Borrower’s Letter ? 
Love thy great lofs, which a Renown hath won, The World muft know your greatne({s is my Debter, 
* To Live when Broeck not Stands, nor Roor doth Run. | Js-primis, Grand, you owe me for a Jelt; 
Love Honours, which of beft Example be, Ilent you, on meer acquaintance, at a Feaft. 
When they coftdeareft, and are done moft free. Item, a Tale or two, fome Fortnight after ; 
Though every Fortitude deferves Applaufe, | Thac yet maintains you, and your Houfe in Laughter, 
It may be much, or little, inche Caufe. Item, the Babylonian Song you Sing ; 
He’s valiant’it, chat dares Fight, and not for Pay ; ikem, a fair Greek Poly for a Ring: 
That Vertuous is, when the Reward’s qway. | With which a Learned Madam you bely. 


| ! Item, a Charm furrounding fearfully, 
* The Caftle and River near where he was taken, . - Your 


Lee ee Enna , 


Your partie-per-pale Picture, one half drawn 
In (olemn Cyphers, the other cob-web Lawn. 
Item, a gulling Imprefe for you, at Tile. 
* Item your Miftrefs Anagram, ryour Hilt. 
Item, your own, few'd in your Miftref§ Smock. 
. item, an Epitapb on my Lord’s Cock, _ 
‘In moft vile Verfes, and coft me more pain, 
| , Than hadI made ’em good, to fit your vain. 
[$ 4. felfory Things more, dear Grand, which you know true, 
ee Vike fe®* For which, or pay me quickly, or Pll pay you. 
Yay od yes dba ftetee fh x XV 
oe. t peal ie Arh Lord Ch incelor 
(pate Le vf, aol 0 ‘homas G} Me Cr. 


Hi thy weigh’d Judgments, Egerton, I hear, 


- Whil'ft I behold thee live with pureft Hands ; 
That no Affection in thy Voice commands ; 
That ftill ch’are prefene to the better Caufe ; 
And no lefs Wife, than Skilful in the Laws ; 
Whilit thou art certain to thy Words, once gone, 
“ *. As ip thy Confcience, which is always one : 
~ v¢/ The Virgin, long fince fled from Earth i fee, 
oe Tour times return’d, hath made ber Heaven in thee. 


| LXXV. 
7 == + On Lippe the Teacher. 


Cannot think there's that Antipathy 
-Twixe Puritans and Players, as fome cry ; 
Though Lippe at Pauls, ran from his Text away, 
Tinveigh ’gainit Plays: what did he then but play ? 


LXXVI. 


On Lucy Countess of Bedford. 


fe Morning, timely rapt with holy Fire, 
~ T thought co form unto my zealous Mau/e, 
What kind of Creature I could moft defire, 
~ To Honour, Serve, and Love ; as Poets ufe. 
J meant to make her Fair, and Free, and Wife, 
Of greateft Blood, and yet more good than Great, 
I meant the Day-ftar fhould not brighter rife, 
Nor lend like Influence from his lucent Seat. 
I meant fhe fhould be Courteous, Facile, Sweet, 
Hating that folemn Vice of Greatnefs, Pride ; 
I-mcant each fofteft Vertue, therc fhould meet, 
Fit in that fofter Bofom to refide. 
Only a Learned, and a Manly Soul | 
I purpos’d her ; that fhould, with even powers, 
The Rock, the Spindle, and the Sheers controul 
_ Of Deftiny, and fpin her own free hours. 
Such when | meant to fain, and wifh’d to fee, 
My M€dufe bad, Bedford write, and that was fhe.. 


non PRR VID 
To One that defired me not to Name him. — 


E fafe, nor fear thy (clf fo good a Fame, 
That any way, my Book fhould fpeak thy Nama: 


@ 


a ee 
etn 
ta ie * 
pool, 
Wy Pim more afham'd to have thee thought my Foe. 
| 7 | LXXVIIL. 
Zo Hornet. 


VOrnet, thou haft thy Wife dreft for the Stall, 
. Todraw thee Cuftom: but her felf gets all. 


a, gdte © LXXIX. 
“Oe — aia es Elizabeth Countefs of Rutland. 


of po Ya ~ Your Nobileft Father prowd: like whom, before, 
bias va Or then, or fince, 4bout our Afujes fprings, - 
sok 


L~ 


jin Ketch gi 1 


ame not that ai exhaufted {o their ftore. 


And know thee, then, a Judge, not of one Year ; 


For, if thoufhame, rank'd with my Friends, to go, : 


pte dns Ae pigeg 


pn i, ) 
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t Hence wasit, that the De/fimes decreed | of 
) (Save thar moft mafculine Iifue of his Brain) J Apel 
No Male unto him: who could fo exceed | 
Nature, they thought, in-all, that he would fain. 
At which, fhe happily difpleas’d, made you: 
On whom, if he were living now, to look, 
He fhould thofe rare, and abfolute Numbers view, 
_ As he would burn, or berter far his Book, © ae 


LXXX “1 
Of Life and Death. ee 


THE ports of Dcath are Sins; of Life, good Deeds; 
Through which, our Merit leads us to our Meeds. 772 
How wilful Blind is he then, that fhould ftray, 
And hath it, in his Powers, to make his way! 
This World Deaths Region is, the other Lifes - 
And here, it fhould be one of our firft ftrifes, 
So to front Death, as Men might judge us paft it. 
For good Men but fee Death, the wicked taft it. 


LXXXI. 
Zo Proule the Plagiary. Wig? 


Orbear to tempt me Proule, I will not fhow 
A Line unto thee, till the World it know ; 
Or that Phave by two goad: fufficient Men, 
To be the wealthy Witnefs of my Pen: _ 
For al] chou heart, thou fwear’ft thy felf didft do. 
Thy Wit lives by it, Prou/e, and Belly too. 
Which, if ¢chou leave not foon ( though I am loth ) 
J muft a Libcl make, and cozen both. 


LXXXIL. 
On Cafbierd Captain Surly. 


Guys Old Whore in her New Silks doth {wim : 
He caft, yet keeps her well: No, fhe keeps him, 


~LXXXITII. 
Jo a Friend. 


Throughout my Book. ‘Troth put out Woman too. 


“sy 
T? put out the word, Whore, thou do'ft me wo, 
bel 


5“ UxXXxxIv.. 
ny. o Lucy Countefs of Bedford. 
Wills told you late, how I repented, _ 


I ask’d a Lord a Buck, and he denied me; 

And, e’er I could ask you, I was prevented : 

For your moft Noble Otter bad fuppli'd me. 
Streight went I home ; and there moft like a Poet, 
- | fancied to my felf, what Wine, what Wit 
I would have fpent: how every Mufe fhould know it, 

And Phebus-felf fhould be at eating it. 
O Madam, if your grant did thus transfer me, 

Make it your Gift. See whither that will bear me. 


LXXXV. 
To Sir Henry Goodyere. 


Ces, Pm glad, and grateful to report, - 
My {elf a Witnefs of thy few days fport: 
Where | both learn’d, why wife-men Hawking follow, 
And why that Bird was facred to Apollo, 
She doth inftruct men by her gallant flight, 
That they to Knowledge fo thould tour upright, 
And never ftoop, but to itrtke Ignorance : 
Which if they mifs, yet they fhould re-advance 
To former height, and there in Circle tarry, 
Till they be fure to make the Fool their Quarry. 
Now, in whofe Pleafures I have this difcerned, 
What would his ferious Actions me have learned? 
LXXXVI._ 


we 


2 . he ‘ - 
. 
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Seill AGH contittw’d: Nay, his Face growing worfe, 


N 


a a Se 


a) 


LXAXXVI. , Cea remoy’d to Gent’man of the Horfe, 
7 : Mill was the fame. Since, both his Body and Face 
: 4 Le 0 the Same. Oe ee & oy oe Blown up; and he (tao unwieldy for Jat Place ) 
793 Hen I would know thee Goodyeremy thought looks | Hath got the Steward’s Chair ; he will not tarry | 
| Upon thy well-made choice of Friends,and Books; | Longer a day, but with his 442 will marry. — . ’ 
Then do I love thee, and behold thy ends _ | And it is hop’d, that fhe, ‘like Milo, will _ I pss Ges 
- In making thy Friends Books, and thy Books Friends: | . Firft bearing him 4 Calf, bear hima Bull.- 
Now, I muft give thy life, and deed, the voice Ss oe eat AL Pa 4A sL J/ jth Fir, 
Attending? fuch a ftudy, fuch a choice. : . 1G eeughan Be fool ff: 
Where, though’e be love, that to thy praife doth move, ‘eas Sir Horace Vere” 7 | 
It was a knowledge, that begat that love. oe ee ee eC as oS 
: , Wie of thy Names I take, not only bears | 
. LXXXVIL es . Roman Sonind, - Roman Vertue wears, - 
, uftrious Vere, or Horace ; fit to be | | | 
7t4 On Captain Hazard, the Cheater. . Sung by a Horace, ora Mufeas frees 
"Tone with the Sin of Falfe-play, in his Punck, Which thou art to thy felf: whofe Fame was won 
,ard a month forfwore his; and grew drunk; In th’eye of Europe, ‘where thy Deeds were done; 
Each night, to drown his Cares: But when the gain —‘ | When on thy Trumpet the did found a blaft; 
Of what fhe had wrought came inand wak’d bis brain, | | Whofe rellifh to Eternity fhall laft. . 
Upon th’accompt, hers grew the quicker trade. I leave thy Acts, which fhould I profecute. |. 
Since when, he’s fober again, and all play’s made. - Throughout, might Flatt’ry feem ; and to be mute’ 
To any one, were Envy: which would live | 
LXXXVIII. . . ; — my Grave, and —_ could not forgive. — 
| peak thy other Graces, not lefs fhown, . 
On Englife Mounfteur. Nor lef in praétice ; but les mark’d, lefs known: 
Ould you believe, when you this Afounfiewr fee, | Humanity, and Piety, which are 
ae : That his whole body fhould fpeak French, not he?} As noble in great Chiefs, as they are rare ; 
That fo much fcarf of France, and hat, and feather, And beft become the valiant Manto wear, | 
And fhoe, and tye, and garter, fhould come hether, Who more fhould feek Mens reverence, than fear. 
And land on one, whofe face durft never be 7 | | a 
7%4 Toward the Sea, farther than half-way Tree ? | | X CIT. 
. That he, untravell’d, fhould be French fo much, ae The New Cry: .- 
As French-men in his Company, fhould feem Dutch? | ry: ee : 
Or had his Father, when he did him get, | hie Cherries ripe, and Straw-berries be gon, 
The French Difeafe, with which he labours yet? ‘Unto the Crys of London Pll add one ; 


Or hung fome Mounjfieur’s Picture on the Wall, — 
By which his Dam conceiv’d him clothes and all ? 
Or is it fome French Statue ? No : ’T doth move, 
And ftoop, and cringe. O then, it needs muft prove 
The new French-Taylor’s motion, monthly made, 
Daily to turn in Pass, and help the trade. 


LXX XIX. 
_ Zo Edward Allen. 


774 
| EF Rome fo great, and in her wifeft Age, 
~ Jt’ -Fear'd not to boaft the Glories of her Stage, 
As skilful Rofcius, and grave e£/ep, Men, 
Yet crown’d with Honors, as with Riches, then ;.. 
Who had no leis.a Trumpet of their Name, 
Than Gscero, whofe every Breath was Fame: 
How Can fo great Example dye tn me, os 
That Alen, 1 fhould paufe to publifh thee? 
Who both their Graces in thy felf hatt more 
Out-ftript, ‘than they did all thae went before : 
And prefent worth in all doft fo contract, 
_ . As others fpeak, but only thou doft act. 
Wear this renown. °Tis juft, that who did give 
So:many Poers Life, by one fhould live, 
“ XC. 
Ox Mill, my Ladies Woman. 
Hen Mill firft came to Court, the unprofiting Foo), 
_ Unworthy fucha Miftref3, fuich a School, . 
Was dull, and long, ere fhe would go to Man: 
At laft, eafe, appetite, and cxample wan 
The nicer Thing to tafte her Ladies Page ; 
And, finding good fecurity in his Age, 


Ripe Statefinen, ripe :. They grow in every Street ; 
_ At fix and twenty, ripe. You fhall’em meer, 
And have ’em yield no favour, but of State. 
Ripe are their Ruffs, their Cuffs, their Beards, their Gate; 
And Grave as ripe, like meHow as their Faces. _ 
They know the States of Chrifendom, not the Places : 
Yet have they feen'the Maps, and bought’em too, 
' And underftand’em, as moft Chapmen do. 
The Counfels, Projects, Practices they know, © 
And what each Prince doth for Intelligence owe, 
And unto whom: They are the Almanacks 
For Twelve Years yet to come, what each Scate lacks) 
They earry in their Pockets Tacitus, - | 
And the Gazerts, or Gallo-Belgicus: =. 
And talk referv’d, lock’d up, and full of fear, 
_ Nay, ask you, how the Day goes in your Ear: 
Keep a Star-Chamber Sentence clofe, Twelve Days: _ 
And whifper what a Proclamation fays. 
They meet in Sixes, and at every Mart, 
Are fure to con’ the Catalogue by heart ; 
Or, every Day, fome one at Réysee’s looks, - % 
Or Bills, and there he buys the Names of Books. e 
They all get Porta, for the fundry ways bees 
To write in Cypher, and the feveral Keys, ee 
To ope’ the Character. They’ve found the flighe 
With Juice of Limons, Onions, Pifs, to write ; ' 
To break up Seals, and clofe’em. And they know, 
If che States make Peace, how it will go 
With England. All forbidden Books they get. 
And of the Powder-Plot, they will talk yet. 
At naming the French King, their Heads they fhake, 
And at the Pope, and Spain flight Faces make. 
Or *gainft the Bifhops, for the Brethren, rail, 
Much like thofe Brethren ; thinking to prevail 
Went on: and proving him ftill, day by day, With ignorance on us, as they have done | 
Difcern’d no ditference of his years,or play. rae On them: And therefore do not only fhun 
Not though that Hair grew brown,which once was amber, | Others more modeft, but contemn us too, 
And he grown Youth, was call’d to his LadiesChamber, | That know not fo ~ State, wrong, as they ri - 
Sees : OC é 
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To Sir John Ra cliffe. AA 


oo Lr 
H™ like a Column, Redcliffe, lefe alone | 
For the great mark of Virtue, thofe being gone 
Who did, alike with thee, thy Houfé up-bear, 
Stand’it thou, to fhew the Times what you all were ? 
Two bravely in the Battle fell, and dy’d, 
Upbraiding Rebels Arms, and barbarous Pride : 
‘And two, that would have faln as great, as they, 
The Belgick Fever ravifhed away. , 
Thou, that.art all their Valour, all their Spirit, 
And thine own goodnefs to increafe thy merit,- ~ 
Than whofe'I do not know a whiter Soul, 
Nor could 1, had J feen all Nature’s Roul, 
Thou yet remain’ft, unhurt, iri Peace, or War, 
Though not unprov’d: which fhews, thy Fortunes are 
Willing to éxpiate the Fault in thee, | 
Wherewith, againft thy Blood, they Offenders be. 


X CIV. 


' To Lucy Countefs of Bedford, with Mr.Donne’s 
Satyr Sa 


Ucy, you brightnefs of our Sphere, who are 
Life ofthe Mufes day, their morning Star! _ 
If Works (not th’Authors) their own Grace fhould look, 
Whofe Poems would not with to be your Book ? 
But thefe, defir’d’'by you, the Maker’s ends 
Crown with their own. Rare Poems ask rare Friends. 
Yet, Satyrs, fince the moft of Mankind be 
Their unavoided fubject, feweft fee: 
For none ere took that pleafure in Sins fenfe, 
But, when they heard it tax’d, took more offence. 
They, then, that living where the Matter is bred, 
Dare for thefe‘Poems, yet, both ask, and read, 
‘And like them too ; mutt necdfully, though few, 
Be of the beft : and *mongft thofe beft are you ; 
‘Lucy, you brightnefs of our Sphere, who are 
. athe Mufes evening, as their morning-Star. 
qe ss ee ae ee - J Ki 
oA “XCV.. . 
- Jo Sir Henry Savile. 
i my Religion fafe, I'durft embrace 
_ That ftranger Doctrine of Pythagoras, 
I fhould believe, ‘the Soul of Tacitus 7 
-Inthee, moft weighty Savile, liv’d to us: 
So haft thou rendred him in all his Bounds, 
And all his Numbers, both of Senfe, and Sounds. 
But when I read that fpecial Piece, rettor’d, 
Where Nero falls, and ‘Gafba is ador’d, 
To thine qwn proper I afcribe then more ; 
And gratulate che breach, I griev’d before : 
Which Fate (it feems) caus’d inthe Hiftory, | 
Only to boaft thy meric in fupply. _ oe 
O, would’ft thou add like hand, to all the reft: 
Or, better work! were thy glad Country bleit, 


{ ae oe 


776 To have her Story woven in thy thread ; 
fu}? rt 16/9" Minerva’s Loom was never richer {pread. 


[boK pr- For who can mafter thofe great parts like thee, 


That liv’ft from Hope, from Fear, from Faction free ; 
That haft thy Breaft fo clear of prefent Crimcs, — 

Thou need*ft not fhrink at voice of after-times ; 
Whofe knowledge claimeth at the Helm to ftand ; 

But, wifely, thrufts not forth’a forward band, - 
No more than Salaff in the Roman State : 

As, then, his canfe, his glory emulate. 
Although to write be leffer than to do, 

It is the nexc Deed, and a great one too. 


777We need a Man that knows the feveral graces 


Of Hiftory, and how to apr their places ; 
Where brevity, where fplendor, and where height, 
Where fweetnefs is required, and where weight; . 
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In Ircland. 


_| About his Form. What then fo fwells eachLjim 2 


\/6¢ 


We need a Man, Can {peak of the intents, 
The counfels, actions, orders, and events 


: pe Of State, and cenfuire them : we need his Pen 


Can write the Things, the Caufes, and the Men. 
But moft we need his Faith ( and all have you ) 


That dares not write Things falfe, nor hide Things truce. 


XCVI. 
Zo John Donne. 


. ALS Ah thes 
Ho fhall doubt, Donne, vere i be, A vy 


When I dare fend my Epigrams to thee? 
That fo alone canft judge, fo’ alone do’ft make : 
And, in thy cenfures, evenly, do’ft take 
As free fimplicity, to difavow, 
As thou haft beft Authority, tallow. 
Read all I fend : and, if I find but one : 
Mark’d by thy hand, and with the better Stone, 
My Tirle’s feal’d. Thofe thar for Claps do write, 
‘Let Pui’nees, Porters, Players praife delight, 
And, tillthey burft, their Backs, like Affes load: 
A Man fhould feek great glory, and not broad. 


XCVII. 
On the new Motion. 


- you yond’ Motion ? Not the old Fa-ding, — 
Nor Captain Pod, nor yet the Ekbam-thing ; 
But one more rare, and in the cafe fo new: 
His Cloak with orient Velvet quite lin’d through ; 
His rofie Tyes and Garters fo o’reblown, | 
By his each glorious Parcel to be known! 


778 


He wont was to encounter me, aloud, 


Where ere he met me; now he’s dumb, or proud. 


Know you the caufe? H’ has neither Land, nor Leafe, 


Nor bawdy Stock, that travels for Increae, 


| Nor Office in the Town, nor Place in Court, 


Nor ’bout the Bears, nor Noife to make Lords fport. 


| He is no Favorites Favorite, no dear truft 


Of any Madams, hath neadd ’Squires, and muft, 
Nor did the King of Dewmark hus falute, 

When he was here. ath he got a fite, 
Since he was gon, more than the one he wears. 

Nor are the Queens moft honor’d Maids by th’Ears 


Only his aya ps over-leaven’d him. 
buts TLS KOVINI : 
Nl. Se ype 
n. Maet-ajfydo0 Sir Thomas Roe. 
i he haft begun well, Roe, which ftand well too, ~ 
And I know nothing more thou haft to do. 
He that is round within himfelf, and ftreighe, 

Need feek no other ftrength, no other height; 
Fortune upon him breaks her felf, if ill, 

And what would hurt his Virtue, makes it frill. 
That thou at once, then nobly mayft defend 

With thine own courfe the judgment of thy Friend, 
Be always to thy gather’d felf che fame; 7 

And ftudy Confcience, more than thou would’ft Fame. 
Though both be good, the latter yet is worft, 

And ever is il] got without the firft. 


X CIX. 
Zo the Same. 


TT" thou haft kept thy Love, encreaft thy Will, 
Better’d thy truft to Letters ; that thy Skill; 

Haft taught thy felf worthy thy Pen to tread, — 
And that to write Things worthy to be read: 

How much of great Example wert thou, Roe, 
If Time to Facts, as unto Men would owe? 

But much it new avails, what’s done, of whom: 
The felf-fame Deeds, as diverfly they come, 


From 
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Epigrams. 


From Place, or Fortune, are made high, or low, 
And even the Praifers judgment fuffers fo. 
Well, though thy Name lefs than our great Ones be, 
Thy Fact is more: let Truth encourage thee. VAL. 


=. ALi postr 
On Play-wrigthtZp/ 4034 he 
Pers by chance, hearing fo oys Phad wii, 


Cry’d to my Face, they were th’Elixir of Wit 3 
And I muft now believe him: for, to Day, a“ 
ve of my Jefts, then ftoln, paft hima Play. | 
/ 


Ci. fllerey MWe ved é | 
Inviting a Friend to Supper. | 


SN Night, grave'Sir, both my poor Houfe, and f 
. Do equally defire your Company: — : 
Not that we think us worthy fuch a Gueft, 
, But that your worth will dignifie our Feaft, 
‘With thofe that come ; whofe Grace may make that feem 
Something, which, elfe, could hope for no efteem.. 
It is che fair Acceptance, Sir, creates 


o 


But thou, whofe Noble keeps one Stattire fill, -” 
And one true Pofture, though befieg’d with ill — 
Of what Ambition, Faction, Pride can raife;* 
Whofe life, ev’n they, that envy it, muft praife ; 
That°are fo reverenc’d, as thy coming in, 
But in the view, doth interrupt their Sin; , 
Thou muft draw more: and they, that hope to fee. 
The Common-wealth ftill fafe, muft ftudy thee: 


CII f. | 
To Mary Lady Wroth. 


Ho well, fair Crown of your fair Sex, might he; 
That but che ewilight of your Sprite did fee, 
And noted for what Flefh fuch Souls were fram’d, 
_ Kngw you to be a Sydney, though unnam’d ? 
‘And: being nam’d, how little doth that Name | 
- Need any Mujes Praife to give it Fame? — 
Which is, it felf, the Jprefe of the great, _ 
And glory of them all, but to repeat - 
Forgive me then, if mine but fay you are 
A Sydney: but in that excend as far 


7£2 


The Entertainment perfect : not the Cates, /MacO“A. As lowdeft Praifers, who perhaps would find 


Yet fhall you have, to rettifie your Palate, 
An Olive, Capers, or fome better Sallad 
Ufh’ring the Mutton ; with a fhort-leg’d Hen, 
If we can get her, full of Eggs, i then, 
Limons, and Wine for Sauce: to thefe, a Coney 
Is not to be defpair’d of, for our Money ; | 
‘And, though Fowl, now, be fcarce, yet there are Clarks, 
The Sky not falling, think we may have Larks. 
Pl! cell you of more, and lye, fo you will come : 
Of Partridg, Pheafant, Wood-cock, of which fome 
May yet be there ; and Godwit if we can: 


77% Knat, Rail, and Ruff too. How fo ere, my Man 
785 Shall read a Piece of Virgil, Tacitus, Va deoms s. 


Livy, or of fome better Book to us, 
Of which we'll fpeak our Minds, amidft our Meat; 
And Pl profefs no Verfes to repeat: 
771To this, if ought appear, which I_ know not of, 
That will the Paftry, not my Paper, fhow of. 
Digeftive Cheefe, and Fruit there fure will be; 
But that, which moft doth take my A4ufe, and me, 
Is a pure Cup of rich Canary Wine, | 
781 « Which is the Mermaids, now, but fhall be mine: - 
Of which had Horace, or Anacreon tafted, 
Their Lives, as do their Lines, till now had lafted. 
Tabacco, Nectar, or the The{pian Spring, 
Are all but Luther’s Beer, to this I fing. 
Of this we will fisp free, but moderately, 
And we will have no Pooly’, or Parrot by ; 
Nor fhall our Cups make any guilty Men : 
But, at our parting, we will be, as when 
We innocently met. No fimple Word, | 
That fhall be utter’d at our mirthful Board, . 
Shall make us fad next Morning: or affright 
Tue Liberey, chat we'll enjoy to Night. 


CII. 
792 3. = To William Earl of Pembroke. ,._ 


Do but Name thee Pembroke, and I find 
' Te is an Epigram, on all Mankind ; — 
Againft the bad, bur of, and to the good : | 
Both which are ask’d, to have thee underftood. 
Nor could the Age have mift thee, in this ftrife 
Of Vice, and Virtue; wherein all great Life 
Almoft, is exercis’d = and fcarce one knows, 
To which, yet, of the fides himfelf he owes. 
They follow Virtue, for reward, to day ; 
To morrow Vice, if fhe give better pay: 
And are fo good, or bad, juft at a price, 
_. As nothing elfe difcerns the Virtue’ or Vice, 
ogee acct Ne = eon «ON 
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| My Praife is plain, 


For every part a Character affign’d. 
and where fo ere profeft, - 


Becomes none more than you, who need it leaft. 
; ¢ 


CIV. 
To Sufan Counter of Montgomery. 


6406-9. 


7S 


\ N 7Ere they that nam’d you, Prophets? Did they fee, 
’ Even in the dew of Grace, what you would be? 
Or did our Times require it, to behold 
A new Sufanna, equal to that old? — 
Or, becaufe fome fcarce think that Story true, _ a 
. To make thofe Faithful, did the Fates fend you? 
And to your Scene lent no lefs dignity. 
Of Birth, of Match, of Fortn, of Chaftity ? 
Or, more than born for the Comparifon. 
Of former Age, or.Glory of our own, | 
Were you advanced, paft thofe Times to be | 
The light, and mark unto Pofterity? 
Judge they, that can: Here I have rais’d to fhow 
A Picture, vvhich the World for yours muft know, 
And like it too ; if they look equally " 
If not, *tis fic for you, fome fhould extvy. 


~ 


cv. 
Yo Mary Lady Wrottt 


~~: 
e 
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\ 
Mi“ had all Antiquity been loft, 
All Hiftory feald up, and Fables croft : 
That we had left us, nor by Time, nor Place, 
Leaft mention of a Nympb, a Mufe, a Grace; 
But even their Names were to be made a-new, 
Who could not but create them all, from you‘ 
He, that but faw you wear the vvheaten Hat, 
Would call you more than Ceres, if not that : 
And, dreft in Shepherds tyre, who would not fay: 
You were the bright OEone, Flora, or May ¢ 
If Dancing, all-avould cry th’ Idalian Queen 
_ Were leading forth ehe Graces on the Green ; 
‘And, armed to the Chafe, fo bare her bow 
Diana’alone, fo hit, and hunted fo. 
There’s none fo dull, that for your ftyle would ask, 
That faw you put on Pallas plumed Cask : 
Or,. keeping your due ftatc, that would not cry; 
' There. Funo fat, and yet no Peacock by. 
So are-you. Natures Index, and reftore, 
". Byour elf, all Treafure loft of th’Age before, 
i Bas " ® F Pp 2 : " 
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To Sir Edward Herbert. — 


F Men get Name, for fome one Vertue :. Then, 
What Man art thou, that art fo many Men, 

All-virtuous Herbert ! on whofe every part 

Truth might {pend all her Voice, Fame all her Art. 
Whether thy Learning they would take, or Wit, 

Or Valour, or thy Judgment feafoning it, 
Thy ftanding Upright to thy felf, thy Ends 

Like ftraight, chy Piety to God, and Friends: 
Their latter praifé would ftill the greateft be, 

And yet, they, all together, lefs than thee. 


~—6CVII. 
To Captain Hungry. 


oa he wer SZ- 
© what you come for, Captain, with your News ; 
That’s, fit, and eat : do nof my Ears abufe. 
I oft look on falfe Coin, to know’t from true : 
Not that I love it, more, than I will you. 
Tell the grofs Dutch thofe grofler Tales of yours, 
How great you were with their two Emperours ; 
And yet are with their Princes: Fill them full 
Of your Moravian Horfe, Venetian Bull. 
Tell them, what parts you’ve tane, whence run away, 
* What States you’ve gull’d,and which yct keeps yo’in pay. 
.Give them your Services, and Embaffies 
In Ireland, Holland, Sweden; pompous lies 
_ In Hangary, and Poland, Turky too ; 
What at Ligorn, Rome, Florence you did do : 
And, in fome Year, all thefe together heap’d, | 
For which there muft more Sea, and Land be leap’d, 
If but to be beliew’d you have the hap, - 
Then cana Flea at twice skip ich? Map. 
Give your young States-men, (that firft make you drunk, 
And then lye with you, clofér, than a Punk, - 
For news) your Vile-royes, and Silleries, 
lanin’s, your Nuncio’s, and your Tuileries, 
Your Arch-Dukes Agents, and your Beringhams, 
That are your words of credit. Keep your Names 
Of Hannow, Shieter-buiffen, Popenbeim, 
Hans-[piegle, Rosteinberg, and Bouter{heim, 
For your next Meal ; this you are fure of. Why 
Will you part with them, here, unthriftily ? 
‘* Nay, now you puff, tusk, and draw up your Chin, 
Twirl the poor Chain you run a feafting in. 
Come, be not angry, you are Hungry ; eat ; 
Do what you come for, Captain, There’s your Meat. 


CVIIL 4 us whom L504 
Zo True Soldiers. pete pAfhoo 


Trength of my Country, whilft I bring to view 
Such as are mifs-call’d Captains, and wrong you; 
And your high Names : I do defire, that thence | 
Be nor put on you, nor you take offence. 
I fwear by your true Friend, my Mufe, J love 
Your great Profeflion; which I once, did prove: 
And did not fhame it with my actions, then, 
No more, than I dare now do, with my Pen. 
He that not trufts me, having vow’d thus much, 
But’s angry for the Caprain, ftill: is fuch. 
| hd. wn frre 
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' ’ ] Ho now calls on thee, Nevil, isa Maufe, Aes 
That ferves nor Fame, nor Titles ; but dott ch e 


To Sir Henry Nevil. *7p-77. 77 


ee 


Epigrams 


Of fervice to the Publick, when the end 

Is private gain, which hath long guile to Friend. 
Thou rather ftriv’t the matter to poflefs, 

And elements of honour, than the drefs ; 


To make thy lent Life good againtt the Fates: 
2 And firft to know’ thine own ftate, then the States. 


‘To be-the fame in root, thou art in height ; 


. And that thy. Soul fhould give thy Fleth her weight. 
Go on, and doubt not, what Pofterity, 
Now Ihave fung thee thus, fhall judg of thee. | 
Thy Deeds, unto thy Name, will prove new Wombs, 
Whilt others toil for Titles to their Tombs. 

eNe ; 
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C X. 


Zo Clement Edmonds, on his Cecfar’s Commentaries 78 
: obferved, and tranflated. 7 
Ot Czfar’s Deeds, nor all his Honours won, 
In thefe Weft-parts, nor when that War was done, 7é& 
The Name of Pompey for an Enemy, 
Cato’s to boot, Rome, and her Libertv, 
“All yielding to his Fortune, nor, the while, 
To Have engrav’d thefe Acts, with his own ftile, 
And that fo ftrong and dcep, as’t might be thought, 
He wrote, with the fame Spirit that he fought, — 
Nor that his work liv’d in the hands of Foes, — 
Unargued then, and yet hath Fame from thofe ; 
Not all thefe, Edmonds, or what elfe put too, 
Can fo (peak Cefar, as thy Labours do. 
For, where his Perfon liv’d {carce one,juft Age, 
And that, midft Envy, and Parts; then fell by rageq 
His Deeds too dying, but in Books ( whofe Good 
How few have read ! how fewer underftood ? ) 
Thy learned Hand, and true Promethean Art | 
( As-by a new Creation ) part by part, 
In every Counfel, Stratagem, Defign, — 
Action, or Engine, worth a Note of thine, 
T’all future time, not only doth reftore 
His life, but makes, that he can dye no more. 


CXI. 
Zo the Same; on the Same. 


WE Edmonds, reads thy Book, and doth not fee- 
What th’antick Soldiers were, the modern be? 

Wherein thou fhew’ft, how much the latter ares 
Beholding to this Mafter of the War;- ~ 

And that, in action, there ts nothing néw, 
More, than to vary what our Elders knew : 

Which all, but ignorant Caprains, will confefs : 
Nor to give Ca/ar this, makes ours the lefs. 

Yet thou, perhaps, fhale mect fome Tongues will grutch, 
That to the World thou fhould’ft reveal fo much, 

And thence, deprave thee, and thy Work. To thof¢ 
Cafar ftands up, as from his Urn late rofe, 

By thy great help: and doth proclaim by me, 
They murther him again, that envy thec. 


CXITI. | 
M avftre. To a weak Gamefter in Poetry. Weifder ? 


thy fmall Stock, why art thou vent’ring full, 


at’ 


1 Vth 
At this fo fubrle Sport: and play’ft fo ill? 


Think*ft thou it is meer Fortune, chat can win? 

Or thy rank fetting? that thou dar’ft put in 
Thy all, ae all: and what fo ere I do, 

Art fill ac that, and think’ft co blow me’ up too? 
I cannot for the Stage a Drama lay, 

Tragick, or Comick ; but thou writ’ft the Play. 


Where Virtue makes them both, and that’s in thee : 4% | I leave thee there, and giving way, intend 


Where all is fair, befide thy Pedigree. 
Thou art not one, feek’it miferies with hop 
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An Epick Poem ; thou haft the fame end. 
I modeftly quit that, and think to write, — 
Next mosn, an Ode: Thou mak’ft a Song e’re: Night- 
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Defcrib’d it’s thus: Defin’d would you it have ? 
Then, The Towns honeft Man’s her erranv’it Knave. 


— CXVE 

To Sir William Jephfon. ' 
Erbin, thou Man of Men, to whoft lov’d Name 
2 All Gentry, yet, owe part of their beft Flame! 


So did thy Virtue ’inform, thy Wit fuftain cs 
That Age, when.thou ftood’ft up the Mafter-brain : 


; Thou wert the firft, mad’ft Merit know her ftrength, 
CXIIL. Zhi. ot iy a |. And thofe that lack’d it, to fufpect at length, 
Zo Sit Thomas Overbury. we, 


*T was not entayl’d on Title. That fome Word 
) ns Might ‘he found out as good, and not my Lerd. 
, urG0 Phebus make me worthy of his Bays, £: P)»\ That, Nature no fuch difference-had impreft 
7°" ‘ASbutito (peak thee, Overbury, is praife: ;| InMen, but every braveft was the beft: 
¢ $So* where thow liv’ft, thou mak’f life underftood ! That Bloud not Minds, but Minds did Bloud adorn: 
- Where, what makes others great, doth keep thee good: 
think, the Fate of Court thy coming crav’d, 7.670. 


And to live great, was better, than great born. ° | 
Thefe were thy knowing Arts: which who doth now 
That the Wit there, and Manners might be fav’d: 7. 
For fince, what Ignorance, what Pride is fied! 


Vertuoufly practife, muft at leaft allow : 
Them in, if not, from rhee; or muft commit 
And Letters, and Humanity in the ftead! | 
Repent thee not of thy fair Precedent, . 


J pafs to Elegies; Thou meet’ft me there: 
To Satyrs ; and thou doft purfue me. Where, 
Where fhalll *fcape thee ? in an Epigram ? 
O, (thou cry’ft out )thatis thy proper Game. 
Troth, ifitbe, I pity thy if] luck; 
That both for wit, and fenfe, fo oft doft pluck, 
And never are encounter’d, I confefs : © : 
* Nor fcarcé doft colour for it, which is lefs. 
Pr’y thee, yet fave thy reft; give o’rc in time: 
There’s no vexation, that can make thee prime. 
. | Md footy Sp. 100 gf 
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A defperate Solcecifm in Truth and Wit. 


Could makefuch Men, and fuch a Place repent: - OCXVIT. 
Nor may’ any fear, to lofe of their Degree, : On. Grovne 
Who’in fuch:ambition can but follow thee. oe a 


Royne, corne of Age, his State fold out ofhand 
~ For?his Whore : Groyne doth ftill occupy his land, 


CXVIIL 


On Gut. 


UT eats all Day, and lechers all the Nighr, 
So all his Meat he tafteth ‘over, twice: __ 
And, ftriving fo to double his delight, 
He makes himfelf a thorough-fare of-Vice, — 
Thus, in his Belly, can he change a Sin, - 
Luft it comes out,. that Gluttony went in. 


CXIX. 
Zo Sir Ralph Shelton. ° F VA . er 


Ot he that flies the Court for want of Cloths, Pas A jh : 
Ni At Hunting rails, having no gift in Oaths, 79h 
Cries out ’gainft, Cocking fince be cannot bet, Fee ue 
Shuns Preafe, for two main Caufes, Pox, and Debt, 777 
With me can merit more, than that good Man, 

Whofe Dice not doing well, to ’a Pulpit ran. 

No, Shelton, give me thee, canft want all thefe, 

But doft it out of Judgment, not Difeafe ; 

Dar’ft breath in any Air; and with fafe Skill, 

Till thou canft find che beft, chufe the leaft ill, 
That to the Vulgar can’ft thy felf apply, 

Treading a better path, not contrary ; 

| And, in their Errors maze, thine own way know 

Which is to live to confcience, not to fhow. 
He, that, bur living half his Age, dyes fuch ; 


Makes the whole longer, than ’twas given him, much; 
CXX, 
An Epitaph on S.P. a Child of Q. Eliz. Chappel. 


VV EP with me all you that read 
‘This little Story : 


: 5 Mehe> 
CXIV, quire Cemy 


— eee (baal. 
Zo Mrs. Philip Sydney. 
as believe fome Miracles ftill be, , 
¢ - When Syduey’s.Name I hear, or Face I fee: 
-Ear.Cupid, who (at firft) took vain delight, 
. Jn meer Oyt-forms, until he loft his Sight, 
Hath chang’d his Soul, and made his Object you: 
.. Where finding fo much Beauty met with Virtue, ° 
He hath not only gain’d himflf his Eyes, 
But, in your love, made. all his Servants wife. L 
Ro es , : @ 
eae Fe — A 294, 
On the Towns honef? Man.” 
. a ree 
Ou wonder, who this is! and, why I name. 
. Him not, aloud, chae boafts fo good a Fame : 
Naming fo many, too! But, ; this is one, : 
Suffers no Name, but a Defcription : a 
Being no-vitious Perfon, but the Vice 7 | 
About the Town; and known too, at that price. . 
A fabtle Thing, that doth Affections win , 
By fpeaking well o’th’ Company it’s in. 
ae Talks loud; and bawdy, hasa gather’d deal 5 
' Of News, and Noife, to fow out a long Meal. 
735 Can come ffom Tripoly, leap Stools, and Wink, 
| Do all, that — to the Anarchy of Drink, 
- Except the Due... Can fing Songs, and Catches ; 
Give every one his Dofe of Mirth : and watches. 
Whofe Name’s-unwelcome to the prefent ear, - 
And him it lays on; if he be not there. 7 
Tells of him, all the Tales, ic felf chen makes; _ 
_ But, if it fhall be queftion’d, undertakes, — 
Ie will deny afl ;. and forfwear it too: 74 
Not ¢hat it fears, but will|have to do wrt ei 
With fucha one, And therein keeps it’s Word. 
Twill fee it’s Sifter naked, ere a Sword. 


At every Meal, where it doth Dine, or Sup, And know from whom a Tear you fhed 
The Cloth’s no fooner gon, but it gets up Death's felf is forry. | 
And fhifting of it’s Faces, doth plagymore —. Twas a Child, thae {0 did thrive 
__ Parts than th’Italian could do, with his Dore. In Grace, and Feature, 
Acts ss a and in the fit | As Heaven and Nature feem’d to ftrive 
Of miming, gets th’Opinion of a Wit. Which own’d the Creature. " 
Executes Men in Picture. By defect, 7 Years he numbred {€arce Thirteen 
From friendfhip, is its own Fames architect. When Fases turn’d cruel, 
An Ingineer, in Slanders, of all Fafhions, —_- - | Yet thtee fill’d Zodiacks had he been 
That feeming Praifes, are yet Accufations. The Stages Jewel ; 4 3 
— n 
Ne. s, ee ae ; oe ee) SY. 
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And did aét ( what now we moan ) 
Old Men fo duly, | 

As, footh, the Perce thought him one, 
He play’d fo truly. 

So, byErrortohisFate 
They all confented ; 

But viewing him fince (alas, too late ) 
They have repented ; | 

birth )- 


/ 


And have fought (to give new 
In Baths to fteep him; | 
But, being fo much too good for Earth, 
: Heaven vows to keep him: 
CX XI. 1554 
yj bowin 
ow, | 


To Benjamin Rudyerd.//.142% 
forten Ne 


Rw as lefler Dames to great ones ule, 
My lighcer comes, to kif thy learned Muse ; 
~ ‘Whofe better Studies while fhe emulates, 
She learns to know long difference of their ftates. 
Yet is the Office not to be defpis’d, 
If only Love fhould make the Action priz’d: 
Nor he, for Friendfhip,to be rhoughe unfit, | 
That ftrives,his Manners fhould proceed his Wit. 


CX XII. 
To the Same. 


F I would with, for Truth, and not for Show, 
- The aged Saturn’s Age, and Rites to know ; 
If I would ftrive to bring back Times, and try 
The World’s pure Gold, and wife Simplicity ; 
If I would Virtue fet, as fhe was young, 
And hear her {peak with one, and her firft Tongue ; 
If holieft Friendfhip, naked to the Touch, 
J would reftore, and keep it ever fuch ; 
Ineed no other Arts, but ftudy Thee : 
Who prov'f, all thefe were, and again may be. 


CXXIII. 
To the Same. 


WW Riting thy Self, or judging others Writ, - 
___ [know not which th’haft moft, Candor, or Wit: 
But 6oth th’haft fo, as who affects the State 
2Of the beft Writer, and Judge, fhould emulate. 


| CXXIV. 
Epitaph on Elizabeth, L. H. 


W Oulat thou hear, what Man can fay 
"Ina little? Reader, ftay. 
Underneath this Stone doth lie 
As much Beauty, as could die: 
Which in Life did Harbor give 
To more Virtue, than doth live. 
If, at all, She had a Faule, 
Leave it buried in this Vault. — 
One Name was Elizabeth, 
_ ° Th’other let it fleep with Death : 
Fitter, where it dyed, to tell, 
Than thatit liv’d at all. Farewell. 


 CXXV. 
To Sir William Uvedale. 


V>dale, thou Piece of the firft Times, a Man 
. Made for what Nature could, or Vertue can; 
Both whofe Dimenfions, loft, the World might find 
Reftored in thy Body, and thy Mind ! 
Who fees a Soul, in fuch a Body fet, 
_ Might love the Treafure for the Cabinet. 
But I, no Child, no Fool, refpect the kfhd, 
_ (The full, the flowing Grages there enfhrin’d ) 


4: 


_ 


. 
e 


7 


~= 


au a 


Fpigrams. 


Which (would the World not mi(cali’c, Flaetery ) 
I could adore, a!moft v'Idolatry ) 


CXXVI. 
To kis Lady, then Mrs. Cary: 


|S deans purpofe your fair Worth to praife; 
, *Mongft on Shades, and Phebus Grove of 
I pluck’d a Branch; the jealous god did frown, (Bayes, 
And bad me lay th’ufurped Lawrel down : 
Said | wrong’d him, and ( which was more ) his Love, 
I anfwer’d, Daphne now no Pain can prove. 
Phebus replied. Bold Head, it is not She: 
Cary'my Love is, Daphne but my Tree. _ 


s 
Oe ae acne, 
Ox XVID Got MSL ope. 
Jo Efme, Lord Aubigny. Y- 


[° there aHope, that Man would thankful be, t 
if I fhould fail, in Gratitude, to thee 
To whom I am fo bound, low’d Aubigny ? 
No, I do, therefore, call Po/tersty 
Into the debt ; and reckon on her head, 
How full of want, how fwallow’d up, how dead 
I, and this Adufe had been, if thou hadft not 
Lent timely Succors, and new Life begot 
So, af] Reward, or Name, that grows to me 
By her attempt, thall ftill be owing thee. oo 
And,than this fame, I know no abler way 
-To thank thy Benefits: which is,to pay. 
To thank thy > ‘Ly Zu , 
CXXVINLY ZR ZK 4s 
ogee a, ae a, Sr ¢- 
Jo William Roe. Li 
OE (and my joy to name ) th’art now, to Zo 
, Countries,and Climes,Manners,and Mento kftow, 
T’ extract, and chufe the beft of all chefe known, — 
And thofe to turn to blood,and make thiné own. 
May. Winds as foft as breath of kiffing-Friends, 
_. Attend thee hence ; and there, may all thy Ends, 
‘As the Beginnings here, prove purely fweet, 
And perfect in a Circle always meet. 
So, when we, bleft wich thy Return, fhall fee 
Thy felf, with thy firft thoughts, brought home by thee, 
We each to other may this Voice infpire ; 
This is chat good «£neas, paft through Fire, 
Through Seas, Storms, Tempefts: and imbarqu’d for Hell, 
Came back untouch’d. This Man hath travell’d well. 


CXXIX. 
To Edward Filmer, on his Muftcal Work dedicated te 7 
| the Queen. Anno 1629. « : 
\W Hat charming Peals are thefe, 
That, while they bind the Senfes, dao pleafe ? 
They are the Marriage-rites ~ 
Of two, the choiceft Pas of Man’s delights, 
Mufigque and Poe fie: | 
French ir, and Englith Ver/e, here wedded lie. 
Who did this Knot compofe, 
Again hath brought the Lily to the Rofe ; 
And, with their chained Dance, 


Recelebrates the joyful Match with France. 
They areaScholtowin si, :. 
glith in; 


The fair French Daughter to lears En 
And, graced with her Song, 
To make the Language /sveet upon her tongue: 
CxXxXx. | 
J. fed. off ae 
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To Mime. 


That fcarce the Town defigneth any Featft 
To which thon’rt not a Week, befpoke a Gueft ; 

That ftill thou’rt made the Suppers Flay, the Drum, 
The very Call, to make all others come: == 

Think’ft chou Aime, this is great? or, that they ftrive 
Whofé noife fhall keep thy Adiming moft alive, 

Whilft chou doft raife fome Player, trom the Grav 
Out-dance the Babion, or out-boaft the Brave ; ¢ 

Or ( mounted ona Stool ) thy Face doth hit ¢<‘<«-7- 
On fome new Gefture, that’s imputed Wit? 

O, run not proud of this. Yet,take thy due. %, e 
‘Thon dof out-zany Cokely, Pod ; sed Gue: A: bit 

( | And thine own Coriat too. But ( would’ft thou fee ) 

(Mén Tove tite not Tor this: They laugh at thee. 


CXXXI. 
Zo Alphonfo Ferrabofco, on his Book. 


719 
a urge, my lov’d Alphon/o, that bold Fame, 
Of building Towns, and making wild Beafts tame, 
‘Which Mu/ick had ; or {peak her known Effects, 
That fhe removeth Cares, Sadnefs ejects, 
Declineth Anger, perfuades Clemency, 
. Doth fwecten Mirth, and heighten Piety, 
‘And is t’a Body, often, if] inclin’d, 
No lefs.a fov’raign Cure, than to the Mind ; 
T’ alledge, that greateft Men were not afham’d, 
Of old, even by her Practice to be fam’d ; 
Lo fay, indeed, fhe were the Soul of Heaven, __ 
That the eight Sphere, no lefs, than Planets feven, 
Mov’d by her order, and the ninth more high, 
Including ail, were thence call’d Harmony : 
J, yet, had utter’d nothing on thy part, 
When thefe were but the praifes of the Arr. 
| But when I have faid, the Proofs of allthcfebe 
| Shed in thy Sqngs; ’cis true : but fhort of thee.” 


oe OXXXIL AiG O77 
ae : : arg LEUN- 
) To the Sane aye. 


Hen we do give, Alphonfo, ta, che Light, | 
' A Work of ours, we part with our awn Right ; 
For, then, all mouths will judge, and their own way : 
The Learn’d have no more Priviledge, than the Lay. . 
‘And though we Could all Men, afl Cenfures hear, 
We ought not give them tafte, we had an Ear. 
For, if che hum’rous World will take ar large, 
They fhould be Fools, for me, at their own charge. 


a 


For Fame, with breath foon kindled, foon blown out. 
"CX XXHI. 


229 _, Ze Mr. Johhua Sylvefter. 
F to admire were to commend, my praife._ 
Might then both thee, thy Work and Merit raife : 
But, as it is ( the Ciild of Ignorance, 
And utter-Srranger to all Air of France ) 
How can | {peak of thy great pains, but err? 
Since they cén only judge that can confer. [ 
Behold! the revérend fhade o as Ttands 
Before my thought, and (¢ in thy right ) commands 
That to the World I publifh, for him, this; 
Bartas doth wifh thy Englith now were bis. 
So well in chat are his Inventions wrought, 
. - - As his will now be the Tranjflarion thought, 
Shine the Original ; and France {hall boat, 
| No more; thofe Maiden Glories the hath loft. 


Epigrams. 


‘| From Venice, Pars, or fome Inland paflage 
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‘On the Famous Voyage. 


TO more let Greece her bolder Fables tell 


e, Of Hercules, or Thefeas going to Hell, 
Ao, Orpheus, 


Ulyffes: or the Latine Mufe, 
With Tales of Troy’s juft Knight, our Faith’s yy a g 


We have a Shelton, and a Heyden got, A bers | 
Had power to act, what they to fain‘had not: ° 


‘| All, chac they boaft of Styx, of Acheron, 


Cocytus, Phlegeton, our have prov’d in one; 
The fileh, ftench, noife : fave only what was there 

Subrly diftinguifh’d, was confufed here. 
Their Wherry had no Sail, too; ourshad none : 

And in it, two more horrid Knaves, than Charon. 
Arfes were heard to croak, in ftead of Frogs ; 

And for one Cerberas, the whole Coaft was Dogs. 
Furies there. wanted not : each Scold was ten. 

And, for the Cryes of Ghoffs, Women, and Men, 
Laden with Plague-fores, and their Sins, were heard, 


. Lafh’d by their Confciences, to die affeard. 
| Then lec the former Age, with this content her, 


She brought the Poets forth, but ours th? Adventer. 


The Voyage It Self. Si GiGi: 


a tein 
Sing the brave Adventure of two Wights, hd eee 
And pity *tis, I cannoc call °em Knights : . 
One was ; and he, for Brawn, and Brain, right able @7™* vier 


To have been ftyled of King Arthur’s Table. Be 
The other was a Squire, of fair degree; Co: yx KM 
a 


But, inthe Action, greater Man than he: Le Vo v &/ 
Who gave, to take at his Return from Hel, > gt 
His three for one. Now, Lordlings, liften well. Be 72 re ° 

It was the day, what time the powerful Moos Yd le te 
Makes the poor Bank(ide Creature wet it’Shoon, 


In it?own Hall ; when thefe ( in worthy Scorn 
Of thofe, that put out Monies, on Return 


Of fix times to and fro, without Embaffage, f) 
Or he that backward went to Berwick, or which fany? ae 
Did dance the famous Morris, unto Norwich ) La As a 

| At Bread(reets Mermaid, having dintd, and merry,’ 4% sxe, vir o~ 
Propos’d to go to HoPborn in a Wherry : we Corals Sf CLE 
A harder task, than either his to Briffo’, g- 


Or his to Antwerp. Therefore, once more, lift ho’. 
A Dock there is, that called is Avernme, 

Of fome Bridewel, and may, in time, concern us 

All, that are Readers: But, methinks *tis od, 

That all this while I have forgot fome god, 

Or goddefs to invoke, td ftuff my Verfe; 

Arid with both Bombard-ftile, and Phrafe, rehearfe 


| The many perils of this Port, and how — 


Sans’help of Syb#, or a golden Bough, 
Or magick Sacrifice, they paft along! 
Alcides, be thou fuccouring to my Sor 

Thou’ft feen Hell (fome fay) and know’ft afl Nooks there, 


| Canft tell me beft, how every Fury looks there, 


And art a god, if Fame thee not abufes, 

Always at hand, to aid the merry Mufes. : 
Great Club-fit, tho’ thy Back, and Bones be fore, 
Sall, with thy former Labours ; yet, once more, 
Act a brave Work, call it thy laft Adventry : 

But hold my Torch, while I defcribe the entry 

To this dire paflage. Say thou ftop thy No: 

Tis but light pains : Indeed this Dock’s no Rofe. . 

In the firft Jaws appear’d that ugly Monfter, 
Ycleped Aud, which, when their Oars did once ftir, 
Belch’d forth an Air, as hot, as at the Mufter. 

Of all your Night-tubs, when the Carts. do clufter, 
Who fhall difcharge firft his merdurinous Load : 
Thorow her Womb they make their famous Road, 


Q- iat : 
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Berween two Walls; where, en one fide, to ftar Men, 
Were feen your ugly Cestasrs , ye call Carmen, 
Gorgonian Scolds, and Harpys: on the other 
Hung Stench, Difeafes, and old Filth, their Mother, 
With Famine, Wants, and Sorrows many a Dofen, 

The leaft of which was to the Plague a Cofen. 

But they unfrighced pafs, tho? many a Privy 

Spake to:chem louder, than the Ox in Lévy ; 

And many a Sink pour’d out her Rage anenf?em ; 

But ftill cheir Valor, and their Virtue fenc’t ’em, 

And, on they wenr, like Cajfor brave, and Pollux : . 
Plowing the Main. When, fee ( the worft of all Lucks ) 
They met the fecond Prodigy, would fear a 

Man, that had never heard of a Chimera. 

One faid, Ir was bold Briarexzs, or the Beadle, 

( Who hath the hundred Hands when he doth meddle ) 
The other thought it Hydra, or the Rock —, 

Made of the Trull, that cut her Father’s Lock : 

But, coming near, they found it buta Liter, 

_ So huge, it feem’d, they could by nomeans quit her. 
Back, cry’d their Brace of Charons : thcy cry’d, No, 
No going back ; on ftill youRogues, and row. 
How hight the place? A Voice was heard, Cocytas. — 
Row clofé chen Slaves. Alas, they will befhire us, 


Epigrams. 


And that ours did. For, yet, no Nare was tainted, 

Nor Thumb, ‘nor Finger to the Stop acquainted, 

But open, ahd unarm’d, ecncounter’d all: 

Whether it Janguifhing {tuck upon the Wall; 

Or were precipitated down the Jakes, 

And, after, fwum abroad in ample Flakes, | 

Or, that itlay, heap’d like ari Ufurer’s Mats, 

All was to them the fame, they were to pais, 

And fo they did, from Styx, to Acheron: 

The ever-boiling Flood. Whofe Banks upon 

Your Fleet-Lane Furies ; and hot Cooks do dwell, 

That, with Still-fcalding Steems, make the place Hel. 

The Sinks ran Greafe, and Hair of mmeazled Hogs, 

The Heads, Houghs, Entrails, and the Hydes of Dogs: 

For, to fay truth, what Scullion is fo nafty, 

To put the Skins, and Offal in a Pafty? 

Cats there lay divers had been flead and rofted, | 

And, after mouldy grown, again were tofted, " 

Then felling not, a Difh was ta’ne to mince’em, | 

Bue ftill, it feem’d, the ranknefs did convinee’em: 

For, here they were thrown in with th’ melted Pewter, 

Yet drown’d rhey not. They had five Lives in future. .- 

79 | 

But *mongft thefe T:berts, who do you think there was? 

Old Banks the Jugler , our Pythagoras, | -—_ 


Over yoorHeads: Well, row. At thisa loud 


. Crack did report itfelf, as if aCloud 


Had burft with Storm, and down fell, ab Excel/is, 
Poor Mercury, crying out on Paracelfus, 

And all his Followers, that bad fo ‘abus'd‘him: 
And, in fo fhitten fort, fo long had us’d him: 

For (where he was the god of Eloquence, 


_ And fubtiley of Metals) they difpenfe 


Of Worfhip, th 


: White, Black, Blue, Green,and in more Forms out-ftarted, 


His Spirits, now, in Pills, and eke in Potions, 
Suppofitories, Cataplafms, and Lotions. 


But many Moons there fhall not wane ( quoth he ) 


(In the mean time, let em imprifon me ) 

But I will {peak (and know I fhall be heard) © 
Touching this Caufe, where they will be affeard 
To anfwer me. And fure, it was th’intent 

Of the grave Fart, late let in Parliament, 

Had it been feconded, and not in Fume 
Vanifh’d away « as you muft all prefime 

Their’ Mercury did now. By this, the Steme 

Of the Hulk rouch’d, and, as by Polypheme _ 
The fly Ulyffes ftole in a Sheep-skin, 

The well-greas’d Wherry now had got between, 
And bade her. Farewel! Sough, unto the Lurden : 
Never did Bottom more betray her Burden ; 

The Meat-boat of Bears-Colledge, Pars-Garden, 
Stunk not fo ill; nor, when the kift, Kate Arden. 
Yet, one day in the year, for fweer ’tis voye’e 
And that is when it is the Lord Mayor’s Foift. 

By this time had they reach’d the Stygian Pool, 
By which the Maffers fwear, when on the Stool 
their nodding Chins do hit 
Againft their Brealts. Here, fev’ral Ghofts did flit 
About the fhore, of Farts, but late departed, 


Than all thofé Atoms Ridiculous, 


"74 Whereof old Desocrite, and Hsll Nicholas, 


One faid, the other fWore, the World confifts. 
Thefe be the caufe of thofe thick frequent Mifts 
Arifing in that place, through which, who goes, 
Muft ery th’ unufed Valor of a Nofe: 


‘Ys this we hear ? Of Frogs? No, Guts Wind-bound, 


No maiter, Stinkards, row. What croaking Sound 


Grave Tutor to the learned Horfe. Both which, 
Being , bevond Sea, burned for one Witch: 

Their Spirits tranfmigrated to a Cat : 

And, now, above the Pool, a Face right fat 

With great grey Eyes, are lifted up, and mew'd; 
Thrice did ie fpit: thrice div’d. At laft, it view’d 
Our brave Herces with a milder Glare, 

And in a pitious Tune, began. How dare 

Your dainty Noftrils ( in fo hot a Seafon, 

When every Clerk eats Artichokes and Peafon, 
Laxative Lettuce, and fuch windy Meat ) 

Tempt fuch a paflage? when each Privies Seat 

Is fill’d with Buttock ? And the Walls do fweat 
Urine, and Plafters ? When the Noife doth beat 
Upon your Ears, of Difcords fo unfweet ? 

And Outeries of the damned in the Fleet ? 

Cannot the Plague-Bill keep you back? Nor Bells 
Of loud Sepulcbres with their hourly Knels, 

But you will vifit grifly Pluro’s Hall ? 

Behold where Cerberus, rear’d on the Wall 

Of Holborne ( three Sergeants Heads) looks o’re 
And ftays but till you come unto the Door! — 
Tempt not his Fary, Pluto is away : 

And Madame Cafar, great Proferpina, | 
Is now from home. You lofe your Labours quite, 
Were you Fove’s Sons, or had Alcides Might. 
They cry’d out Psffe. Hetold them he was Banks, 
That had fo often, fhew’d ’°em merry Pranks. 
They laught, at his laugh-worthy Fate. And paft 
The Tripple-Head without a Sop. At laft, 

Calling for Redamenthus, that dwelt by, 

A Sope-Boyler ; and -£acus him nigh, 

Who kept an Alehoufe ; with my little A4Gnos, 

An ancient por-blind Fletcher, with a high Nof ; 
They took’em all to witnefs of their Action : 

And fo went bravely back, without Protrattion: 


In memory of which moft liquid Deed, 
The City fince hath raisdaPyramid. ~ 
And I could with for their eterniz’d Sakes, 
My Moje had plough’d with his, that fung d-jax. 
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THE 


OR 


I. 
Why I write’ not of Love. 


Ome act of Love’s bound to rehearfe, 
I chought to bind him, in my Verfe: 
Which when he felt, Away ( quoth he ) 
Can Poets hope to fetter me ?. 
It is enough, they once did get 
Mars, and my Mother, in thew Net: 
I wear not thefe my Wings.in vain, 


With which he fled me : and again, 


into my Rhimes could ne’re be got 
By any art. Then wonder nor, 

That fince, my Numbers are fo cold, 
When Love is fled, and I grow old. 


I «ce 
To Penthurft “hn ips. 


Hou art not; Pen(hur(, built to envious m4 
_ Oftouch, or marble; nor canft boaft a ‘row 
Of polifh’d Pillars, or a Roof of Gold: 
Thou haft no lantgern, whereof Tales are told ; 
Or Stair, or Courts; but ftand’ft an ancient Pile, 
And thefe grude’d at, are reverene’d the while. 
Thou joy’ft in betcer marks, -of Soil, of Air, 
Of Wood, of Water: therein thou art fair. 
Thou haft thy Walks for health, as well as fport: 
Thy Mount, to which the Dryads do refcrt, 
Where Pan, and Bacchus their high Feafts have made, 
_ Beneath the broad Beech, and the Cheftnut fhade ; 
That taller Tree, which of a Nut was fer, 


At his great Bi rth, where all ELE Ran / 
There, in the Writ ed Bark, are cut the Names 


Of many a Sy/vane, taken with his Flames, 
. And chence the ruddy Satyrs oft provoke 
The lighter Fauns, to reach thy Ladj’s Oke. 
Thy Copp’#too, nam’d of Gamage, thou haft there, — 
at never fails to fekve thee feafor’d Deer, 


~ When thou would’it Featt, or exercife thy Friends. 


The lower Land, that to the River bends, 
Thy Sheep, thy Bullocks, Kine, and Calves do feed: 
The middle Grounds thy Mares, and Horfes breed. 
Each Bank doth yield thee Conics ; and the Topps 
Fertile of Woad, Afhore, and Sydney’s Copp’s ; 
To crown thy open Table, doth provide 
The purpled Pheafant, with the {peckled fide: 


7 By Conpe Use 
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Bright Eels, that emulate them, and leap on Land, ; 
Before the Fifher, or into his Hand. | | . 
Then hath thy Orchard Fruit, thy Garden Flowers, 
Frefh as the Air, and new .as are the Hours. 
The early Cherry, wich the later Plum, 
Fig, Grape, and Quince, each in his time doth come : : 
The blufhing Apricot, and woolly Peach 
Hang on thy Walls, that every Child may reach: 
And though thy: Walls be of the Country Stone, 
They’re rear’d with no Man’s ruin, no Man’s grone ; 
There’s none, that dwell about them, wifh them down; . 
But all come in, the Farmer and the Clown : 
And no one empty-handed, to falute 
Thy Lord, and Lady, though they have no Sute: 
Some bring a Capon, fome a rural Cake, | 
Some Nuts, fome Apples ; fome that think they make 
| The better Cheefes, bring’em; or elfe fend 
By their ripe Daughters, whom they would commend 
This way to Husbands ; and whofe Baskets bear 
An Emblem of theméelves, in Plum, or Pear. 
But what can this ( more than exprefs their love) 
Add to thy free Provifions, far dbove 


The need of fuch? whofe liberal Board doth fos Bw: 
With all, chat Hofpitality doth know! , v S: Nog? Be 
Where comes no Gueft, but is allaw’d to eat, seni! wy 

ithout histear, and of thy Lord’s own Mea iy) fan od 
Where the fame Bear, and Bread, and felf-fame Wine; ear bas 3 
That is his Lordfhip’s, fhall be ‘alfo mine. vo LL 


And I not fain to fit (as fome, this day, abi BE. oes F io ane 
At great Mens Tables ) and yet dine away. ao thus, Ps 
Here no Man tells my Cups; nor; ftanding by; = = =| 

A Waiter, doth my Gluttony envy : 


| Bur gives me what I call for, and lets me eat, 


He knows, below, he fhall find plenty of Meat ; 
Thy Tables hoard not up for the next day, 

Nor, when] take my Lodging, needI pray —_ e 
For Fire, or Lights, or Livory : all is there ; 

As if thou, then, wert mine, or J raign’d here: 
There’s nothing I can wifh, for which I ea 

That found King ‘ames, when hunting late, this way, — 
With his brave Son, the Prince, they faw thy Fires a 

Shine bright on every Hearth as the defires Gon jforhi eee Dig 
Of thy Penates had been fet on Flame, Ly Oe ve 4 , yy 

To entertain them; orthe Country came, en a4 


| With all their zeal, co warm their welcom here.” Z 


i tb (SE6 pu 
What ( great, I will not fay, but ) fudden cea! (gk be; 4of S 
Didft thou, then, make’em! and what praife was asa) On 
On thy good Lady, then! who therein, reap’d v 


The painted Partridg lyes i in every Field, The juft Reward of her high Hufwifery ; OLE. oid 
And, for thy Mefs, 1s willing to be kithd. To have her Linnen, Plate, and all Things nigh, ° 4 
And if the high. fwoln Medway fail thy Dith, . When fhe was far : and not a Room, but dreft, 
Thou haft thy Ponds, that pay thee tribute Fifhs As if it had expected fuch a Gueft! 1 : 
Fat, aged Carvs, that run into thy Net. : | Thefe, Penfhur/t, are thy praife, and vet not all, 
And Pikes, now weary their own Kind to cat, Thy Lady’s noble, fruitful, chaft withall. 
As loth, the fecond Draught, or Caft to ftay, His Children thy great Lordémay call his own : 
Officioufly, at firft, themfelves bes A Fortune, inthis Age, but rarély known. 
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They are, and have been taught Religion: Thence 
_ Their gentler Spirits have fuck’d Innocence. 
Each morn, and even, they are taught to pray, 
With the whole Houfhold, and may, every day, 
Read, in their vircuous Parents noble Parts, 
__ The myfteries of Manners, Arms, and Arts. 
Now, Pen{hur/t, they that will proportion thee 
_ With other Edifices, when they fee ° | 
Thofe proud ambitious Heaps, and nothing elfe, 


May fay, their Lords have built, but thy Lord dwells. 


IIT. 
Zo Sir Robert Wroth. 


r Ow bleft art thou, canft love the Country, Wroth, 


Whether by Choice, or Fate, or both! 


as wd ‘A JMerAnd, though fo near_the gonl_and the Court, 


hee | 
oe 


rf aHe® 


wow Art tane with neithers Vice, nor Sport: 


w? f Me That at great Times, art no ambitious Guett, 


_ OfSheritis Dinner, or Mayor’s Feaft. 
‘Nor com’{t co view the better Cloth of State ; 
_ The richer Hangings, or Crown-plate ; 
Nor throng’ft (when Mafquing is ) to have a fight 
Of che fhort Bravery of the Night ; 
To view the Jewels, Stutfs, the Pains, the Wit . 
' - There wafted, fome not paid for yet ! 
But canft, at home, in thy fecurer reft, 
Live, with unbought Provifion bleft ; 
Free from proud Porches, or their gilded Roofs, 
Z/0  ?Mongft loughing Heards, and folid Hoots: 
Along?ft the curled Woods, and painted Meads, 
Through which a Serpent River leads 


To fome cool, courteous Shade, which he calls his, . 


And makes Sleep fofter than it is ! 
Or, if thou lift the Nighe in watch to break, 
A-bed canft hear the loud Stag fpeak, 
_ In fpring, oft roufed for their Mafter’s Sport, 
“Who, for it, makes thy Houfe his Court ; 
- Or with thy Friends ; the heart of all the Year, 
Divid’ft, upon the lefler Deer; 
In Autumn, at the Pareridg mak’ft a Flight, 
And giv’ft thy gladder Guefts the Sight ; 
And, in the Winter, hunr’{t the flying Hare, 
More for thy Exercife, than Fare ; 
While all, that follow, their glad Ears apply 
To the full greatnefs of the Cry : 


py Or hauking at the River, or the Buh, 
hy. Oc ihcoring at the-greedy Thruth, 


, Thou doft with fome Delight the Day out-wear, 
ye Although the coldeft of the Year! 
The whil{t the feveral Seafons chou haft feen 
. Of Flowry Fields, of cop’ces Green, | 
The mowed Meadows, with the fleeced Sheep, 
, And Feafts, that either Shearers keep ; 
The ripened Ears, yct humble in their height, 
And Furrows laden with their weight ; 
The Apple-harveft, that doth longer laft ; 

The Hogs return’d home fat from matt; 

The Trees cut out in log ; and thofe Boughs made 
. A Fire now, that lend a Shade! 
Thus Pan, and Sylvane, having had their Rites, 

Comus, puts in, for new Delights ; 

And fills chy open Hall with mirth, and cheer 
As if in Saturns Reign it were ; 
Apollo’s Harp, and Hermes Lyre refound, 

Nor are the Mufes Strangers found : 

The rout of rural Folk come thronging in, 

( Their rudenefs then is thought no Sin) 
[hry nobleft Spoufe affords them welcome Grace ; 
‘ - “And the great Heroes, of her Race, 

Sit mixt with lofs of State, or Reverence. 

Freedom doth with Degree difpenfe. 

The jolly Waflal walks the often round, 
~ Ard in their Cups, their Cares are drown’d : 
rf 


The Foreft.. 


They think not, then, which fide the Cau fhall leefe, 


Nor how to get the Lawyer Fees. 

Such, and no other was that Age, of old, 
Which boafts ’have had the Head of Gold. 

And fach fince thou canft make thine own content, 
Strive, Wroth, to live long innocent. 

Let others watch in guilty Arms, and ftand 
The fury of a rafh command, 

Go enter Breaches, meet the Cannons rage, 
That ehey may Sleep with Scars in Age. 

And fhew their Feathers fhot, and Colours torn, 
And brag ¢hat they were therefore born. 

Let this Man fweat, and wrangle at the Bar, 
For every price in every Jar, 

And change Pofleffions, oftner with his Breath, ; 
Than either Money, War, or Death: 

Let him, than hardeft Sires, more difinherit, 
And each where boaft tt as his Merir, , 

To blow up Orphans, Widows, and their States ; 
And think his Power doth equal Fates. 


‘\Let that go heap a Mafs of wretched Wealth, 


Purchas’d by Rapine, worfe than Stealeh, 
And brooding o’re it fir, with broadeit Eyes, 
Not doing good, fcarce when he dyes. 
Let thoufands more go flatter Vice, and win, 
By being Organs to great Sin, 
Get Place and Honor, and be glad to keep 
The Secrets, that thall break their Sleep : 
And fo they ride in Purple, eat in Plate, 
Though. Poyfon, think it a great Fate. 
But thou, my Wroth, if I can truch apply, 
Shale neither that, nor this envy : 
Thy Peace is made; and, when Man’s ftace is well, 
Tis better, if he there can dwell. 
God wifheth, none fhould wrack ona ftrange Shelf: #10 
To him Man’s dearer, than Chiméelf. 
And, howfoever we may think Things fweer, 
He always gives what he knows meet ; 
Which who can ufe is happy : Such be thou. 
Thy Mornings and thy Evenings Vow 
Be Thanks to him, and earneft Prayer, to find 
A body Sound, with founder Mind ; 
To do thy Country fervice, thy felf right; 
That neither Want do thee affright, | 
Nor Death; but when thy lateft Sand is {pent, 
Thou may’ft think Life, a Thing but lent. 


IV. 
Zo the World. 
A farewel for a Gentlewoman, virtuous and noble, 


“2 World, good-night, fince thou haft brought 
That Hour upon my Morn of Age, 
Hence-forth I quit thee from my Thought, 
My part is ended on thy Stage. 
Do not once hope, that thou canft tempt 
A Spirit fo refolv’d to tread | 
Upon thy Throat, and live exempt | 
From al) the Nets that thou canft fpread. 
I know thy Forms are ftudied Arts, 
Thy fubtil Ways, be narrow Straits ; 
Thy curtefy but fiidden Starts, 
And what thou call’ft thy Gifts are Baits. 
I know too, though thou Strut, and Paint, 
Yet art chou both fhrunk up, and old ; 
That only Fools make thee a Saint, 
And all thy Good is to be fold. 
I know thou whole art but a Shop 
Of Toys, and Trifles, Traps, and Snares, 
To take the weak, or make them ftop : 
Yet art chou falfer than thy Wares. 
And; knowing this fhould I yet fay, 
Like fiich as blow away their Lives, 
And never will redeem a Day, 
_ Enamor’d of their golden Gyves? 
) Or 


Or having ’fcap’d fhail1 recurn, - 
And thruft my Neck into the Noofe, 
From whence fo lately, Idid burn, . 
With all my Powers, my felf to loofe? — 
Whar Bird, or Beaft is known fo dull, 
. That fled his Cage, or broke his Chain, - 
And talting Air, and Freedom ’twull 
Render his Head in their again ? 
If thefe, -who have but Senfe, can. fhun — 
. The Engins, that have them annoy’d ; 
Little, for me, bad Reafon done, 
If I could not thy Ginns avoid. 
Yes, threaten, do. AlasI fear 
As little, as I hope from thee: 
1 know thou canft nor fhew, nor bear — 
More harred, than thou haft to me. 
My tender, firft, and fimple Years - “ 
Thou did’ft abute, and then betray ; 
Since ftird’ft up Jealoufies and Fears, 
When all the Caufes were away. 
Then, in a Soil haft planted me, 
Where breathe the bafeft of thy Fools: 
Where envious Arts profefied be, . 
And Pride, and Ignorance the Schools, 
Where nothing i is examin’d, weigh’d, 
But, as ’tis rumor’d, fo believ'd : 
Where every Freedom is betray’d, 
And every Goodnefs tax’d, or griev’d. 
But, what we’re born for, we muft bear : 
Our frail Condition it is fach, 
That, what to afl may happen here, 
If °c chance to me, | muft not grutch. 
Elfe, I my ftate fhould much miftake, 
To harbour a divided Thoughe :. 
From all my Kind: that, for my fake, 
There thould a Miracle be wrought. 
No, I do know, that I was born 
Jo Age, Misfortune, Sicknefs, Grief: 
But I will bear thefe, with that corn; 
As ‘fhall not need thy falfe Relief. - 
Nor for my Peace willl go far, . — 
As Wand’rers do, that fill do rome; 
But make my Strengths, fuch as they arc, 
_ Here in my Boe and at home. 


Ome my he: let us prove, 
While we may, the Sports of Love ; 

Time will not be ours, for ever : 
He, at length, our good will fever. 
Spend not then his Gifts in vain: 
Suns, that fet, may rife again: 
But, if once we lofe this Lighe, 
°Tis, with us, perpetua! Night. 
Why fhould we defer our Joys? 
Fame, and Rumor gre but Toys: © 
Cannot we delude the Eves 
Of a few poor houthold Spies ? 
Or his eafier Ears beguil, 
So removed by our wile ? 
Tis no Sin, Loves Fruit to fteal, 
But the fweet Theft to reveal: 
To be taken, to be feen, 
Thefe have Crimes accounted been. 


The Foreft. 
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Vi. 
Zo the Same. 
Ifs me, Sweet : The wary Lover 
Can your Favours keep, and cover, 

When the common Courting Jay 
All your Bounties will betray. 
Kifs again: no Creature comes. 
Kifs, and {core up wealthy fums 
On my Lips, thus hardly fundred, 
While you Breathe. Firft give a hundred, 
Then a thoufand, then another 
Hundred, then unto the t’other 
Add a thoufand, and fo more: 
Till you equal with the Store, 
All the Grafs that Rumsey yields, 
Or the Sands in Chelfey Fields, 
Or the Drops in filver Thames, 
Or the Stars, that gild his Streams, 
In the filent Summer-Ni ights, 
When Youths ply their ftoln Delights. 
That the Curious may not know 
How to tell em as they flow, 
And the Envious, when they find 
What their Number is, be pin’d. 


VIL. 
SONG. 
That Women are but Mens Shadows. 


Ollow a Shadow, it ftill flies you, 
Seem to fly it, it will purfue : 
So court a Miftrefs, fhe denies you ; - 
Let her alone, fhe will court you. 
Say, are not Women truly, then, 
StiP'd bur the Shadows of us Men? 
At morn, and even, Shades are longeft ? 
At noon, they, are fhort, or none: 
So Men at weakeft, they are ftrongeft, 
But grant us perfect, they’re not known. 
Say, are not Women ttuly, then, 
Scil’d but the Shadows of us Men? 


VIL 
SONG. 
Zo Sicknefs. 3 


WwW": Difeafe, doft thou moleft | 
dies ? and of them the beft ? © : 


Do not Men, ynow of Rites 

To thy Altars, by their Nights 

Spent in Surfeits: and their Days, 

And Nights too, in worfer ways ¢ 
Take heed, Sicknefs, what you do, 
I fhall fear, youll Surfeit too. 

Live not we, as, all thy Stalls, 

Spittles, Peft-houle, Hofpicals, 


EZ 


' - Scarce will cake our prefenc Store? 


And this Age will build no more: 

*Pray thee, feed contented, then, 
Sickne/s ; only on us Men. 

Or if it needs chy Luft will tafte 
Woman-kind ; devour the wafte 
Livers, round about the Town. 

But forgive me, wich thy Crown 

They maintam the crueft Trade, 

And have more Difeafes made. 
What fhould, yet, thy Pallat pleafe ? 
Daintinefs, and fofter Eafe,.  - 
Sleeked Lims, and fineft Blood ? | 
If thy Leannefs love fuch Food, ~ 
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There are thofe, that, for thy fake, 
Do enough ; and who would take 

Any pains ; yea, think it price, 

To become thy Sacrifice. 

That diftil cheir Husband’s Land 

In Deco¢tions ; and are man’d 

With ten Emp’ricks, in cheir Chamber, 
Lying for the Spirit of Amber. 


~ W- 
g/£ That for the a lof Talck, dare fj wae ft, 


More than Citizens dare are lend 
Them, and all their Officers. 
That to make all Pleafure 7 
‘Will by Coach, and Water go, 
Every Screw in Town to know; 
Dare entail their loves on any, 
Bald, or blind, or nere fo many :: 
And, for thee at common Game, 
Play away, health, wealch, and fame. 
Thefe, Défeafe, will thee deferve : 
And will, long ere thou fhould’ft ftarve, 
On their Bed moft proftitute, 
Move it, as their humbleft Sute, 
In thy Juttice to moleft 
None but them, and leave the reft: 


Rink to me, only, ‘with thine Eyes, 
And I will pledge with mine ; 
Or Icave a Kifs but in the Cup, 
And Pll not look for Wine. 
The Thirft, that from the Soul doth se 
Doth ask a Drink divine : 
But might I of Fove’s Nectar fup, 
I would not change for thine. 
I fent thee, late, a rofy Wreath, 
Not fo much honoring thee, 
As giving ita hope, that there 
It could not withered be. 
_ But thou thereon did’ft only breathe, 


~~ And fent’it it back to me: 


ince when it grows, and {imells, I wear, 


wete, 
Mey Gao he 


as & ‘thall I chufe ? 


sane po AS: whofe great Name in Poets Heaven ufe? 
For 


PER 


fry 


: Phebus ? No, tend thy Cart frill. 


the more countenance to my active Muje? 


Hereules? alas his Bones are yet fore, 
With his old earthly Labours. T’exact more, 
Of his dull Bod- head, were Sin. Tl implore 


Envious day 
Shall not give out, that I have made thee ftay, 
And found’red thy. hot Team, to tune my lay. 


Nor will I beg of thee, Lord of the Vine, 
To raife my Spirics with thy conjuring Wine, 
in the green Circle of the Ivy Twine. 


814 Pallas, nor thee, I call on, mankind Maid, 


That, ae thy Birth, mad’it the poor Smith ‘affraid, 
W ho, with his Ax, thy Facther’s Midwife plaid. 


Go, cramp dull Mars, light Venus, when he Snorts, 


$14 € Dr, with thy Tribade Trine, ‘invent new Sports. 


_ Yhou, nor thy loofne($ with my making Sorts. , 
a t 


ee eo 
we plete, 


‘But, ina calm, and god-like Unity, 


Bi Tams. 


| Let the old Boy, your Son, ply his old Task, 


+ Turn the ftale Prologue to fome painted Mask, 
His abfence in my Verfe, is all I ask. 


Hermes, the Cheater, fhall not mix with us, 
Though he would fteal his Sifters Pegafie, 
And rifle him : or pawn his Petafus. 


Nor all the Ladjes of the The/pian Lake, 
( Though they were crufht into one Form ) could make 
A Beauty of that Merit, that fhould take 


My Maufe up by Commiffios : No, I bring 
My own true Fire. Now my Thought takes wing, 
And now an Epode to deep Ears I fing. 


XI. 
Epode. 


Or to know Vice at all, and keep true ftate, 
Is Virtue, and not Fate: 
Next, to that Virtue, is to know Vice well, 
And her black {pight expel. 
Which to effect (fince no Breaft is fo fure, 
Or fafe, but fhe’ll procure 
Some way of entrance ) we muft plane a Guard 
Of Thoughts to Watch, and Ward 
At th’Eye and Ear ( the Ports unto the Mind ) 
That no ftrange, or unkind 
Object arrive there, but the Heart ( our Spy ) 
Give knowledge inftantly, . 
To wakeful'Reafon, our affections King : = 
Who ( in th’examining ) 
Will quickly tafte the Reafon, and commit 
Clofe, rhe clofe Caufe of it. 
Tis the fecureft Policy we have, 
_ To make our Senf our Slave. : 
But this trye Courfé is not embrac’d by many : 7 
By many ? {carce by any. _ 
For either our Affections do rebel, 
' Or elfe the Sentinel | 
( That fhould ring Larum to the Heart) doth fleep, ~ 
Or fome great Thought doth keep | 
Back the Intelligence, and falfly Swears, 
Th’are bafe, and idle Fears 
Whereof the loyal Contcience fo complains. 
Thus by thefe fubtile Trains, 
Do feveral Paffions invade the Mind, 
And ftrike our Reafon blind. 
Of which ufurping Rank, fome have thought Love 
The fir ; as prone to move 
Mott frequent Tumults, Horrors, and Unrefts, 
: In our enflamed Breafts : 
But this doth from the Cloud of Error grow, 
Which thus we over-blow. 
The Thing, they here call Love, is blind Defire, 
‘Arm’d with Bow, Shafts, and Fire; _ 
Inconftant, like the Sea, of whence *tis born, 
Rough, fwelling, like a Scorm : 


| With whom who Sails, rides on the furge of Fear, © 


And Boils, as if he were 
In a Continual Tempeft. Now, true Love 
No fuch Effects doth prove; 
That is an Effence far more gentle, ied 
Pure, perfect, nay divine ; 
It is a golden Chain let down from Heaven, 
~ Whofe Links are bright, and even. 
That falls like Sleep on Lovers, and combines 
The foft, and {weeteft Minds 


In equal Knots: This bears no Brands, nor Darts, 


To murther different Hearts, 


Preferves Community. 


i a ce 


Epigrams, -,  3Or 


O, who is he, that ( in this peace ) enjoys Toyles, by grave cuftom, up and down the Cour, 
: Th Elixir of afl Joys? To every Squire, or Groom, that will report 
'AForm more frefh, than are the Edes Bowers, Well, or ill, only all che following Year, 
And lafting, as her Flowers: Jutt to the weight their this days Prefents bear ; ; 
Richer than Time, and as Time's Virtue, rare : | While it makes Huifhers ferviceable Men, | 
Sober, as faddeftCare : ; ‘And fome one apteth to be trufted then, © Tb 
A fixed Thought, an Eye untaught to glance ; Though never after; whiles it gains the Voice 
Who ( bleft with fuch high Chance ) Of fome grand Peer, whofe Air doth makg rejoice 
Would, at fuggeftion of a fteep defire, _| The Fool that gave it; who will want, and weep, 
Caft himfelf from the Spire hen his proud Patron’s Fayours are afleep; . 
Of all his Happinefs? But foft: I hear | While thus ic buys great Grace, and hunts poor Fame; ° 


Some vicious Fool draw near, | Runs.between Man,and Man, ’tween Dame,and Dame; 
That cries, we Dream, and fwears there’s no fuch a Solders crackt Friendfhip ; makes Love laft a day ;: 
As this chafte Love we fing. lef Or perhaps lefs : whil’ft Gold bears all this fway, 
Peace Luxury, thou art like one of thofe orld fe" I, thathave none (to fend you ) fend you Verfe. 
o, being at Sea, fuppofe, “kee /" 7 ' A Prefent which (if elder Writs reherfe - 


Becaufé they move, the Continent doth fo. 77’ | The truth of Times ) was ance of more efteem, 
No, Vice, we let thee know, Than this, our Guilt, nor golden Age candcem, __ 
Tho’ thy wild thoughts with Sparrows Wings do flie, | | When Gold was made no Weapon to cut Throats, forv . 
Turtles can chaftly die ; oe put to flight Aftrea, when her Ingots - corey eatin, 
‘And yet (in this t’expref$ our felves more clear ) " et unfound, and better plac’d in earth, 2: 
We do not number here,- Than, here, to give Pride fame, and Peafants birth. . 
Such Spirits as are only Continent, But les this Drofs carry what price it will 
Becaufe Luft’s means are {pent : With noble Ignorants, and lec them ftill, 
Or thofe, who doubt the Common Mouth of Fame, Turn, upon fcorned Verfe, their Quarter-face : 
And for their Place and Name, Wich you, I know, my offring will find grace. 
Cannot fo fafely fin. Their Chafticy For what a Sin ’gainft your great Father’s Spirit, 
Is meer Neceflity. Were it ta think, that you fhould not inherit 
Nor mean we thofe, whom Vows and Confcience His love unto the Majfes, when his skill 
Have fill’d with Abftinence : Almoft you have, or may have, when you will ? 
Tho’ we acknowledg, who can fo abftain, Wherein wife Nature you a Dowry gave, 
Makes a moft bleffed Gain. Worth an Eftate, treble to that you have. 
He that for love of Goodnefs hateth Il], Beauty, I know, is good, and Blood is more; 
, Is more Crown-worthy fill, | Riches thought moft: But, Méedam, think what si 
Than he, which for Siw’s Penalty forbears ; _ The World hath feen, which all thefe had in truft, 
His Heart fins, tho’ he fears. eo . . And now lie loft in their forgotten Duft. 
But we propofe a Perfon like our Dove, | It is the 4ufe alone, can raife to Heaven, 
Grac’d with a Phenix love ; And, at her ftrong Arms end, hold up, and even, 
A Beauty of that clear, and fparkling light, | The Souls, fhe loves. Thofe other glorious Notes, 
Would make a Day of Night, Infcrib’d in touch or marble, or the Cotes vO 
‘And turn the blackeft Sorrows to bright Joys: Painted, or carv’d upon our great Mens Tombs, 
, Whofe od’rous Breath deftroys | Or in their Windows ; do but prove the Wombs, 
All tafte of bitternefs, and makes the Air That bred them Graves: when they were bern,they 
: As {weet as fhe 1s fair. That had no Mufe to make their Fame abide. 
‘A Body fo harmonioufly compos’d, | | How many equal with the Argive Queen, 
Asif Nature difclo’>d Have Beauty known, yet none {0 famous feen? 
All her beft Symmetry in that one Feature! Achilles was not firft, that valiant was, 
O, fo Divine a Creature, Or, inan Army’s ‘head, that lockt in brafs; 
Who could be falfe to ? chiefly when he knows Gave killing ftrokes. There were brave Men, before 
How only fhe beftows Ajax, or Idomen, of all the ftore, — . 9 
The wealthy treafure of herloveonhim; That Homer brought to Troy ; yet none {0 live : | 
"Making his Fortunes fwim Becaufe they lack’d the facred Pen, could give 
In the full flood of her admir’d perfection? — Like life unto’em. Whoheav’d Hercules | 
What favage, brute affection, Unto the Stars? or the Tyndarides ? 
Would not be fearful to offend a Dame Who placed ‘fafons Argo in the Sky? 
Of this excelling Frame ? y Or fet bright Ariadnes Crown fahigh 2 
‘Much more a noble, and right generous mind Who made a Lamp of Beremices Hair ? 
: ( To vertuous moods inclin’d ) Or lifted Cafftopes in her Chait ? 
That knows the weight of guile: He will reftain But only Poets, rapt with Rage divine ? 
From thoughts of fuch 2 ftrain. 4 And fuch, or my hopes fail, fhafl make you fhine. 
And to his Senfe object this Sentence ever, © You, and that other Star, that pureft light, 
Man may fecurely fin, but fafely never. Of all Lacina’s Train ; Lucy the bright. 7 


Than which, a nobler Heaven itfelf knows not 
Who, though fhe have a better Verfer got, Dane l et 
( Or Poet, in the Court account ) than], mf yin wel aus A 
And, who doth me ( though Inot him ) envy, 15 $2 
Yet, for the timely Favours fhe hath done, «~ A. = Oc ylaa aed ve 
To my lefs fanguine A4u/e, wherein fhe hath wort 5z, “ my 26 : . 


XII. ihe LILY 
EPISTLE joao 5 


To Elizabeth C ounte/s 7 Rutan Males 


My grateful Soul, che fubject of her powers La IS AALS 
Madam, [have already usd fome happy hours, 7 HIE ee ae fe 


Hibft that, for which all Vertue now is fold, 
And almott every Vice, almighty Gold, 
That which, to boot with Hell, is thought worth Heaven, 
And for it, Life, Conttience, yea Souls are given, 


To her remembrance ; which when time thall bring Gb yop ego st bs 
To curious light, to Notes, Ithen fhall fing, «724 «+'-?., 

Will prove old Orpheus A€t noTale to be: peak ey fe oi 
For I thal] move Stocks, Scones, no lef@than he.“ .'.2¢ S49. : 
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The Foreft 


x/8 Then all, that have but done my Mu/e leaft grace, 
Shall thronging come, and boaft the happy place 
Thev hold in my ftrange Poems, which, as yet, _ 
Had not their Form touch’d by an Englifh Wit. 
There like a rich, and golden Pyramid, 
Born up by Statues, fhall I rear your Head, © 
- Above your under-carved Ornaments, . 
And fhewy how, to the Life, my Soul prefents 
Your Form impreft there : not with tickling Rhimes, « 
Or Common-places, filch’d, that take thefe Times, 
But high, and noble matter, fuch as flies 
_ From Brains entranc’d, and fill’d with Extafies ; 
Moods, which the god-like Sydney oft did prove, 
And your brave Friend, and mine fo well did love. 
_ Who, wherefo’re be be———- 
The reft x loft. 


: , dub. 
Lee gk 


Ebi kifie® PISTLE. 


7o Katherine, Lady Aubigny. 


"T 1S grown almoft a danger to fpeak true 
Of any good Mind, now: There are fo few. 
The bad, by nurhber, are fo fortify’d, 
As what they’ve loft t’expect, they dare deride. 
So both the Prais’d, and Praifers futier: Yet, — 
For others ill, ought none their good forget. 
J, therefore, who profefs my felf in Love, 
With every Virtue, wherefo’re it move, 
And howfoever; as I am at Feud 
With Sin and Vice, though with a Throne endu’d ; 
And, inthis Name, am given out dangerous 
By Arts, and Practice of the Vicious, 
Such as fufpect themfelves, and think it fit 
For their own cap’tal Crimes, Cindite my Wit; 
I, that have fuffer’d this; and, though forfook 
Of Fortune, have not alter’d yet my look, | 
Or fo my-felf abandon’d, as becaufe 
Men are not juft, or keep no holy Laws 
Of Nature, and Society, I fhould faint ; 
’ Or fear to draw true Lines, ’caufe others Paint : 
. J, Madam, am become your Praifer. Where, 
If it may ftand with your foft Blufh to hear, 
Your Self but told unto Your Self, and fee 
In my Character, what your Features be, 
You will not from the Paper flightly pais : 
No Lady, but at fometime loves her Glafs. 
And this fhall be no falfé one,. but as much 
Remoy’d, as you from Need to have it fuch. 
Look then, and fee your Self. EF will not fay 
Your Beauty ; for you fee that every day : 
And fo do many more. All which can call: 
It perfect, proper, pure, and natural, 
Not taken up o’th’Doc<tors, but as well 
AsI, can fay, and fee it doth excel. 
That asks but to be cenfur’d by the Eyes: 
And, in thofe outward Forms, all Fools are wife. 
Nor that your Beauty wanted not a Dower, 
Do I refiect. Some Alderman has power, 
Or cos’ning Farmer of the Cuftoms fo, _ 
T’advancc his doubtful Iffue, and o’reflow 
A Princes Fortune : Thefe are gifts of Chance, 
And raifé not Virtue ; they may Vice enhance. 
My Mirror is more fubtil, clear, refin’d, 
And takes, and gives the Beauties of the mind. 
Though it reject not thofe of Forrune : fich 
As Blood, and Match. Wherein, how more thanmuch 
Are you engaged to-your happy Fate, 
For fuch a Lot! that mixt you witha State 
Of fo great Title, Birth, but Virrue moft, 
Without which, all the reft were founds, or loft. 
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‘Tis only that can Timc, and Chance defeat : 


For he, that once is good, is ever great. 
Wherewith, then A¢adam, can you better pay 
This blefling of your Stars, than by that way 
Of Virtue, which you tread? Whae if alone? 
Without Companions? *Tis fafe to have none. i iy 
In fingle paths, Dangers with eafe are watch’d : “ 
Contagion in the Preafe is fooneft catch’d. 
This makes, that wifely you decline your Life, 
Far from the maze of Cuftom, Error, Strife, 
And keep an even, and unhalter’d Gait ; _ 
Not looking by, or back, (like thofe, that waie - 
Times, and Occafions, to ftart forth, and feem ) 
Which though the turning World may difefteem, 
Becaufe that Studies Spectacles, and Shows, 
And after varied, as frefh Objects goes, | ; 
Giddy with Change, and therefore cannot fee 
Right, the right way : yet muft your comfort be 
Your Confcience, and not Wonder, if none asks | 
For Truth’s Complexion, where they all wear Masks. 
Let who will follow Fafhions, and Attires, 
Maintain their Licdgers forth, for Forcign Wyres, 
Melt down their Husbands Land, to pour away | 
On the clofe Groom, and Page, on New-years Day,. | 
And almoft, all Days after, while they live ; 
( They find it both fo witty, and fafe to give ) 
Let’cm on Poulders, Oyls, and Paintings, fpend, 
Till that no Ufurer, .nor his Bawds dare lend : 
Them, or their Officers: and no Man know, | 
Whether it be a Face they wear, or no. 
Let ’em wafte Body, and State, and after all, | 
When their own Parafites laugh at their Fall, | 
May they have nothing left, whereof they can 
Boaft, but how oft they have gone wrong to Man: *. °* 
And callit their brave Sin. For fuch there be 
That do fin only for the Infamy : 
And never think, how Vice doth every hour, 
Eat on her Clients, and fome one devour. 
You, Madam, young have learr’d to fhun thefe Shelves, 
Whereon the moft of Mankind wreck themfelves,. 
And, keeping a juft Courfe, have early pue 
Into your Harbour, and all paflage thut 
’°Gainft Storms, or Pirats, that might charge your Peace; 
For which you worthy are the glad Iricreafe ” | 
Of your bleft Womb, made fruitful from above 
“To pay your Lord the pledges of chafte Love : 
And raife a noble Stem, to give the Fame, 
To Cliftow’s Blood, that is deny’d thcir Name. 
Grow, grow, fair Tree, and as thy Branches fhoor, 
Hear, what the Adufes fing above thy Root, 
By me, their Prieft ( if they can ought Divine ) 
Before the Moons have fill’d their triple Trine, 
To crown the Burden which you go withall, 
It fhafl a ripe and timely Iffue fall, 
Texpect the Honours of great Aubigny : 
And greater Rites, yet writ in Myftery, 
But which the Fates forbid me to reveal. 
Only, thus much, out of a ravifh’d Zeal, 
Unto your Name, and goodnefs of your Life, 
They {peak ; fince yon are truly that rare Wife, 
Other great Wives may blufh at : when they fee 
What your try’d manners are, what theirs fhould be. 
How you love one, and him you fhould; how ftill 
You are depending on his Word, and Will; 
Not fafhion’d for the Court, or Stranger’s Eyes; 
But to preafe him, who isthe dearer Prize 
Unto himfelf, by being fo dearto you. : 
- Thismakes, that your Affections ftill be new, 
And that your Souls confpire, as they were gone 
Each into other, and had now madeonc. | 
Live that one, ftill; and as long years do pafs, 
Madam, be bold to ufe this trueft Glafs : 
Wherein, your Form, you fill the fame thall find ; 
Becaufe nor it an Change, nor fuch a Mind. 
Ay ¢ ady 
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£4 To Sir William Sydney, on his Birth-day. 
OW that the Hearth is crown’d wich fimiling Fire, 
And fome do Drink, and fome do Dance, 
Some Ring, 
Some Sing, 
And all do ftrive tadvance 
The gladnefs higher : 
Wherefore fhould I 
:  $tand filent by. © 
4 ‘Who.not the leaft, | 
‘4 Both tove the Cauft,.and Authors of the Feaft ? 
Give me my Cup, but from the The/pian Well, 
 Thae I may tell to Sydney, what 
ee This Day - 
| Doth fay, 
. And he may think on that 
Which I do tell: } 
When afl the Noife 
Of thefe for¢e’d Joys, 
Are fled and gone, — 
And he, with his beft Geniws left alone. 
This Day fays, then, the number of glad Years 
-Are juftly fumm’d, that make you Man ;. 
Your Vow _ 
| Muft now 
Strive all righe ways it can, 
Pout-ftrip your Peers : 
Since he doth lack 
Of going back | 
Little, whofe Will 
Doth urge him to run wrong, or to ftand ftill. 
Nor cana little of the common ftore, | 
Of Nobles Virtue, fhew in you ; 
Your Blood : 
So good 
And great, muft feek for new, 
And ftudy more: = 
Nor weary, reft 
On what’s deceas’t. 
For they, that {well 
With Duft of Anceftors, in Graves but dwell. 
Twill be exacted of your Name, whofe Son, 
Whofe Nephew, whofe Grandchild you are ; 
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And Men, 
| Will; then, - 
Say you have follow’d far; 
When well begun : | 
Which muft be now, 
They teach you, how.: 
And he that ftays 
_. To live until to Morrow’hath left two Days; 
So may you live in Honour, as in Name, | 
If with this Truth you be infpir’d ; 
So may | 
This Day 
Be more, and long defir’d : 
And with the Flame | 
Of Love be bright, 
As with the light ; 
Of Bonfires. Then‘ eo ( Men 
The Birth-day fhines, when Logs not burn, but 


X V. oe 
To Heaven. 


Pe and great God, can I not think of thee, 
+ Bucit muft, ftraight, my Melancholy be? 
Is it interpreted in me Diteafe, 
That, laden with my Sins, I feek for Eafe ? 
O, be thou Witnefs, that the Reins doft know, 
And Hearts of all, if I be fad for Show, 
And judge me after: if I dare pretend 
_' To ought bute Grace, or aim at other End. 
As thou art All, fobe thou All to me, 
Firft, midft, and laft, converted one, and three; 
My Faith, my Hope, my Love : and in this ftate, 
My Judge, my Witnefs, and my Advocate. 
Where have I been this while exil’d from thee? 
And whither rapt, now thou but ftoup’ft to me? 
Dwell, dwell here ftill!: O, being every-where, 
How can I doubt to find thee ever, here ? 
I know my ftate, both full of Shame, and Scorn, 
Conceiv’d in Sin, and unto Labqur born, 
Standing with Fear, and muft with Ho‘ror fall, 
And deftin’d unto judgment, after all. 
I feel my Griefs too, and there {Carce is Ground, 
Upon my Fleth einfli& another Wound. 
Yet dare I not complain, or wifh for Death _ 
With holy Pawsl, left ic be thoughe the Breath 
Of Difcontent ; or that thefe Prayers be 
For wearinefs of Life, not love of thee. 
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_ Epig. 36. 


° io 


At. Fen-Church. 
TT? Scene prefented it felf in a Sqnare and Flat Up- 


right, like to the fide of a City : the cop thereof, 
above the Vent, and Creft, adorn’d with 
Houfes, Towers, and Steeples, fet off in profpective. 
Upon the Battlements in a great Capital Letter was in- 


{cribed 
" LONDINIUM: 


Arnal.1.14. According to Tacitus: At Suetonius mira con- 
| ftantia, medios inter bofters Londinium perrexit, -f 


' momento quidem Colonie non infigne, fed copia Negotiatcrum, 


commeatu maxime celebre. Beneath that, tn a lefs and dif- 
ferent Character, was written © 


CAMERA REGIA, 


Camb. Brit. Which Title immediately after the Norman Con- 
374- queft it began to have ; and by the indulgence 
of fuicceeding Princes, hath been hitherto continued. In 
the Freeze over the Gate, it feemeth to {peak this Verfe : 


PAR DOMUS He#EC COELO, 

SED MINOR EST DOMINO. 
Lib. 8. Taken Out of Martial, and implying, that 
though this City (for the Scate, and Magni. 
ficence } might ( by Hyperbole) be faid to touch the Stars, 
and reach upto Heaven, yet was it far inferior to the 


' matter thereof, evho was his Majelty ; and in that refpect 


unworthy to receive him. The higheft Perfon advanc’d 
Cacrem, Was 


MONARCHIA BRITANNICA; 


and fitly : applying to the above-mentioned Title of the 


City, THE KING’S CHAMBER, and therefore here 
placed asin the proper Szat cf the Empire: for, fo the 


World ; and alluding to that of *Clas. 


Glory and Light of our Kingdom Mr.Camsbden, (Brit.3.7.) 
fpeaking of London, faith, fhe is totins Britensie Epitome, 
Britannicique Imperii fedes, Regumque Anglice Camera ; tantum 
inter omnes eminet, quantum (st ast ile) smter viburna Cu- 
preffus, She was a Woman, richly attir’d, in Cloth of Gold 
and Tiffue; a rich Mantle; over her State two Crowns 
hanging, with penfil Shields thorow them ; the one lim’d 
with the particular Coat of England, the other of Scothend: 
on either fide alfo a Crown, wich the like ’Scutchgons, and 
peculiar Coats of France and Ireland. In her Hand fhe 
holds a Scepter ; on her Head a Fillet of Gold, interwoven | 
with Palm and Lawrel; her Hair bound into four feveral 
Points, defcending from her Crowns; and in her Lapa 
little Globe, infcrib’d upon : 


ORBIS BRITANNICUS. 
And beneath, the Word 
DIVISUS AB ORBE. 
To fhew that this Empire is a World divided from the 


pom 
o———Es noftro didulta Britannia mundo, paenlimat 
And Virg. Ecleg. 1. 


——Et penitus toto divifos orbe Britannos: 


The Wreath denotes Victory and Happinefs. The Scepter 
and Crowns Sovereignty. The Shields the Precedency of 
the Countries, and their Diftinétions.. At the Feet was 


fet 
THEOSOPHIA, 


of divine Wifdom, all in White, a blue Mantle feeded with 
Stars, a Crown of Stars on her Head. Her Garments 
figur’d Truth, Innocence, and Clearnefs. She was always 
looking up ; in her one Hand fhe fuftained a Dove, in 
the other a Serpent: the laft to fhew her Subtilty, the 
firfiher Simplicity ; alluding to thae Texe of Seripcure, 

_ eh ( Mastb. 


a 7 


oe Pag cecil ane _ 
( Matth.10.16.) Ejtote ergo prudentes ficut ferpentes, ce fim- | 


plices ficut colambe. Her Word; 


Prov8i5. PER ME REGES REGNANT. 
Intimating, how by her all Kings do govern, and that 

fhe is the Foundation and Strength of Kingdoms, to which 

end, fhe was here placed, upon a Cube, at the foot of the 

Monarchy, as her bafe and ftay. Directly beneath her 

ftood 

GENIUS URBIS, 


nium omni- | 
um gignen- A Perfonattir’d rich, reverend, and antique : 
derum rerum vis hair long and white, crowned with a Wreath 
exiftsmariunt : be dk eat pe ie oe 
Dein: of Plain-tree, which is faid to be Arvor gentatis ; 
sam urbib. his Mantle of purple, and Buskins of that co- 
quam homi- lour : He held in one Hand a Goblet, in the 


nib. vel cete- other a Branch full of litcle Twigs, to fignifie 
ra rebus né- Tocreafe and Indulgence. His Word 


tum, Lil.Gre. 

Gy.in Synt. 

deor.15.& HIS ARMIS: 

Rofin. Antiq. | 

Ro.1.2.¢.14- pointing to the Two that fupported him , 


whereof the one on the Right hand, was 
BOULEUTES, 
Figuring the Council of the City, and was 


® Civica C0- 


Hie fe upon his Head ; fudtaining for his Enfigns, on 

na, quoniam fis left Arm a Scarlet Robe, and in his Right 

ae hand the + Fa(ces, as Tokens of Magiftracy, 
ruse e . e ° . 

quer capi with this Infcription ; 7 

Nadal glean SERVARE CIVES. 

lib. 10. cap. 


27. + Fafciculs virgarum, intra quas obligata fecurss erat, fic, ut fer- 
rum in fummo fafce extaret, Rof. lib. 7. cap.3- Ubs notandum cft, non 
debere precspitem, © folutam sram effe magsftratus. Mora enim allata, 
& cun&ario, dum ferfim virge folvuntur, sdentidem confiiinm mutavit 
deplefendo. Quando autem vitia quedam funt corrigibilsa, deplorata 

ta 5 ciftigant virge, quod revocars valet, ammendabile fecures pracs- 
dunt. Plut. Prob. Rom. 82. 


The other on the Left hand, 
POLEMIUS, 


- ‘The warlike Force of the City, in an antique Coat or 
Armour, with a Target and Sword; his Helm on, and 


crowned:with Laurel, implying Strength and Conqueft : _ 3 
or Veneration, was varied in an afh-colour’d Sute, and dark 


flown Af PG 


‘1 his Hand he bore the Standart of theCicy, with this 
Word, _ - | 
"” EXTINGUERE ET HOSTEIS. 


connexed, that with 
the Genius was able 


Citi- 


 Expreffing by thofe feveral Mots, 
thofe Arms of Counfel and Strength, 
to extinguifh the King’s Enemies, and preferve his 
_ zens, alluding to thofe Verfes in Seneca, 


Extinguere hoftem, maxima eft virtus Duczs. 
| Servare Cives, major eft patria patrr. Ot. Act.2. 

Underneath théfe, in an Aback thruft out before the 
reft, lay | 
TAMESIS, 


The River, as running along the Side of the City; ina 
Skin-coat made like Flefh, naked and blue. His Mantle 
of fea-green or water-colour, thin, and boln’out like a 
Sail ; Bracelets about his Wrefts, of willow and fedge, a 
Crown of Sedge and Reed upon his Head; mixt with 
Water-lillies ; alluding.to Virgi’s Defcription of Tyber j 


—— Deus ipfe loci, fluvio Tyberinus amano, 
Populeas inter fenior je attollere frondes 
, f aw, Afar | Sat. Jilow 
| Sapyl - - Y-/. IGS. orb 
panied fey Gi: 


fured in black and purple; a Wreath of * Oak: 


His Coronation. . 


in paffing to 


Her Word, | 
| “HC e£VI MIHI PRIMA DIES. 


— 
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Vifits, eum tenus glauco velabat amilin 


Carbalits, & criness umbrofa regebat Arundo, FEntib.8. 

_ His Beard, and Hair long, and over-frown. He leans 

his Arm upon an earthen Pot, out of which, Water, wich 

live Fifhes, are {een to run forth, and play dbout him. 
His Word, 


FULMINA SENSERUNT IPSA 


An hemiftich of Ovids : The reft of the Verfe being, 


quid effet amor. | Amor.L.3.el.¢. 

Affirming, that Rivers themfelves, and fuch inanimate 
Creatures, have heretofore been made fenfible of Paflions, 
and Affections ; and that he now, no lefs partook the Joy 
of his Majefties grateful approach to this City, than any 
of thofe Perfons, to whom he pointed, which were the 
Daughters of the Genius, and Six in Numiber :. who, ih a 
fpreading Afcent, upon feveral Grices, help to beautifié 
both the Sides. The firft, 


EUPHROSYNE, 


or Gladne(: : was futed in Green, a Mantle of divers co- 
lours, embroidred with all variety of Flowers: on het 
Head a Garland of Mirtle, in her Right hand a cryftal 
Cruze filld with Wine, inthe Left a Cup of Gold : at her 
Feet a Timbrel, Harp, and other Inftruments, all Enfigns 
of Gladnefs, - _ 


Natis in ufum Letitia {cyphws Ore. Hor.Car.t. 


Ode 27. 
And in another place, 
Nune eft bibendum, nunc pede libero’ \ 
Pulfanda Tellus, Oc. — Et Ode37) 
Stat. Syl. 4. 
Ep. Domst. 


Asif this were the firft Hour of her Life,and 
the Minute wherein fhe began to be; beholding . 
fo long coveted, and look’d for a prefence. The fecond; 


SEBASIS, 


Mantle, a Vail over her Head of afh-colour : her Hands 
croft before her, and her Eyes half clofed. Her Word, 


MIHI SEMPER DEUS. _ Virg.Ecl1. 

Implying both her office of Reverence, and the Dignity 
of her Object, who being as God on Earth, fhould never 
be lefs in her Thought. The third, . 


PROTHYMIA, 


or Promptitude, was attir’d in a fhore tuck’t Garment of 
Flame-colour, Wings at her back ; her Hair bright, and 
bound up with Ribands ; her Breaft open, virago-like; her 
Buskins {0 ribanded : She was crowned with a Chaplet of 
Trifoly, to exprefs Readinefé, and Opennefs every way ; in 
her Right hand the held a Squirrel, as being the Creature 
moft full of Life and Quicknefs : in the Left a clofe round 
Cenfor, with the Perfume fuddenly to be vented forth at 
the Sides. Her Word, 


9UA DATA PORTA, — Ener. 


Taken from another place in Virgil, where e£olus at the 
command of Fuso lets forth 9 Wind; - 
Rr 


osu £6 


~ 


us 
4 
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ac venti velut agusne facto 
Qua data porta-ruunt, C terras turbine perflant.. /Ene.t. 


And fhew’d that fhe was no lefs prépard with Promp- 
titude, and Alacrity, than the Winds were, upon the 
Jeaft Gate that fhall be opened to his high command. 
The Fourth, 


AGRYPNIA, 


or Vigilance, in yellow, a fable Mantle, feeded with wa- 


king Eyes, and filver Fringe : her Chaplet of Helsotropium, 
or Turnfole : in her one Hand a Lamp, or Creflet ;in her 
other a Bell. The Lamp fignified Search and Sight, che 
Bell Warning ; the Helictropium Care, and refpecting her 
Object. Her Word, | 


SPEGULAMUR IN OMNEIS. 


. Alluding to that of Ovid, where he defcribes the Office 
of Argus. | | 


———Ip/e procul montis [ublime cacumen 
Occupet, unde fedens partes {peculatur in omnes. Met.t. 


and implying the like duty of Care and Vigilance in her 
fel€ The fifth, 


AGAPE, 


or loving Affection, in Crimfon fringed with Gold, a 
Mantle of flame-colour , her chaplet of red and white 
Rofes; in her Hand a flaming Heart : The Flame expref- 
fed Zeal; the ted and white Rofes, a mixture of Simpli- 
city with Love; her Robes Frefhnefs and Fervency. Her 
Word, ie _ 

NON’‘SIC EXCUB Ie. 


Out of Claudian, in following. 
De 4. Conf. —— Nec circamfantia pila 
| ae Pane- Quam sutatur amor. 


Inferring , that though her Sifter before had protefted 
Watchfulnefs, and Circumfpection, yet no Watch or Guard 
could be fo fafe to the Efiate, ot Perfon of a Prince, as 
the Love and natural Affection of his Subjects: which fhe 
in the Cities behalf promifed. The fixch, 


OMOTHYMIA, 


or Unanimity, in blew, het Robe blew, and Buskins. A 
Chaplet of blew Lillies, fhewing one Truth and Entire- 
nefs of Mind. In her Lap lies a Sheaf of Arrows bound 
together, and fhe her felf fs weaving certain fmall 
fdver Twifts. Her Word, 


FIRMA CONSENSUS FACIT. 


Auxilia bumilia firma, Oc. Pub.Syr.Mi. 
- Antitnating, that even the fmalleft and weakeft Aids, by 
confent, are made fttong : her felf perfonating the Unani- 
mity, or Confent of Soul, in all Inhabitants of the City to 
his Service. - 


(fall “, | Thefe are afl the Perfonages, or live Figures, where- 


fA of only two were Speakers ( Genius and Tame/fis) the reft 
Te {were Mutes. Other dumb Complements there were, as 
pon ,v~ the Arms of the Kingdom on the one Side; with this In- 
Aer _{cription i es 
int fri KC / en | A,HIS VIREAS. 


ee cons: F 
ena Sy vk. wr P With 1 


hefe may ft thow flourifh. 


- That hang in File upon thefe filver Hairs, 


Part of the King’s Entertainment, 


On'the other Side the Arms of the City, with, 
HIS VINCAS. 
Wish thefe may? thou conquer. 


In the Centre, or midft of the Pegm, there was an Aback, 


or Square, wherein this Elogy was written; 


MAXIMUS HIC REX EST ET LUCE SERENIOR IPSA 
PRINCIPE QUA TALEM CERNIT IN URBE DUCEM; 
ClUUS FORTUNAM SUPERAT SIC UNICA VIRTUs, 
UNUS UT IS RELIQNOS VINCIT UTRAQUE VIROS. 
PRACEPTIS ALI POPULOS, MULTAQUE FATIGANT 
LEGE; SED EXEMPLQ NOS RAPIT ILLE SUO. 
CUIQUE FRUI TOTA FAS EST UXORE MARITO, 
ET SUA FAS SIMILI PIGNORA NOsSE PATRI. 

ECCE UBI PiGNORIBUS CIRCUMSTIPATA CORUSCIS 
IT COMES, ET TANTO VIX MINOR ANNA VIRO. 
HAUD METUS EST,REGEM POSTHAC NE PROXIMUSHARFs - 

NEU SUCCESSOREM NON AMET ILLE SUUM. : 


This, and the whole Frame, was covered with a Cur- 
tain of Silk, painced like a thick Cloud, and at the ap- 
proach of the King was inftantly to be drawn. The AL 
legory being, that thofe Clouds were gathered upon the 
Face of the City, through their long want of his moft 
wifhed Sight : but now, as at the rifing of the Sun, all 


.Mifts were difperfed and fled. When fuddenly, upon fi 


lence made to the Muficks, a Voice was heard to utrer 
this Verfe ; , | 


Claud, de 
Totus adeft oculis, aderat qui meentibus olim. lad Stile 
| 16.3. 


Signifying, that he was now really objected to their 
Eyes, who before had been only, but ftifl, prefent in their 
Minds, : 

§ Thus far the Complemental part of the firft; where- 
in was not only laboured the Expreffion of State and Mag- 
nificence (as proper to a triumphal Arch) but the very 
Sire, Fabrick, Strength, Policy, Dignity, and Affections of 
the City were all laid down to Life: The Nature and 
Property of thefe Devices being, to prefent always fome 
one entire Body, or Figure, confifting of diftinét Members, 
and each of thofe exprefling it felf, in the own active 
Sphere, yet all, with that general Harmony fo connexed, 
and difpofed, as no one lictle part can be mifling to che 
illuftration of the whole: where alfo is to be noted, that 
the Symboles ufed, are not, neither ought to be, fimply 
Hieroglyphicks, Emblems, or Imprefes, but a mixed Character, 
partaking fomewhat of all, and peculiarly apted to thefe 
more magnificent Inventions: wherein, the Garments and 
Enfigns deliver the Nature of the Perfon, and the Word 
the prefent Office. Neither was it becoming, or could 
it ftand with the Dignity of thefe Shews (¢ after che moft 
miferable and defperate Shift of the Puppits) to require 
a Truch-man, or ( with the ignorant Painter ) one to 
write, This # a Dog; or, This % « Hare: but (0 to be pre- 
(ented, as upon the view, they might, without cloud, or 
ob{curity, declare themfelves to the Sharp and Learned > 
And for the Multitude, no doubt but their grounded Judg- 
ments did‘gaze, ‘faid'it was'fine, and were fatished, . 


The Speeches of Gratulation. 
GENIUS. 


Tim: Fate and Fortune have at length con{pir’d, | 
To give our Age the day fo much defir’d. | 
What all the Minutes, Hours, Weeks, Months, and Years, 


Could 


in paffing to Hit Coronation... 


Could not produce, beneath the (4) Britam ftroke, 
The Roman, Saxon, Dane, and Norman (6) Yoke, 
This Poincof Time hath done. Now Londg:, rear 
Thy Forehead high, and on it ftriveto wear 
Thy choiceft Gems ; teach thy fteep Towrsto rife | 
Higher with People: fet with fparkling Eyes 

Thy {pacious Windows ; and in every itreet, 

Let thronging Joy, Love, and Amazement meet. 
Gleave all the Air with fhouts, and let the Cry 
Strike through as long, and univerfally, : 

As Thunder ; for, now chou art blift to fee 

That fight, for which chou didft begin to be. | 
When (c) Brutus plough firft gave thee Infant bounds, 
And I, thy Genixs walkt aufpicious rounds | 

In every (d) Furrow ; then did I forelook, | 
And faw this day (e) markt white in (f) Clotho’s Book. 
The feveral (g) Circles, both of change and {way, 
Within this I/le, there alfo figur’d lay : 

Of which the greateft, perfecteft, and laft 

Was this, whofe prefent happinefs we tafte. 

Why keep you filence, Daughters? What dull peace 
Is this inhabits you ? Shall office ceafe 

Upon ch’ afpect of him, to whom you owe 

More than you are, or can be? Shall 7sme know 
That Article, wherein your flame ftood ftill, 

And not afpir’d? Now Heaven avert an Ill 

Of that black look. E’re paufe poflefs your Breafts 

I with you more of Plagues” ‘Zeal when it refts, 
Leaves to be Zeal. Up thou tame River, wake, 

. And from thy liquid limbs'this lumber fhake: — 

Thou drown’ft thy felf in inofficious fleep ; 

And thefe thy fluggifh Waters feem‘to Creep, 

Rather than flow. Up, rife, and fwell with Pride 
Above thy Banks, ‘ Now isnot every Fide. 


(a) As being the firft free and natural Government of this Ifland, 
after it came to Civility. (6) In refpect they were all Conquefts, and 
the Obedience of the Subject more enforced. (¢) Rather than the 
City thould want a Founder, we chufe to follow the received Story of 
Brure, whether fabulous, or true, and not altogether unwarranted in 
Poetry: fince it is a favour of Antiquity to few Cities, tolet them 
now their firft Authors. Befides, a learned Poet of our time, in a 
moft elegant Work of his Con. Tam. © His, celebrating London, hath 
this Verfe of her: mulamaterne tollens {ua lumina Trojé. Here 
is alfo an ancient Rite alluded to in the building of Cities,which was, 
' to give them their Bounds with a Plough, according to Vv. LEN. 

lib. 10. Interea Aineas urbem defignat Aratro. And Ifidore, isb.15. 
cap. 2. Urbs vocata ab orbe, quod antique civitates in orbem ficbant 5 
wel ab urbe parte aratri, quo muri defignabantur, unde oft illud. Opta- 
witque locum regnoS coneludere fulco. (d) Primigensus Salem dicitur, 
guts inc anovaurbe, rauro &§ vacca defgnations caufa smprimi- 
sur; Hitherto refpects that of Camd. Brit. 368. {peaking of this 
City, Quicungue aucem condiderit, vitali gense conftrudlam fuiffe ‘pfs 
fortuna docuit. (ce) For all fo happy days were. Plin. cap. 40, [sb.7. 
Nat. Hift. To which Horace alludes, [sb.1. Ode 36. Cre(fa ne ca- 
reat pulchra dies nota. And the other, Plin. epift. 11. lib.6. O diem 
letum, neandumque mibi candidiffime caloulo. With many other in 
many places. Mart. lib.8. epift.45. ib. 9. epiff. $3. lib. 10.38. bb. 
11.37. Stas. sb. 4. $7.6. Perf. Sat.2. Catull. Eps 69.c. (f) The 
Parca, ov Fates, Martianu calls them fersbas ac tsbrarias fuperim ; 
whereof: Clotho is faid to be the eldeft, fignifying in Latine Evocasso, 
(g) Thofe beforementioned of the Britain, Roman, Saxon, &c. and 
to this Regifter of the Fates allude thofe Verfes of Ovid, Met.1 5.-—— 
Cernes slic molimine vaffo, Ex ere, Jolido rerum tabularia ferro: 
Que neque concuffumn ceeli, neque fulmins Tram, Nec metuunt ullas uta 
atque eterna ruinas. Invenies ills incifa adamante perenni Fata, Oc.- 


f 2G flay 5 a Tf F000 
“SRM ESTS. 


O what vain end fhould I contend tofhow 

My weaker powers, when Seas of pomp o’reflow 
The Cities Face : and cover all the fhore — 
With Sands more rich than (@) Tages wealthy Ore? _ 
_ When in the flood of Joy, that comes.with bina, 
He drowns the World ; yet makes it live and fwim, 
And {pring with gladnefs: not my Fifhes here, 
Though they be dumb, but do exprefs the cheer © 
(a) ARiver dividing Spain and Poreugal, and by the confent of 
roe ftil’d Aussfer, oe és : = 


4 


a 


See. 


ce ek 
Of thefe bright ftreams. No lefs may (4) thefe, and I 
Boaft our delights, albe’e we filent lie. | | 


(b) Underftanding Exphrofyne, Sebafis, Pretbumia, &cs 
GENIUS. 

Ndeed, true Gladnefs doth not always {peak : 

“ Joy brea, and born but in the tongue, is weak. 
Yet (left the fervor of fo pureaflame | é 
As this my City bears, might lofe the name, 
Without the apteventing of herheat),  # , |. : 
Know greateft .<f 4 MES (and no lefs good, than great,) 
In the behalf of afl my vertuous Sons, : 
Whereof my (a) eldeft there, thy Pomp foreruns, 
( A Man without my flattering, or his Pride, 2 
As worthy, as he’s (4) bleft to be thy Guide ) 
In his grave name, and afl his Brethrens right, 
( Who chirft to drink the Nectar of chy fight ) 
The Council, Commoners, and Multitude; __. 
( Glad, that this Day fo long deny’d, is view’d) 
I tender thee the heartieft Welcome, yet 
That ever King had to his (c) Empire’s Seat: 
Never came Man, more long’d for, more defir’d: 
And being come, more reverenc’d, lov’d, admir’d: 
Hear, and record it : “ In a Prince it is 
“No little Vertue, to know who are his. » 4 

(d) With like Devotions, dol ftoop embrace 
This fpringing glory of thy (e) god-like race ; : 
His Countries Wonder, Hope, Love, Joy and Pride: 
How well doth he become the Royal 
Of this erected, and broad fpreading Tree, 
Under whofe fhade, may Brstais ever be. oe 
And from this Branch, may thoufand Branches more 
Shoot o’re the Main, and knit with ev’ry Shore 
[h Bonds of Marriage, Kinred, and Increafe ; - 
And ftile this Land, the (f) Navil of their Peace ; 
This is your Servants with, your Cities vow, 
Which ftill fhall propagate itfelf, with you; 
And free from fpurs of hope, chat flow minds move ; - 
“ He feeks no hire, that owes his Life to Love. 
‘(g) And here fhe comes that is no lefs a part 
In this days greatnefs, than in my glad beart. 
Glory of Queens, and (4) glory of your Name, 
Whofe Graces. do as far out-fpeak your Fame, 
As Fame doth filence, when her Trumpet rings 
You () Daughter, Sifter, Wife of feveral Kings : 
Befides Allyance, and the ftile of Mother, 
In which one Title you drown ai your other. 
Inftance, be (&) that fair fhoot, is gone before, 
Your eldeft Joy, and top of afl your ftore, 
With (7) thofe, whofe fight to us is yet deny’d, 
But not our Zeal to them, or ought befide 
This City can to you: For whofe Eftate 
She hopes you will be ftill good Advocate 
To her beft Lord. So, whilft you mortal are, 
No tafte of fowr Mortality once dare 
Approach your Houfe ; nor Fortune greet 
But coming on, and with a forward Face. 


(a) The Lord Mayor, who for his Year, hath fenior place of the 
reft, and for the day was.chief Serjeant to the King. (5) Above the 
bleffing of his prefent Office, the word had fome particular allufior 
to higName, whichis Benet, and hath (no doubt ) in time been the 
contraCtion of Benediff. (c) TheCity, which Title is toucht befofe. 
(4) To the Prince. (e) An Attribute given to great perfons, fitly 
above other humanity, and in frequent ufe with ail the Greek Poets, 
efpeciallys Homer. Iliad. a. —J}@- Aximsus. And in the fame Book. 
— dv ]iSsoy Tloaven cov. (f) As Luétasius calls Parnaffus,Umbsiecum 
terr@. (g) Tothe Queen. (4) Anemphatical Speech, and well reé 
enforcing her greatne(s; being by this match, more titan either her 
Brother, Father, €3c. (i) Daughter to Frederick fecond King of | 
Denmark, and Norweéy, Sifter to Chriftserne the Fousth now there 
Reigning, and Wife to James our Sovereign. (k) The Prince 
Henry Friderick, (1} Cbarles Duke Of Rotbfo » and the Lady 


Eligabecb, z | 
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your Grace; 


panicle 
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of the King’s Entertainment 


> 


'The other at Temple-Bar. 


C the Frontifpiece of a Temple” the Walls of 
which and Gates were brafs ; their Pillars filver,cheir 
Capitals and Bafes gold: in the higheft point of all was 
‘erected a Fanns head, and over it written, 


JANO QUADRIFRONTI SACRUM. 


Which Title of 2suadrifrons is faid to be given 

Raff apud him, as he refpecteth all Climates, and fills all 

Muro. l.1. parts of the World with his Majefty : which 

Satur.c4p.9. Afgrtial would feem'to allude unto in that 
Hendeca/ylable, 


Lib.8.Ep.2. Et lingua pariter locutws omni. 


Others have thought it by reafon of the fourElements, 
which brake out of him, being Chaos: for Ovid is not 
afraid to make Chaos and fanus the fame, in thofe Vertes, 


Faft. lib. 1, le Chaos antiqui (nam fum res prifca) vocabant 
Ad/pice, Xe. 
ers _ But we rather follow (and that more par- 
Mae ticularly) the opinion of the * Ancients, who 
num, ib, 4, have entituled him Quadrifrons, in regard of 
- cap. 8. the year, ( which under his {way is divided in- 


Alb, 13 deo- to four Seafons, Spring, Summer, Autumn, Win- 


rum. ter, ) and afcribe unto him the beginnings and 
(a) De nat. ends of things. See M.Crc. (a) Cumque sn 
deorum, lib. ommibys rebus vim haberent maximam prima & 
= extrema”, principem in ee Janum effe vo- 
(b) Qua tuerypt, quod (b) ab eundo momen eft deductum :. 
Ean, ex quo tranfitiones pervia Jani, fore(que in limini- 
bus prophanarum adium, Fanua nominatar, &c. 
As alfé the charge and cuftody of the whole 
world, by Ovid: aan 
4 | J Quicquid ubique vides, calum, mare, subila, terras. 
Eaft, shia. Omnia funt noftra claula patentque manu. 
_ Me penes eft unum valti cajtodia mundi, 
Et jus vertends cardinis omne meum eft, 
About his fourHceads he hath a wreath of Gold, 
in-which was graven this Verfe, 
Mart.lib§, TOT’ VULTUS MIHT NEC SATIS PUTAVL 
Epift. 2. a ca es _ 
- Signifying, chat though he had four Faces, yet 
he thought them not enough, to behold the 
—greatnefs and glory of that day: beneath 
under the head wus written, | | 
 OuFat1.  EY'MODO SACRIFICO CLUSIUS ORE VOCOR. 


For. being open; he was ftyl'd Patulcizs, but then upon the 
coming of his Majefty, being to be fhut, he was to be cal- 


led Clufias Upon:the ourmoft Front of the Building was | 


placed the entire Arms of the Kingdom with the Garter, 
Grown, and Supporters; :cut forth as fair and great‘as the 
lifé, with an Hexajfick written underneath, all exprefling 
the dignity and power. of him that fhould clofe that 
Temple. : 
QUI DUDUM ANGUSTIS TANTUM REGNAVIT IN ORIS ° 
PARVOQUE IMPERIO SE TOTI PRABUIT ORBI 
ESSE REGENDO PAREM, TRIA REGNA (UT NULLA DEESSET 
VIRTUTI FORTUNA ) SUO FELICITER UNI 

JUNCTA SIMUL SENSIT: FAS UT SIT CREDERE VOTIS 
NON JAM SANGUINEA FRUITUROS PACE BRITANNOS, . 


_ In a great Freeze, below, that ran quite along the 


breadth of the Building, were written thefe two Verfes 


out of Horace, Lib. 2. Epift. 1. ad ug. 


JURANDASQUE SUUM PER NOMEN PONIMUS ARAS, 
NIL ORITURUM ALIAS, NIL ORTUM TALE FATENTES. 


The firft and principal perfon in che Temple, was 


IRENE, ° 
Or Peace, fhe was placed aloft in a Cat, her Attire white, 
femined with Stars, her Hair loofe and large : a wreath 
of Olive on her Head, on her Shoulder a Silver Dove : in 
her left hand, fhe held ferth an Olive Branch, with an 
handful of ripe Ears, in the other a Crown of Lawrel, as 
Notes of Victory and Plenty. By her ftood 


PLUTUS, 
Or Valth, a little Boy, bare-headed, his Locks So Cephifo- 
curled, and fpangled with Gold, of a frefh ited 
Afpett, his Body almoft naked, faving fome sop auf in 
rich Robe caft over him; in hisarmsaheap By.,; € 
of gold Ignors to exprefs Riches, whereof he Pbil. in 
is the god. Bencath her feet lay Ima. con- 
. trary 
ENYALIUS, Tog Tn. 
ee e ¢#an, and 
Or Mars, groveling, his Armor fCattered up- others, that 


on him in feveral pieces, and fundry forts of ce a 
: ! an 
ee broken about him, her word to all deformed. 


UNA TRIUMPHIS INNUMERIS POTIOR. 


—— pax optima rerum 
uas homing noviffe datum eft, pax una Triumphs 
Innumer« potior. Sil, Ital. 


Signifying that Peace alone was better, and more to be 
coveted than innumerable Triumphs. Befides, upon the 
right hand of her, bue with fome little defcent, ina He- 
micycle was feated | 


ESYCHIA, 


Or Quiet, the firft Handmaid of Peace; a Woman of a 
grave and. venerable Afpect, attired in black, upon her 
head an. artificial Neft, out of which appeared Storks 
heads, .to.manifeft a fweet Repofe. Her feet were placed 
upon a Cube, to fhew Stabilicy, and in her Lap fhe held 
a Perpendicular or Level, as the Enfign of Evennefs and 
Ref: on the top of it fate an Halcyon, os King’s-fither. 
She had lying at her feer 


TARACHE, 


Or Tumult, in a Garment of divers, but dark Colours, her 
Hair wild, and difordered, a foul and troubled Face; | 
about her lay Staves, Swords, Ropes, Chains, Hammers, 
Stones, and fuch like, to exprefs Turmoil. The word was, 


, PERAGIT TRANQUILLA POTESTAS. 


Duod violenta nequit: . mandataque fortine urget aa 
Imperiofa quées. Claud. Panegy. 


To fhew the benefit of a calm and facite Power , being 
able to effect in a State that, which no Violence can. On. 


the other fide the fecond Handmaid was 


ELEUTHERIA, : 


Or Liberty, her Drefling white, and fomewhat antick, 
but loofé and free : her Hair flowing down her back, and 
fhoulders : In her right Hand fhe bare a Club, onher left © 
a Hat, the Charaéers of Freedom and Power : At her _ 
a Cat 


1 ae ing to His Coronation. 


a Cat was placed,-the Creature mott EONS: and ex- 
prefling Liberty. She trode on 


DOULOSITS, 


Or Serie a Woman in old and worn Ganncits: lean 
and meagre, bearing Fetters on her Feet and Hands ; about 
her Neck a Yoke, to infinuate Bondage, and the word 


NEC uNQUAM GRATIOR. 
Alluding to eal other of Claud. 


Nunquam Libertas gratior extat, 


Quam fub Rege pio. 


And intimated that Liberty could never appear more 
graceful, and lovely, than now under fo good a Prince. 
The oo Handmmaid was 


De laud. Stil. l. oe 


SOTERTA, 


Or Safety, a Damfel in Carnation, the colour fignifying ' 
Cheer, and Life ; fhe fae high : upon her Head fhe wore an 
antick Helm, and in her right Hand a Spear for Defence, | 
in her left a Cap for Medicine: ‘at her Feet was fet a Pe- : 
deftal, upon which a Serpent rowld up did lie. 

was 


PETIR A, 


Or, Danger, a Woman difpoiled , and almoft naked ; the 
little Garment fhe bath left her, ‘of feveral colours, to note 
her various difpofition. Befides her lies a Torch out, and 
a Sword broken, (the Inftruments of her Fury ) with a 
Net and Wolves-skin ( the Enfigns of her Malice ) rent in 
pieces. The word, 


aoe DEDERE a ee 


Borrowed from Mart. oa implying, that now 

Lib.12,6).6. all.Fears have turned their backs, and our 
| fafety might become fecurity, danger being fo 
. wholly depreft, and unfurnifht of all means to hurt. The 
fourth Attendant ts, 


EUDAIMONIA, 


Or Felieity, varied on the fetond hand; and apparelled 
sichly; in ari embroidered Robe, ‘and Mantle: a fair 
golden Trefs. Id her. right hahd.a Caducens, the note of 
peaceful Wifdom : in her left, ‘a-Cornucopia fill'd only with 
Flowers, as a fign of flourifhing Bleffednefg ; and crown’d 
with a Garland of the fame. At her Feer, 


DYSPRAGIA, 


Or Unbappine/, a Woman bare-helided, her Neck, Anne 
Breaft, and Feet naked, her Look Hollow and pale ; fhe 
holds a Cornucopia turned downward, with all the Flowers | 
fall’n out and {cattered ; upon her fits a Raven, as the au- 
| guty of ill Fortunc : And the Soul Was - , 


ae - REDEUNT SATURNIA REGNA. 


a Out of Virgil, to fhew that now thofe golden 
Ecleg. Times were returned again, wherein Peace 

herty reftored, Safery aflured, and aff Blelfednefs appearing 

in every of thefe'V’ irtues, her particular triumph’ over her 

oppofite evil. This is the dumb- Argument of the Frame, 

and illuftrated with this Verle of ae written in the un- 
der Freeze. % 2 


NULLA SALUS BELLO: 
. .. PACEM’TE POSCIMUS OMNES. 


*~ 


Acneid. (6, 3. 


Beneath | of Yarn, which they named Apiculum,and Was 


ee 


| My Habit fpeaks my Name. 


| men did {pecially celebrate. 
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The {peaking (peaking p: part was performed, as within the Temple 
where there was erected an Altar, to which, at the ae 
proach of the King, appears the Llanzen 


* MARTIALIS. aor one of 
. r three 
. Flamines 
And to him, eat a 
think, 
GENIUS URBIS. Numa Pom 
The Genius we attired before: To the Flamen Feeee 
we appoint this Habit. A long crimfon Robe but we ra- 
‘| to witnefs his Nobility, his Tippet and Sleeves ther, with 
white, as reflecting on Purity in his Réligion, a pane Ae 
| rich Mantle of Gold with a Train, to expref ee te 
the dignity of his Function., Upon his Head a ftitution, 
(a) Hat of delicate Wooll, whofe top ended whereof 
in a Cone, and was thence called according there were 
to that of Lucan. lib. x. ty nd 
Attollenfque Apicem cua vertice F. lamen: Dials: to 
whom. he 


was next.in dignity. He was always created out of the Nobility, 


rand did perform the Rites to Mars, who was thought the Father of 


Romulus.. (a) Scaligerin comcd. inVarr. faith, Torus Psleus, vel po- 
tins vclamenta, Flammeum dicebatur, unde Pamine ass. 


his Apex was covered with a (2) fine Net _(b) To 


‘this looks 
that other 
Conjecture | 
of Varro, 
lib. 4. de 
lingua La- 
tina. Fla- 
mines quod 
lscto 1m ca» 
pste velats 
erant {cm- 
per, ac caput cintum habebant Fi Flamines dif, (c) Which in their 
Attire was called Stroppus,in their Wives Inarc:lum. (d) Scal. Ibid. iv 


‘firftained with a (c) bow'd twig of Pomegranat 
Tree ; ic was alfo in the hot .time of Summer 
to be bound with Ribons, and thrown bebind 
them, as (d) Scaliger teacheth. In his Hand 
he bore a golden Cenfor with Perfume, and 
cenfing about the Altar, ( having firft kindled 
his Fire on the top) is interrupted by the 
Gens; 


| con, Poné ensm regerebant apicem, ne 5 Aiea effet fummn ajtatis calo~ - 


ribus, Ament enim, que offendices dicebantur fub mentum addu@tn; 


religabant; ut cum vellent, regererent, © pone prmece permitte- 
rent. ‘ ; _ 


+. 


GENIUS. 


(Tay, what art thou, that in this ftrange Attire, 

Dar’ft kindle ftranger, and unhallowed Fire 
Upon this Alear ? F/. Rather what art thou 
That dar’ft fo rudely interrupt my Vow? 
Ge. A Flamen? 
And (4) Martial calld. Ge. Ifo did guefs 
By my fhort view ; but whence didft thou afcend 
Hither? or how ? ‘or to What my ftick end ? 

Fl. The Noife, and prefent Tumult of this Day, 


Fl. Yes; 


Rows’d me from Sleep, and Silence, where] lay 


Ob{cur’d from Light ; which when I wak’e to fee, 

I wond’ring thought what this great Pomp might be. 
When (looking in my Kalendar ) I found 

The (4) Ides of March were entred, and I bound 
With thefe, to celebrate the genial Feaft 

Of (c) .duna ftilld Perenna, (d) Mars his Gueft, 


(a) Of Mars whofe Rites (as we have toucht before ) this Flas: 
(b) With usthe 15 of March, which. 
was the prefent day of this Triumph ¢: and on which the great Feaft: 
of Anna Perenna ( among the Romans ) was yearly, and with (uch 
Solemnity remembred. Oud. Faft. 3. Idsbus eft, Anna feftum ge- 
niale Perenne, Hand procul a rips, &c. (c) Who this Anna fhould. 
be ( with the Romans themfelves) hath been no trifling Controver- 
fie. Some have thonght her fabuloufly the Sifter of Dido, fome a 


was with-us fo advanced, Reft received, Li- ‘Nymph of Numsciw, tome Io, {ome Them. Others an old "Woman: 


of Bovilla, that fed the feditious multitude, in Monte Sacro, with 
Wafers, and fine Cakes, intimeof their Penury : To whom, after- 
ward (in memory of the benefit ) their peace being made with the 
Nobles, they ordained this Feaft. Yet, they that have thought nea- 
reft, have mift all thefe, and directly imagined her the Moon. And 
that fhe was called ANNA, Qusa menfibus smpleat annum, Ovid. ib. 
To which, the Vow that they ufed in her Rites, fomewhat confirm- 
ingly alludes, which was, Us Amare, Perannare commode liceret, 
‘Macr, Sat. lib, 1, cap.12. (d) So Ovid.sbid. Faft. makes Mars {peak- 
ing to her, Menfe me meo coler#, JUmxi mea tempora tecum, 

Who, 
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Who, in this Month of his, is yearly call’d 

To Banquet at his Alcars ; and inftall’d 

(a) A Geddef with him, fince the fills the Year, 

And (6) knits the oblique Scarf that girts the Sphere. 
Whilft four-fac’d fanws curns his (c) vernal Look 
Upon their meeting Hours, as if he took 

High Pride and Pleafure. Ge. Sure thou ftill doft Dream, 
And both thy Tongue, and Thought rides on the Stream 
Of Phantafy : Behold here de nor fhe, 
Have any Altar, Fane, or Deity. 

Stoop : read bat this (¢) InfCription: and thenview | 
To whom the Place is confecrate. °*Tis crue 

That this is “fasus Temple, and that now 

He turns upen the Year his frefheft Brow: 

That this is Mars his Month; and thefe the Ides, 
Wherein his Anne was honor’d ; both the Tides, 
Titles, and Place, we know: but thefe dead Rites 
Are long finc: buried, and new Power excites 

More high and hearty Flames. Lo, there is he, 
Who brings with him (e) a greater Anne than fhe: 
Who ftrong and potent Virtues have (f) defac’d. 
Scern Mars his Statues, and upon them plac’d 

His, (g) and the Worlds bleft Bleflings: This hath brought 
Sweet Peace to fit in chat bright Scate fhe oughe, 
Unbloudy, or untroubled ; hath forc’d hence 

All Tumults, Fears, or other dark Portents . 

That might invade weak Minds ; hath made Men fee 
‘Once more the face of welcome Liberty-: 
And doth (in all his prefent acts ) reftore 

That firft pure World, made of the better ore. 

Now Innocence fhall ceafe to be the fpoil 

Of ravenous Greatnefs, or to fteep the foil 

Of raifed Pefancry with Tears, and Blood ; 

No more fhall rich Men (for their little good) # 
Sufpected to be made Guilty ; or vile Spies. 

Enjoy the Luft of their fo murth’ring Eyes : 

Men fhall put off their Iron Minds, and Hearts ; 

The Time forget his old malicious Arts 

With this new Minute ; and no print remain 

Of what'was thought the former Ages ftain. 

Back, Flamen, with thy Superfticious Fumes, 

And cenfe not here ; Thy Ignorance prefumes 

Too much, in acting any Ethnick Rice 

In this tranflated Temple: bere no Wight, 

To facrifice, fave my Devotion comes, 

That brings in ftead of thofe thy (4) mafculine Gums, 
My City’s heart ; which fhall for ever burn 

Upon this Alrar, and no time (hall curn 

The fame to Afhes: here I fix it faft, — vit 
Flame bright, Flame high, and may it ever-laft. 
Whilft I, before the Figure of thy Peace, 

Still tend the Fire ; and give it quick increafe 

With Prayers, Wifhes, Vows ; whereof be thefe 

The leaft, and weakeft : that no Age may leefe 

The Memory of this fo rich a Day ; 

But rather, that ic henceforth yearly may 


(4) Nuper erat dea fatta, Sc. ibid. (6) Where is underftood the 
meeting of the Zodiack in March, the Month wherein the is celebra- 
ted. (c) That Face wherewith he beholds the Spring. (d4) Written 
upon the Altar,for which we refer you to the end of this Page. (e) The 
Qneen : to which in our Infcription we fpake to the King MARTE 
MAFORI. (f) The Temple of Fanus we apprehend to be both 
the Houfe of War, and Peace : of War, when it is open; of Peace, 
when it ts fhut : And that there, each over the other is interchange- 
ably placed, to the viciffitude of Times. (g} Which are Peace, Reft, 
Liberty, Safety,€Sc. and were his actively, but the worlds paffively. 
(4) Somewhat a ttrange Epithete in our Tongue, but proper to the 
Shing : for they were only Mafculine Odors, which were offer’d to 
the Altars, bing. Ec/.8. Verbenafque adole psnguen, § mafcula tbura. 
And Piin. Nat. Hijt.l1b.12. cap.1 4. {peaking of thefe, hath Quod ex ee 
retundstate gutte pependit, Mafculum vocamus, cum alias non fere mas 
vocetur, ubi non fie farmuna : relsgsons ersbutum ne fexus alter ufurpa- 
retur. Mafculum aliqus pueant a fpecte eeftium difum. See him alfo 
Ht.34. capri. And, Arnch.lib.7. adverf: Gent. Non fi mille eu pondera 


mafeuis thurs incendask9c. 


Part of the King’s Entertainment, 


Begin our Spiing, and with our Spring the Prime; 


And () firft accompt of Years, ot Months, (2) of time : 
And may thefe Ides as fortunate appear 

To thee, as they to (/) Cefar fatal were. 

Be all thy Thoughts born perfect, and thy Hopes. 

In their events ftill crown’d beyond their Scopes. 

Le: not wide Heav’n that fecret Blefling know 

To give, which fhe on thee will not beftow. 

Blind Fortune be thy Slave ; and may her Score 

( The lefs chou feek’ft it ) follow thee the more. 

Much more I would: but fee, thefe brazen Gates 
Make hafte to clofe, as urged by thy Fates ; 

Here ends my City’s Office, here it breaks : 

Yet with my Tongue, and this pure Heart, fhe {peaks 
A fhort Farewel ; and lower than thy Feet, | 
With fervent Thanks, thy Royal Pains doth greet. 
Pardon, if my abruptnefs breed Difeafe ; 

He merit’s not Poffend, that baftes to pleafe. 

(i) According to Romulus his Inftitution, who made March the 
firft Month, and confecrated it to his Father, of whom it was c 
Martius. Varr. Feft. in Frag. Martius menjis snitium anni fuit, in 
Latio, &§ poft Romam conditam,e. And Ovid. Fajt.3. A te principium 
Romano dicsmus anne: Primus de patrio nomine menfis erst. Vox rate 
fit, Sc. See Macr.lib.. cap. 12. and Solin, in Poly. Hift.cap.3. Quéd 
boc menfe mercedes exolversne magifiry, quas completas anmus Leber fi- 
esffeSc. (k) Some, to whom we have read this, have taken it for 
a Tautology, thinking Time enough expreffed before in Years , and 
Monrbs. For whofe ignorant fakes we muft confefs to have taken 
the better part ‘of this travail in noting, a thing not ufwal, neither 
affected of us, but where there is neceflity, as here, to avoid their 
dull Cenfures : where in Years and Months we alluded to that is 
obferved in our former Note: but by Tsse we underftand the prefent, 
and that from this inftant, we fhould begin to reckon, and make this 
the firft, of our time. Which is alfo to be helpt by Empbafs. (f) In 
which he was flain in the Senate. 


Over the Altar was written 
this Infcription : 
D. L O. M. 


BRITANNIARUM. IMP. PA 
VINDICIL MARTE. MAJORL P. 
AUGUSTO. NOVO. GENTIUM. CG 
JUNCTARUM. NUMINI. TU 
LAR , 

} D. A. 7 
CONSERVATRICL ANNA. IPS A 
PERENNA. DEABUSQUE UNIVER- 
SIS. OPTATIORI. SUI. FORTUNA- 
TISSIML 'THALAMI. SOCIA ET 
CONSORTI. PULCHERRIM&A AU- 
GUSTISSIMZ. - 

a as a 
H. F. P. 


FILIO. SUO. NOBILISSIMO. OB. AD 
VENTUM. AD. URBEM. HANG. SU- 
AM. EXPECTATISSIMUM. GRATIS 
SIMUM. CELEBRATISSIMUM. CU- 
J US. NON. RADIL SED. SOLES. PO. 
TIUS. FUNESTISSIMAM. NUPER. 
AERIS. INTEMPERIEM. SERENA- 


I 
F. 
O 
T 


Crs. 

P.F.S. 
Ne 
E- 


RUNT. 
| SP QL. 
VOTIS: X. VOTIS. XX. ARDENTISSIMIS. 
3 L. M. 
HANG ARAM. 
P. 


And 


oo” 


bd 


And up'n the Gate, being fbut, 
IMP. JACOBUS MAX 
CHSAR AUG PP. | 
PACE POPULO BRITANNICO 
TERRA MARIQUE PARTA 
JANUM CLUSIT. S.C” 


In the Strand. 


T He Invention was a Rain-bow, the Moon, Sun, 
and thofe feven Stars, which Antiquity hath ftyld 
the Pleiades or Vergilie, advanced between two 
magnificent Pyramids, of 70 Foot in height, on which 
were drawn his Majelties feveral Pedigrees Eng. and Scot. 
To which Body ( being framed before ) we were to apt 
our Soul. And finding that one of thefe Seven Lights, 


Electra, is rarely or not at all to be feen, (as Ovid. lib. 4. 


Fat. affirmeth. 


Pleiades sncipient bumeros relevare paternds : 
Due feptems dict, fex tamen effe folent. 


And by and by after, 


Sive quod Electra Troja [pectare ruinas 
Non tulit : ante oculos oppo/uitque manum. 


And Feftus Avien. ( Paraph. in Arat. Phenom.) 


Fama vetus fepters memorat genitore crzatas 
Longevo : fex fe rutila inter fiaera tantum 

- : + Suftollunt, Oc. 

And beneath, = . 
— cerni [ex folas carmine Mynthes 


Afferit: Elettram celo abceffiffe profundo,cre. ) 


' We vent’red to follow this Authority ; and made her 
the Speaker; prefenting her hanging in the Air, in Figure 
of a Comet ; according to Anonymus. Electra non fujtinens 
videre calum pronepotum fugerit ; unde & illam diffolutes crini- 
bus propter lucttum sre alferunt, CO propter coms quidams Come- 
ten appellant. 


‘The SPEECH 


ELECTRA. 
He long (4) Laments I {pent for ruin’d Troy, 
tL Are dried ; and now mine Eyes run Tears of Joy: 
No more fhall Men fuppofe Eleétra dead, 
Though from the confort of her Sifters fled 
Unto the (4) Arctick Circle, here to grace, 
And gild this day with her (c) fereneft Face: . 
And fee, my (2) Daughter Iris haftes to throw 
Her rofeat Wings, in compafs ofa Bow, 
About our State, as (e) fign of my Approach : 
Attracting to her Seac from (f) Mithras Coach, | 


_ (4) Feft. Avi. paraph, Pars ait Idee deflentem incendia Tropc,Et nu- 
werofa fie lugentem fanera gents, Electram tetris meftum dare nubibus 
orbem. Befides the reference to Antiquity, this Speech might be un- 
derftood by Allegory of the Town here, that had been fo ruined with 
Sicknels,&c. (6) Hyginus. Sed poftquamTroja fuse capta, F Progenies ejus 
gue a Dardano fust ever{a, dolore permotam ah bi fe removiffe,€3 in crr- 
culo qui ArGscus dicteur conftitiffe, Sc. (c) Bledra fignifies Serenity it 
felf, and is compounded of #a:G@-, which is the Sun, and 29eG@-, that 
fignifies Serene. She is mentioned to be Anima [phere folu:; by Preclus. 
Com. in Hefiod. (d) She is alfo fain’d to be the Mother of the Rain-bow. 
Nafcitur enim Irs ex aqua & ferenitate,e refractione radsorum fcilicet. 
Arift.in Meteorol. (e) Val, Flas, Argonaut.t. makes the Rain-how, indi- 
cem ferenitatis, Emicust referata dies, coclumg3refolvit Arcus, © in fum- 
mos redserunt nubila montes. (f} A name of the Sun. Stat. The. /. t.tor- 
quentem cornua Mithran. And Martian. Capel. 1.3. de nup. Mer. @ Phil. 
‘Te Serapim Nulin,Mempbn vencratur Ofirin; Diffona facra Mithran (Sc. 


vt . 
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—— ee 


{| A thoufand ditferent and particular Hiews, 


Which fhe throughout her Body doth dittufe. 
The Sun, as loth to part from this half Spéere, 
stands ftill; and Plave labours to appear 


| In all as bright (if not as rich ) as he: 


And, for a Note of more Serenity, 

My Six (g) fair Sifters hither fhift their Lights ; 

To do this Hower the utmoft of her Rites. co 
Where left the Captious, or Prophane might doubr, 
How thefe clear heavenly Bodies come about 


| All to be feen at once; yer neithers Lighe 


Eclips’d, or fhadow’d by the others Sight : - 
Let ignorance know, great King, this Day is thine, 
And doth admit no Night ; but all do fhine 


| As well nocturnal, as diurnal Fires, 


To add unto the Flame-of our defires. 

Which are (now thou haft clos’d up (4) Fanws Gates, 
And giv’n {6 general Peace to all Ettares ) 

That no otfenfive Mift, or cloudy Stain 

May mix with Splendor of thy golden Raign ; 

But, as th’aft free’d thy (¢) Chamber, from the Noife - 
Of War and Tumult ; thou will powr thofe Joys 

Upon (&) this Place, which claims to be the (1) Sear 

Of all the Kingly Race: the Cabinet 

To all thy Counfels ; and the judging Ghair 


| To this thy fpecial Kingdom. Who fo fair 


And wholefom Laws, in every Court, fhall ftrive 
By Equity, and their firft Innocence to thrive ; 

The bafe and guilty Bribes of guiltier Men 
Shall be thrown back, and Juftice look, as when 
She lov’d the Earth, and fear’d not ro be fold 
For that, (m) which worketh all things to it, Gold. 
The Dam of other Evils, Avarice | 
Shall here lock down her Jaws, and that rude Vice 


} Of ignorant, and pittied greatnefs, Pride, | 


Decline with Shame ; Ambition now hall hide 

Her Face in Duft, as dedicate to fleep,. 

That in great Portals wont her Watch to keep. 

Allills fhall fly che Light : Thy Court be free 

No lefs from Envy, than from Flattery ; ) 
All Tumult, Faction, and harfh Difcord ceafe; 

That might perturb the Mufick of thy Peace : 

The querulous Nature fhall no longer find | 

Room for his Thoughts: One pure confent of Mind 

Shall flow in every Breaft, and not the Air, 

Sun, Moon, or Stars fhine more ferenely fair. 

This from that loud, bleft Oracle, 1 fing, - 

Who here, and firft, pronounc’d thee Britaims King. 
Long may’ft thou live, and fee me thus appear; 
As ominous (») a Comet, from my Sphere, 

Unto thy Raign; as that (6) did aufpicate 

So lafting Glory to Aaguftus State. 


| (g) Alcyone, Celeno, Taygete, Afterope, Merope, Masa, which are alfo faid 


to be the Souls of the other Spheres, as Electra of the Sun. Proclus,sbs st 
com. Alcyone Veneru. Celeno Saturni. Taygete Lune. Afferope Frits. 
Merope Martw.Maia Mercurss. (b)Alluding back to that of our Temple: 
(s) London, (k) His City of /tminfter, in whofe Name, and at whofe 
Charge, together with the Dutchy of Lancafter,this Arch was er:Cted. 
(/) Since here, they not only fat being crowned, but alfo firft received 
their Crowns, (m) Hor.Car./.4.Ode.9. Ducents ad fe cunts pecinic. 
(1) For our tore authority to induce her thus, Sce Fe/?. Avsen. paraply, 
in Arat. {peaking of Electra, Nonnunquam Oceani tamen iffam furgere ab 
und, In ccnvexa poli, fed fede carere fororims; Atg, os difcretum 
procul edere, deteftatam., Germanof, choros fobvss lacrymare ruinus Difs 
fufamg;comuas cerni, crinifg; foluts Monfirars effizie Sc. (0 ) All Comets 
were not fatal, fome were fortunately ominous, as this to which we al- 
lude} and wherefore we have Pisy’s teftimony. Nat.H:/t. [sb.2. cap.25. 
Cometes in uno toesus orbs loco colscur in temple Rome, admodum faufi us 
Divo Augufto judicatus ab ipfo: gus incspsente eo, apparuse ludu quos fa- 
csebat Veneri Genctrici, non multo poft obieum patris Cefaru, in coll:sia 
ab eoinftseuto. Namq; bis verby sd gaudium prodsdst. lis ipfis ludovuny 


-meorum dicbus, fydus crinitum per feptem dies in regione Corll, quz 


fub Septentrionibus eft, confpectum. Id oriebatur circa undecimam 
horam diei, clarumq; & omnibus terris confpicuum fuit. Eo fydere fig- 
nificari vulgus credidit, Ce/arw animam inter Deorum immortalium 
numina receptam : quo nomine id infigne fimulacro capitis ejus, quod 


‘ mox in foro confecravimus, adjectum eit. Hac sile in publicum,sntersore 


Laudso fibs slum natum feque si co mafcs inserpretatns 
Sasemur, falutare +d torrts fust. 


eft. Es fi verum 
A PANE 


Ce 
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PANEGYRE, 


HAPPY ENTRANCE 


O F 


JAMES, our Sovereign, 


Firft High Seffion of PARLIAMENT in this His 
Kingdom, the 19% of March, 1603. 


The Author B. J. 


Licet toto nunc Helicone frut. Matt. 


Befide her, ftoop’t on either hand, a Maid, 
Fair Dice, and Eunomia ; who were faid 

To be her Daughters : and but faintly known 

On Earth, til] now, they come to grace his Throne. 
Her third, Jrene, help’d to bear his Train ; 

And in her Office vow’d fhe would remain, 


4 Eav’n now not ftrives, alone, our Brcafts to. fill 
‘ With joys; but urgeth his full Favours ftifl. 

ey Again, the glory of our Weftern World 
 —® Unfolds himfelf: and from his Eyes are hurl’d 
(To day) a thoufand radiant Lights, that ftream 


To every Nook and Angle of his Realm. 

His former Rayes did only clear the Sky ;_ Till foreign Malice, or unnatural Spighe 

But thefe his fearching Beams are caft, to pry ( Which Fates avert ) fhould force her from her right. 

Into thofe dark and deep concealed Vaults, With theft he pafs’d, and with his Peoples Hearts 

Where Men commit black Inccft with their Faults, Breath’d in his way ; and Souls (their better Parts ) 

And fnore fupinely in the ftall of Sin : 7 Hafting to follow forth in Shouts, and Crys. 

Where Murther, Rapine, Luft, do fit within, Upon his Face all threw their covetous Eyes, 

Carowfing humane Blood in Iron Bowls, As on a wonder : fome amazed ftood, 

And make their Den the Slaughter-houle of Souls: As if they felt, but had not known their good. 

From whofe foul reeking Caverns firtt arife Others would fain have fhewn it in their Words : 

Thofe Damps, that fo citend all good Mens Eyes, Put, when their Speech fo poor a help affords 

And would (if not difpers’d ) infcct the Crown, Unto their Zeals Expretfion ; they are mute : : 

And in their Vapor her bright Metal drown. ; And only with red Silence him falute. bb6 
,. To this fo clear and tanéiified an end, Some cry from tops of Houfes ; thinking noifs 

ob T faw, when reverend Thema did defcend lhe fitceft Herauld to proclaim true Joys: 
Upon his State ;_Ict down in that rich Chain, Others on ground run gazing by his fide, 
that faftneth heavenly Power to earthly Reign Al), as unwearied, as unfatisfied : 


And 


A Pa 


And every Window griev’d it could not move 


Along with him, and the fame trouble prove. 

They that had feen, but four fhort Days before, 

His gladding Look, now long’d to fee it more. - 

And as of lace, when he through London went, 

The amafous City fpar’d no Ornament, | 

That might her Beauties heighten ; but fo dreft, 

As our ambitious Dames, when they make Featts, 
S1And would be courted: fo this Town put on 

Jer brighteft Tyre ; and, init, equal fhone 

To her great Sifter: fave that modefty, 

Fier Place, and Years, gave her precedency. 

The joy of either was alike, and full ; 

No Age, nor Sex, fo weak, or ftrongly dull, 

That did not bear a part in this confent 

Of Hearts, and Voices. All the Air was rent, 

As wich che murmur of a moving Wood; ~ 

The Ground beneath did feem a moving Flood : 


Walls, Windows, Roofs, Towers, Stecples, all were fet 


With feveral Eyes, that in this Ovject met. 
Old Men were glad, their Fates till now did laft ; 
“And Infants, that the Hours had made fuch hafte 
To bring them forth: Whillt riper age’d, and apt 
To uuderftand the more, the more were rapt. . 
This was the Peoples Love, with which did ftrive 
The Nobles Zeal, yct either kepr alive 
The others Flame, as doth the Wike and Wax, 
That friendly temper’d, one pure Taper makes. 
Mean while. the reverend Them draws afide 
The King’s obeying Will, from taking Pride 
In thefe vain Stirs, and to his Mind fuggefts 
How he may triumph in his Subjects Breafts, 
With better pomp. She tells him firft, “‘ That Kings 
*¢ Are here on Earth the moft confpicuous Things : 
«¢ That they, by Heaven, are plac’d upon his Throne, 
“To rule like Heaven; and have no more their own, 
“ As they are,Men, than Men. That all they do 
“ Though hid at home, abroad is fearch’d into: 
“ And being once found out, difCover’d lyes 
“Unto as many Envics, there, as Eyes. 
“ That Princes, fince they know it is their Fate, 
“ Oft-times, to have the Secrets of their State 
“ Betray’d to Fame, fhould take more care, and fear 
“Tn publick Acts what Facc and Form they bear. — 
« She chen remcmb’red to his Thought the Place 
“ Where he was going ; and the upward Race 
« Of Kings, preceding him in that high Court; 
“ Their Laws, their Ends ; the Men fhe did report: 
© And all fo juftly, as his Ear was joy’d 
0$7° To hear the Truth, from fpight of Flattery void. 
< She fhew’d him, who Se petra ee Acts; 
“ Who both, who neither : afl the cunning Tracts, 
¢ And thriving Scatutes fhe could promptly note ; 
“The Bloody, Bafe, and Barbarous fhe did quote ; 
“Where Laws were made to ferve the Tyran’ will; 
“ Where Sleeping they could fave, and Waking kill; 
“ Where Acts gave Licence to impetuous Luft 
“To bury Churches, in forgotcen Duft, 
¢ And with their Ruins raife che Pander’s Bowers: 
“When, publick Juitice borrow’d all her Powers 
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‘‘ From private Chambers; that could then create 
“‘ Laws; Judges, Counfellors, yea Prince, and State. 
“¢ All this fhe cold, and more, with bleeding Eyes; 
“For Right isas Compaffionate as Wife. 

Nor did he feem their Vices fo to love, 

As once defend, what Themis did reprove. 


For though by ‘a and benefit of Times , 


He own’d their Crowns, he would not fo their Crimes. 


| He knew that Princes, who had fold their Fame 


To their voluptuous Lufts, had loft their Name; 

And that no Wretch was more unbleft than he, 

Whofe neceflary good twas now to be 

An evil King : And fo muft fuch be ftill, 

Who once hath gorthe habirdolll, =. 

One Wickednefs another mutt defend ; 

For Vice'is fafe, while fhe hath Vice to friend. 

He knew, that thofe, who would, with love, command, 

Muft with a tender (yet a ftedfaft ) Hand 

Suftain the Reins, and in the Check forbear 

To offer caufe of Injurv, or Fear. a 

That Kings, by their Example, more do fway 

Than by their Power ; and Men do more obey 

When they are led, chan when they are compell’d. 
In all thefe knowing Arts our Prince excell’d. 

And now the Dame had dried her dropping Eyne, 

When, like an April Iris, flew her fhine 

About the Streets, as it would force a Spring 

From out the Stones; to gratulate the King.- 

She bleft the People, that in Shoales did fwim 

To hear her Speech ; which ftill began in him, 

And ceas’d inthem. She told them, what a Fate 

Was gently fall’n from Heaven upon this State; 

How dear a Father they did now enjoy 7 

That came to fave, what DifCord would deftroy: 

And ent’ring with the Power of a King, 

The Temp’rance of a private Man did bring, 

That wan Affections, ere his Steps wan Ground ; 


‘And was not hot, or covetous to be crown’d 


Before Mens hearts had crown’d him. Who (unlike . 
Thofe greater Bodies of the Sky, that ftrike 
The leffer Fires dim ) in his accefs 
Brighter than all, hath yet made no one lefs ; 
Though many greater : and the moft, the beft. 
Wherein, his choice was happy with the res 
Of his great Actions, firft to fee, and do 
What all Mens Withes did afpire unto. 
_Hereat, the People could no longer hold 


| Their bufting Joys; but through the Air was rolld 


The length’ned Shout, as when th’Artillery 

Of Heaven is difcharg’d along the Sky. 

And this Confeffion flew from every Voice, 

Never bad Land more reafon to rejoyce, 

Nor to ber bliff, could ought now added be, - 

Save, that (he might the fame perpetual fee. e 
Which when Time, Nature, and the Fates deny’d, 
With a twice louder Shout again they cry’d, 

Yer, let ble? Britain ask ( wsthout your wrong ) 

Still to have {uch a King, and this King long. 


Solus Rex, & Poeta non quotannis nafcitur. 


Sf. A PAR- 
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Particular Entertainment 
QUEEN «x PRINCE 


Their HIGHNESS at ALTHROPE, 


AT THE 


Right Honourable the Lord 5P ENCER’S, on Saturday, 
Being the 25t*of Zune 1603. As they came firft into the Kingdom: 


' The Author B. J. | / 


ASATYR 


T HE Invention was, to have a Satyr lodged in a little 
Spinet, by which Her Majefty, and the Prince were 
to come, who ( at the report of certain Cornets that 

were devided in feveral places of the Park, to fignifie ber Ap- 


proach ) advanced bis bead above the top of the wood,wondring, 


and ( with bis Pipe in bis band) began as followeth. 
SATTIR. 


Ere? there? and everywhere ? 

Some Solemnities are near, 
That thefe Changes ftrike mine Ear. 
My Pipe and Ia part fhall bear. 


And after a flort (train with bis Pipe; again. 


‘Look, fee ; ( befhrew this Tree, ) 
What may all this Wonder be ? 
Pipe it, who that lift for me : 

Pil flie out abroad, and fee. 


There be leaped dowm, a gazing the Queen and the Prince 
in the Face, went forward. >. Losey felt sete 5 
That is Cypariffus Face! 7 mnofes fi ie — ey 
And the Darné hath Spriex Grace! 74> Z-“4 


O that Pas were now in place, yee Jewk rm 4 , 
Sure, they are of heavenly Race. | 


Here he ran into the Wood again, and bid bimfelf, whil/t to the 
found of excellent foft Mufick, that was there concealed in the 
Thicket, there came tripping up the lawn, a bevy of Fairies, 
attending on Mab their Queen, who falling into an artificial 
Ring, that was there cut inthe path, began to dance around, 
while their Miftri!s Spake as followerh. 


FAIRY. 


Hail, and welcom worthieft Queen, > 
Joy had never perfcct been, 

To the Nymphs that haunt this Green, 
Had they not this Evening feen-. 


Now they prine it on the ground 
With their Feet in figures round, 
Marks thac will be ever found, 
To remember this glad ftound. 


The Satyr peeping out of the Bufh, aid, 


Truft her not, you Bonny-bell, 
She will Forty Leafings cell, 
i do know her Pranks right well. 


FAIRYI 


Satyr, we muft have a Spell 
For your Tongue, it runs too fleet. ' 


SATT R. 


Not fo nimbly as your Feet, 
When about the Cream-bowls fwect, 
You, and all your E/ves do meet. 


Here Le came hopping forth , and mixing bimfelf swith the 
Fairies skipped tm, out, and about thew Circle, while she 
Elves made many offers to catch at him. | 


This is Mab the Miftrifs Fairy, 

That doth nightly rob the Dairy, 
And can hurt, or help the cherning, 

( As fhe pleafe) without difcerning. . 


Elfe. Pug, You will anon take warning. 
4rShe, that pinches Country Wenches, 
~ If they rub not clean their Benches, 
And with fharper Nails remembers, 
When they take not up their Embers : 
But if fo they chance to feaft her, 
In a fhoe fhe drops a Tefter. 


Elfe. Shall we ftrip the skipping Jefter 2 
This is fhe that emptics Cradles, 
Takes out Children, puts in Ladles: 
Trains forth Midwives in their flumber, 
‘With a Sieve the holes to number. 
And then leads them, from her Boroughs, 
Home through Ponds, and Water-furrows. 


Elf. 


A A 
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Elfe. Shall nor all this mocking ftir us ? ae FAIR r 
663 She can ftart our Frenklin’s Daughters, 7. . 
In cheir fleep, with ‘fhreeks, and laughters, . ” - Madam, now an end to sake? 
669 And on {weet Saint aint Anw’s night,.... . ee Deign a fimple Gift co take : 
Feed them with a prom promis’d ‘d fight, Only for the Fairies, fake, 
Some of Husbands, fome of -Lovers, : — Who about you ftill thal wake. 
Which an empty Dream diicovers.. ue ree : @ 
: Tis done only to fupply, _ 
‘Elfe, Satyr, Vengeance near r you. ‘hovers. a ae His fufpected ae : =e, Sere ene, M ho Sl, & 
And in hope that you. would come here. _ Fe . Who ¢fince Thamyra a did die oa aed i: 2 Lo yty, 4 
- i. & . For : , 
ca toca a cae Se ae Hath not brookt a "3 eyes 4 Vere oe a | cote: 
Ge NE ed there. on Up cree yt 40 fp, Tay, 
Buc (in footh ) I con you thank’ yer, Mid/um- Nor allow’d about his — WV. 
That you could fowell deceivesher -  . omer dayat | Anyof the Female Race. his “ty VS ahs Je eeu! © G. 
Of the Pride which gan up-heave her : night, but Only we are free to trace — 


And (by chis) would fo have blowmher, came not All his. grounds, as he to chafe. 


Asno wood- od fhould have known her. till the day 
. -_ ene: For which Bounty to us lent, 
Here be skipped into the Wood. + : : - we 3 Of him unknowledg’d, -or unfent, 
sO — We prepar’d this * Complement, ef . A_Jew “Jewel hig bees , 
Efe. Miftrif&, this is only f pight :' And as far from cheap intent, ! ke Be fo Lm (row // 7. 


For you would not yefternight -- “7 ged LQ 

66 Kifs him in the —— light. 2 Oe a "In particular to feed, | 
| ane | ‘rinw4 Any hope chat fhould fucceed 
‘And came again. rhe pa fon whe Ti Legon evfé,| Or our glory by the deed, 
| Ww i? Ge ey; fe Fon As yourfelf are from the need. 
, SATE RB 74 : 
oe : Utter not; we you implore 

By Pas, and thou haft hie it right. Who did give it, nor wherefore. 
| And when ever you reftore 
Yourfelf co us, you thall have more. 


AMG cele 
Higheft, happieft Queen, farewell, as aiee y 
But beware you do not so wursbe he fal aot op -~ 


There they laid bold on bim, and nipt bim. 
FAIRT. 


Fairies, pinch him black and blue, : 
Now you have him, make him rue. 


“ SATIR 
$1 .O, hold,/ Mab: vie SpE Le rarer be 


Elfe. Nay, the Devil that! have his dues re fy 


Then he ran quite away, and | qe them in a Comps for while the 
Fairy began again. 


7 FAIRT. 


Pardon, Lady, this wild ftrain, _ 
Common with the Sylvan Train, 


Here the Fairies bopt away in @ ae ae one on i 
fudden, the Satyr difcover'd bimle a again, and came forth. 


.& SATTR. 


Not tell? Ha, ha, I could fimile, 
Ac this old, and toothlefs Wile: 
Lady, | have been no ee 
She belies the noble Kee 

Say, that here he like the e groves: 
And purfue no foreign loves : 

Is he therefore to be deemed, 
Rude, or favage? or eftcemed, 


me But a forry Entertainer, 
“That do skip about this Plain: fam Cs ils *Caufe cae oi pean ftrainer, 
Elves, apply your gyre again. mare An, a a After painted Nymphs for Favours, 
oe oie Or that in his garb he favours 


And whil’ft fome do hop the Ring, 
Some fhafl play, and fome fhall fing, ~ 
We'll exprefs in every thing, 


" Little of the Nicety, 
In the fprucer Courtiery ; 
As the Rofary of Kifles, 


* Orana’s well-coming. | : ig With the Oath that never mifles, 
| . This, believe me on the breft 
ANN A 6 ’ 
7 And ‘telling fome Man’s Jeft, | ae 
| SONG. Thinking to prefer his Wit, 
; Equal with his Suit by it, | 
His is the, | I mean his Cloaths? No, no, no, ° 
This is fhe, | | Here doth no fuch humor flow. 
In whofe. world of grace | He can neither bribe a grace, 
Every feafon, perfon, place, | _ pic re | oe | 
That receive her, happy be ; et ith a plyant fmile, and flatter, a ” 
ah ai a («)Bringing Though thislately were fomer fomemattet Asaf Hay anf prT imme PX, 
Than: (2) a Kingdom's kapainels eae _ Tothe making of a Courtier. 7 4 te YG Frown 
Doth the private () Lares blefs, whieh is Now he hopes he fhall refort there qa DMheine/ Jt Ae 1 
And ours above the reft : thegreateft | Safer, and with more allowance ; «+ — < Fheobeth, Frn- Pn 
By how much we deferve it leaft. Felicity of j Since a hand hath governance, gi wae tt Munze7, 
. Long live Oriana * (na. koe That hath given thofe Cuftoms chafe, ~ <= 7 gone ao GA ae 
J Se poe fhe fucceeds our ene Die- Foutholds. And hath brought his own in place, -A““-¥* se gees Z?. Pe 
Op tare, Sf 2 O that 
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-O that now a With could bring, 
The god-like perfon of a King; _ 
Then fhould even Envy find, ; 
Caufe of wonder at i ee 
Of our Woodman: but lo, where , sis 
His Kingly Image doth appear, fea. ne ani 4 
And is all this while neglected. | 
Pardon ( Lord ) you are refpected, 


Deep as is the Keeper’s heart, 
' And as dear in every part. 


See, for inftance, where he fends Here the 
Ypurcee, “+ Bis Son, bis Heir; who humbly bends Sex fetche 
- tp, pops, +t Low, as bis Father’s earth, : Wood the 
[Fe : A fled +. To the womb that gave you birth : Lord Spen- 
yy, is t <7 hes «{.So he was directed firft, cer’s eldeft 
pa 2: Next to you, of whom the thirft Son, attired 
' Of feeing takes away the ufe se ae 
Of that part, fhould plead excufe hiker an 
For his boldnefs, which is lefs Huntfman. 


a “ 
y ‘tt. The Dog of Sparta Breed,and good, Ae ae 
ee AJ bil Ascanringwithina Wood; Y& nist ALmn. 


Bg Oem 


, Thence his name is: you thall try icn-¥Fy v 
opotten” hell How he hunceth inftantly. wlpffa ty. 


g: " Sport, as courfing: we will prove 


By his comely fhamefac’tnefs. 

- Rife up, Sir, I will betray, 
All] think you have to fay ; 
That your Father gives you here 
( Freely, as to him you were ) 
To the fervice of this Prince: 
And wich you thefe Inftruments 
Of his wild and Sylvan trade, 
Better not Aéteon had. 
The Bow was Phabes,and the Horn, 
By Orion often worn : 


, But perhaps the Queen your mother, ¢7 L, fee 


Rather doth affe& fome other sav Y's 


Which her Highnefs moft doth love. 
Sawrs, let the Woods refound, 

They fhall have their welcom crown’d, 
Wich a Brace of Bucks to ground. 


At that the whole Wood and Place refountled with the ‘noife of 
Gornets, Horns, and other hunting Mufich, and a Brace of 
choice Deer put out, and as fortunately kilPd, as they were 
meant to be; even in the fight of ber Majefty. 


This was the firft Nights Shew. Where the next day being Sun- 
day, {he refted, on Monday, tsll after Dinner ; where there 
was a Speech [uddeuly thought on, to induce # Morris of the 
Clowns thereabout, who moft officioufly prefented themfelves, but 
by reafon of the throng of the Country that came in, their 
Speaker could not be beard, who was in the perfon of No- 
Body, to deliver this following Speech, and attired in a. patr of 
Breeches which were made to come up tobis Neck, wth bis 
Arms out at bis Pockets, and a Cap drowning bis Face. 


—E my outfide move your Laughter, 
Pray ‘fove, my infide be thereafter. 
Queen, Prince, Duke, Earls, 
Counteffes ; you Courtly Pearls: 

( And, I hope, no mortal Sin, 

If I put lefs Ladies in ) 

Fair faluted be you all. 

At this time it doth befall, 

Weare the Huifher toa Morris, | 
(A kind of Mafque ) whereof good ftore is 
In the Country hercabout, 

But this, the choice of all the Rout. ° 


Who,becaufé that no Man fent them, 
Have got No-Body to prefent them. 
Thefe are things have no fufpicion 
Of their il! doing; nor ambition 
Of their well: but as.the Pipe 
Shall infpire them, mean to skip. 
They come to fee, and'to be feen, 
nd chough they dance afore the Queen, 
here’s none of thefe doth hope to come by 
Wealth, to build another Holmby : 
!All thofe dancing days-are done, 
" Men miuft now have more than one | 
Grace, to — ny Fortunes on, Se : 
Elfé our Souls would.fure have gone, »-/ 4/7 pdcév, 
All by this time to our feet. wat thet oO 
I not deny whereGraces meec eS 
In a Man, that quality: | 
Is a graceful property :. 
But when Dancing is his beft, 
( Befhrew me) I fafpect the ref. 
But I am No-Body, and my breath 
( Soon as it isbern) hath death. 
Come on Clowns, forfake your dumps, | 
And beftir your hob-nail’d ftumps, - . .: 
Do your worft, Pil undertake, 
Not a jerk you have fhall make 
Any Lady here in love. , _ 
Perhaps your Fool, or fo, may move ‘ . 
Some Lady’s Woman witha trick, __ 
And upon it fhe may pick — i 
A pair of revelling legs, or two, 
Out of you, with much ado. — 
But fee, che Hobby-horfé is forgot. 
Fool, it muft be your lot, _ 
To fupply his want with Faces, 
And fome other Buffoon Graces, 
You know how ; Piper; play, 
And let no body hence away. 


Entertainments. 


There was alfo another parting Speech , which was to beve bes — 


prefented in the perfon of a Youth, and accompanied with diver, 


by reafon of she 
multitudinous prefs, was alfo bindved. And which we bave 


Gentlemens younger Sons of the Cosntry : but 
here adjoined. 


A Nd will you then, AGrror of Queens, depart? 
Shall nothing ftay you ? not my Mafter’s heagt ? 
That pants to leefe the comfort of your light, * 
And fee his Day e’re it be old grow Night 2 — 

You are a Goddefs, and your Will be done: 

Yet this our laft hope is, ‘that as the Sun 

Cheers Objects far remov’d, as well asnear ; 

So, where fo’ere you thine, you'll fparkle here. 
And you, dear Lord, on whom my covetous eye 
Doth feed itfelf, but cannot fatisfie, Poe, * 
O fhoot up faft in Spirit, as in Years; | 
That when upon her head proud Ewrope wears 

Her ftatelieft ryre, you may appear thereon 

The richeft Geni, without a Paragon. 

Shine bright and fixed as the Ardtick Sear :- 

And when flow Time hath madeyou fit for'War, 
Look over the ftrift Ocean, and think where 

You may but lead us forth, that grow up bere 
Againfta Day, when our officious Swords | 
Shall {peak our Actions, better than our Words. 
Till then, all good Event confpire to crown 

Your Parents Hopes, our Zéal,and your Renown. 
Peace ufher now your fteps, and where you come, 
Be Enqy fill ftruck blind, :and Flattery dumb. 


A pri-. 
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A 


_PRIVATE ENTERTAINMENT © 


OF 


KING and 


On MAY-D AY 


THE 


QUEEN. 


in the Morning, 


‘At Sir WILLIAM CORNWALLETS his Houle, at Highgate, 1604. 


By the fame Author. 


HE King, and Queen being entred i in at the Gate, 
the Pewates, or Houfhold-gods received them, 


attir’d after the Antick Manner, with Javelins 
_in their Hands, franding on each fide’ of the Porch,- with 
this Speech. | 


Penates. 
I. 


L*y light Hearts in every Breaft, 
Joy is now the fitteft Paflion ; 

Double Majefty hath bleft : 

All the Place, with that high Grace, 
Exceedeth Admiration ! : 


ps 


Welcome, Monarch of this Ifle, 
Esrope’s Envy, and her Mirror ; 
Great in each part of thy Sryle: 
England's with, and Scotland's blifs, 
Both France, and Ireland's terror. 


I. 


Welcome are you; and no lef, 

¥our admired Queen: the Glory 
_ Both of State, and Comelinefs. 
Every Line of her divine 
Form, is a beautious Story. 
he 

High in Fortune, as in Blood, 
So. are both ; and Blood renowned 

By oft Falls, that make a Flood 


An. your Veines: yet, all chefe Streins 
Ase in your Virtues drowned: 


I. 


Houfe, be proud ; For of Earth’s Store - 
'  Thefe two, only, are the wonder: 
In them fhe’s Rich,. andis no more. 
Zeal is bound their praife to found 
As loud as Fame, or Thunder. 


2 


Note, but how the. Air, the Spring 
Concur in their Devotions ; 
Pairs of Turtles fit, and fing 
On each Tree, ore-joy’d to fee 
In = like —_ like oe 


Enter Sir, this longing Dore 
Whofe glad Lord nought could have blefied 
Equally ; (Pme fure not more ) > 
Than this fight: fav’ of your ght, 
When you were firft poffefled 


Ze 


That, indeed, tranfcended this. 
Since which Hour, wherein you gair’d it, 
For this Grace, both he and his, 
Every Day, have learn’d to pray, 
And, now, they have obtain’d it. 


Here the Penates lead them in, thorow the Houle, into the 


Garden, where or wit r) fecond Speech, recerved thent, 
walking before them. 


Mer. Retire, you Houfhold-gods, and leave thefe ex- 
cellent Creatures to be entertained by a more eminent 
Deity. Hail King, and Queen of the tdands, called truly 

| Fortunate, 


—_— 
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Fortunate, and by you made fo. Totell you wholam, 
and wear all thefe notable and {peaking Enfigns about me, 
were to challenge you of moft impoffible Ignorance, and 
accufe my felf of as palpable Glory: It is enough that 
"you know me here, and come with the Licence of my 
Father ‘fove, who isthe bounty of Heaven, to give you 
early welcom ¢® the Bower of .my ‘Mother Maia, ‘no lefs 
the goodnefs of-Earth.’ And may it pleafe you to walk, 
I will tell you no wonderful Story. This place, whereon 
you are now advanced (by the mighty power of Poetry, 
and the help of a Faith that can remove Mountains ) ‘1s 
the Arcadian Hill Cyllene, the Place where my felf was both 
-begot, and born ; and of which I am frequently called 
Cyllesgus : Under yond? Purflane-tree {tood fometime my 
Cradle. -Where, now, behold my Mother Masa, ficting 
in fe of her Plenty, gladding the Air with her 
Breath, and cheering the Spring'with her Smiles“. Ac her 
Feet, the blufhing Aurora, who, with her rofy Hand, 
- cafteth her honey Dews on thofe (weeter Herbs , accom- 
panicd with that gentle Wind Fawomns, whofe fubtil Spirit, 
in the breathing forth, Flora. makes into Flowers, and 
fticks them in the Grafs, as if fhe contended to have the 
imbroidery of the Earth richer than the Cope of the Sky. 
Here, for hep Month, the yearly delicate May, keeps 
State ; and ftom this Mount takes pleafure to difplay thefe 
Valleys, yond? lefler Hills, thofe ftatelier Edifices and 
Towers, that feem enamour’d fo far off, and are rear’d 
on end to behold her, as if their utmoft Object were her 
Beauties. Hither the Dryads of the Valley, and Nymphs 
of the great River come every Morning to tafte of her 
Favours; and depart away with Laps fill’d with her Boun- 
ties. But, fee! upon your Approach, their Pleafures are 
inftantly remitted. The Birds are huth’d, Zephyre is ftill, 
the Morn forbears her Office, Flora is dumb, and herfelf 
amazed, to behold two fiich Marvels, that do more adorn 
Place than fhe can Time : Pardon, your Majefty, the Fault, 


for it is that hath caus’dit; and till chey can collect their | 


Spirits think Silence, and Wonder the beft Adoration. * 


Ky ong in 


= 


‘ 


Here Aurora, Zephyrus, and Flora, begars this 
Three Parts. - -, e | 


‘ 
‘i. . 


SONG. 


GF fee, O fee who here is come a Maying! 
The Mafter of the Ocean ; 
And his beautious Orian: 
Why left we our playing ?@: - i 
To-gaze, to gaze, — . 
On them, that Gods no lefs than Men amaze. 
Up Nightingale, and fing .: 
Jug, jug, jug, jug, ce. 
Raife Larke thy Note, and Wing, 
All Birds their Mufick bring, 
Sweet Robin, Linet, Thrufh, 
Record from every Bufh, 
The welcom of the King ; 
And Queen : 
Whofe like were never feen, 
For good, for fair. 
Nor can be; though frefh May, 
Should every day | 
Invite a feveral Pair, 
No, though the fhould invite a feveral Pair. 


Which ended : Maia (feated in ber Bower, with all thofe 
Perfonages about her, as before defcrib’d ) began to raife herfelf, 
and, then declining, {pake. 


Mai. If all the Pleafures were diftill’d 
Of ew’ry Flower in every Field, 
And all that HyJ/a Hives do yield, 
Were into one broad Mazor fil’d ; 


ee a Ne Se Sn ae 
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If, thereto, added all the Gums, 

And Spice, that from Panchaia comes, 
The Odour, that Hyda/pes lends, 

Or Phenix proves, before fhe ends ; 
‘Tfall the Air, my Flora drew, | 
Or Spirit, that Zephyre ever blew ; z‘e- bectl: fy/@ 
Were put thereins and all the Dew “= fjpite a“ 
That ever rofy Morning knew; ¥ 

Yet, all dittus’d upon this Bower, 

To make one fweet detaining Hour, 74: 


Were much too little for the Grace, ‘ , 4, Ys ¢: 
And Honour, you vouchfafe the Place. ei 
Vv Chee ye S 


Burt, if you pleafe to come again, 
We vow, we will not then,’ with vai 
And empty Pafs-times entertain. , 
Your fo defir’d, thou grieved Pain. ; 
For, we will have the wanton Fawns, . 
That frisking skip about the Lawns, 
The Panisks, and the Sy!vans rude, 
Satyrs, ‘and all thac Multitude, 
‘Fo'dance their wilder Rounds about, 
And cleave the Air, with many a Shour, 
As they would hynt pogr Eccho our 
Of yonder Vallev,: who doth flous . 4 
Their ruftick Noife. To vifit whom 
You fhall behold whole Bevics come 
Of gaudy Nymphs; who tender calls - 
Well-tun’d (unto the many falls 

Of {weet, and feveral fliding Rills, 
That {tream from Tops of thofe lef Hills) 
Sound like fo many filver Quills, 


When Zephyre them with Mufick fills. 
For thefe, Favomus here fhall blow 
All this, and more than I bave gift of (ayseg, 


New Flowers, which you fhall fee to grow, 
Of which, each Hand a part fhall take, 
- ~ And, for yourHeads, frefh Garlands make. 
Wherewith,-whilft they your Temples round, 
An Air of feveral Birds fhall-found — 


. An Io Pean, that fhall drown 
The Acclamations, at your Crown. 


c: 


May vows, fo you will oft come bere a Maying: 


Mer. And Mercury, her Son, fhall venture the Difplea- 
fure of his Father, with the whole Penc’ of Heaven, that 
day, but he will do hts Mother’s intents afl ferviceable 
afliftance. Till chen, and ever, live high and happy, you, 
and your other you ; both envied for your Fortunes,lov’d 
for your Graces, and admired for your Virtues. 


This was the Morning's Entertainment; after Dinner he King, 
and Queen coming again into the Garden, Mercury the fecond 
time accofted them. 73 


Mer. Again, great Pair, I falute you ; and with leave 
of all the Gods : whofe high Pleafire it is, that Adercury 
make this your Holy-day. May all the Bleflings, both of 
Earth and Heaven, concur to thank you: For, till this 
day’s Sun, I have faintly enjoy’d a Minute’s reft to my 
Creation. Now, I do, and acknowledge it your fole, 
and no lefS than divine Benefit. If.my deftre to delighe 
you, might not divert to your trouble, I would intreat 
your Eyes to a new and ftrange Spectacle; a certain Son 
of mine, whom the Arcadsans call a God, bowfoever the 
reft of the World receive him : It is the horned Pa», whom 
in the tranflated Figure of a Goat I begot on the fair 
Spartan Penelope; May, let both your Ears and Looks for- 
give it: Thefe are but the lighteft efcapes of our Deities. 
And it is better in me to prevent his ruftick Impudence, 
by my blufhing Acknowledgment, than anon by his rude, 
and not infolent Claim, be inforced to confefs him. Yon- 
der he keeps, and with him the Wood- Nymphs, whofe 
Leader he is in Rounds and Dances, to this Sylvan aes 

he 


Entertainments. 


Believe it, fhe drinks like a Wench that had ftore 


The Place, aboue which they sktp, is che Font of Laughter, 
or Bacchus Spring ; whofe Statue ts advanced on the top; 
and from whofe Pipes, at an obferv’d Hour of the Day, 
there flows a lufty Liquor, that hath a prefent Virtue to 
expel Sadnefs; and within certain Minutes after it is 
tafted, force all the Mirth of che Spleen into the Face. Of 
this is Pan the Guardian. Lo! the Fountain begins to 
run, but the Nympbs at your fight are fled. Pan, and his 
Satyrs wifely ftand at gaze. I will approach, and queftion 
him : vouchfafe your Ear, and forgive his Behaviour, 
‘which ( even to me, that am his Parent ) will no doubt 
be rude enough, though otherwife full of Salt, which ex- 
cept my Prefence did temper, might turn to be Gall and 
Bitternefs ; but that fhall charm him. 


Pan. O, itis Mercury! Hollow ’em, agen, 
What be all thefe, Father ? Gods, or Men ? 

Mer. Allhumane. Only, thefe Two are Deities on 
Earth, but fuch, as the greateft Powers of Heaven may 
refign to. : 

Pan. Why did our Nympbs run away ? can you tell? 
Here be fweet Beauties love Mercury well? y 
Ifee by their Looks. How fay you? great Matter ? 
Will you pleafé to hear? Shall I be your Taiter ? 
~ Mer. Pan, you are toorude. Pas. It is but a Glaf, 
By my Beard, and by my Horns, ’tis a Health,and fhall pafs. 
Were he a King, and his Miftrefs a Queen, - 
This Draught fhall make him a petulant Spleen. 
But, trow, is he loofe, or coftive of Laughter ? 
Pld know, to fill him his Glafs, thereafter ; 
Sure, ‘either my Skill, or my Sight doth mock, 
- Or this Lording’s Look fhould noe care for the Smock ; 
And yet he fhould love both a Horfe and a Hound, 
And not reft till he faw hisGame on the Ground: 
Well, look to him, Dame; befhrow me were I 
’Mongft thefe bonny Bells, you fhould need a good Eye. 
Here Miftrefs ; all out. Since a God is your Skinker : 
By my Hand, I believe you were born a good Drinker. 
They are Things of no Spirit, their Blood is afleep, 
That, when it is offred’em, do not Drink deep. 

Come, who is next ? Our Liquor here cools. 
Ladies, Pam fure, you all ha’not Fools 
Athome to laughat. Ai little of this, 
Tane down here in private, were not amifs. 
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-You’!] fteal forth a Laugh in the Shade of your i 
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Of Lord for her Laughter, will you have more? | 
What anfwer you, Lordings? will you any or none? 
Laugh, and be far, Sir, your Penance is known. 
They that love Mirth, let ’em heartily Drink, 
’Tis the only Receipt, to make Sorrow fink. .- °. . 
The young Nymph, that’s troubled with an old Man, 
Let her laugh him away, as faft as he can. 
Nay Drink,and not Paufe,as who would fay muft you? . 
But laugh at the Wench, that nexe doth truft you. _ 
To you, fweet Beauty ; nay, pray you come hither: 


E’re you fit out, you'll laugh at a Feather. 


Pil never fear you, for being too witty 
You fip, fo like a forfooth of the City. Z< TZ-'v : 
Lords, for your felves, your own Cups crown, fof GA 
er, 6 Caney K 

oe 


Go to, little Blufhet, for this, anan, 
ny 

This, and another Thing, I can tell you, ALC 
Will breed a Laughter, as low as your Belly. 

Of fich fullen Pieces, ove fends us not many, 
They mutt be tickled, before they will any. 

What have we done? They that want, let’em call, _ 
Gallants, of both fides, you fee here is all 
Pan’s Entertainment : Look for no more. 
Only good Faces, I read you, make ftore 
Of your amorous Knights, and Squires hereafter, 
They are excellent Sponges, to drink up your Laughter. 
Farewel, I muft feek out my Nympbs, that you frighted ; 
Thank Hermes, my Father, if ought have delighted. 


Mer. 1am fure, thy laft rudenefs cannot; for it makes 
me ferioufly. afham’d. I will not labour his excufe, ‘fince 
I know you more ready to pardon, than he to trefpafs: 
but for your fingular Patience, tender you all abundance 
of Thanks ; and, mixing with the Mafter of the Place, in 
his Wifhes, make them my Divinations: That your loves 
be ever flourifhing as May, and your Hove as fruitfull: 
That your Acts exceed the beft, and your Years the lon- 
geft of your Predeceffors : That, no bad Fortune touch 
you, nor good change you. But ftill, thae you triumph 
in this facility over che ridiculous Pride of other Princes 
and for ever live fafe in the love rather than the fear of 
your Subjects. | , 


And thus it ended. 
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ENTERTAINMENT 


Great BRITAIN and DENMARK 
At THEOBALDS, July 24. 1606. 


SHE Kings being entred the Inner Court ; above, over 
the Porch, fate the three Howers, upon Clouds, as at 
the Ports of i , a ain alae ib hess ; 

which, one bore a Sun-dyal; the other, aClock; the third, , } 
af Hour-glali 5 fignifying = by their Names, Law, Fuftice, Se Theobaldx ( fortis bonitate beatae ) 
andPeace. And for thofe Faculsies chofen to gratulate their Excepere fuos Sub pia telha deos ae 

coming with this Speech. Haud firnul at geminos: fed enim potuiffe negabant : 

Nec fas eff tates pole putare duos. 
Fortunata antebac, ed nunc domus undique falix, 
At Dominus quanto (fi licet ufque) magus ! 

Et licet, 6 Magni, folie fi fiditss iftis, 

Ques Hore fummam contribuere fidem. 
Ad Sereniflimum acobum. 


Mat, cur hojpitic te accepimus Hore, 
Cujus ad obfequium non fatis annus erat 2 
Nempe quod adveniant ingentia gaudia raro, 
Et quando adveniant vix datur hora frui. 


EPIGRAMS hung up. 


Ad Reges Sereniffimos. 


fray eum Nrer, O long’d for Princes, blefS thefe Bowers, 
dae ke 


aoy; And us, the threé, by you made happy, Hours : @ 
p/ $4-t e+ We that include all time, yet never knew ‘ 
yavtA “je$u- Minute like this, or Object like to you. 
Y+ Two Kings,the World’s prithe Honours, whofe Accefs 
Shews either’s greatnefs, yet makes neither lefs: 
Vouchfafe your thoufand welcoms in this fhewer ; 
The Mafter vows, not Syds’s Leafs were truer. 


Exprefs’d to the King of Denmerk thus. 


Qui colt has edeis, ingentia gaudia adumbrans, 
Cernendo Reges pace cotve pares, 

Nos tempeftivas, ad limina, collocat Horas, 
Quod bona [ub nobis omnia proveniant. 

Unum adtatitie cumulum triftatur abeffe, 
Quod nequeat fignis letitiam exprimere. 

Sed, quia res folum ingentes bac parte laborant, 
Utcunque expreffami crediait elfe fatis. 

At, quod non potuit Dominus, {upplevit abunde 
Frondcfo eclius munere facta lequax. 

Eccos quam grati veniant quos terra falutat ! 


Verior bis foltis nulla Sybilla fuit. 
The Infcriptions on the Walls were, 


DATE VENIAM SUBITIS. 


Ad Sereniffimum Chri? iamur. 


Irarts, cur bofpitio te accepimus Hore, 
Quas Solis famulas Gracia dota vocat 2 

Talis ab adventu veftro lux fulfit in edtis, 

Ut Dosninus folem erederet effe novum. 


Others, at their Departure. 
Ad Sereniffimam Facobum. 


Hopiio qui te cepit, famulantibus Horis, 
Cedere abhinc, nulla concomitante femit ; 

Nempe cmneis horas veniendi duxit amicas, — 
Sed difcedendi nulla minuta probat. 


Ad Screniflimum Cbriftianum. 
T E ventente, novo domus hac froudebat amifu; 
¢ difce(furo, nom proat ante viret : 
Nempe, {ub accelfu folis, nouns incipit Annus, 
Et, fub difcefu, {qaalida fevit Hyems. 


DEBENTUR QU SUNT. QUALQUE FUTURA. The Author B. J. 
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AN 


ENTERTAINMENT 


O F 


A T 


THEOBALDS,. 


a | WHEN THE 
Houfe was delivered up, with the Poffeffion, to the Queen, 
by the Earl of Salsbury, the 22 of May, 1607. 


The Prince Fanzile , Brgther to the Duke of Gzife, being then prefent. 
pe ele BarrS* % 


Lorrain, and the Nobility, being entred into the Gal-| which were placed divers Diapbanal Glaffes, fill’d with feverab 

lery, after Dinner there was feen nothing but atre-| Waters, that (hew'd like fo many Stones of orient and tran{parent 

verfe of white acrofs the Room: which fuddenly| Hiews. Within, as farther off, is Landt(chap, were feen 
drawn, was difcovered a gloomy obfcure Place, bung all with| Clouds riding, and in one corner, a Boy figuring Good Event, 
black Silks, and in it only one Light, which the Genius of the| attired in white, hovering wm the Air, with Wings difplayed, 
Houfe held, fadly attiv’d ; bss Cornucopia ready to fall out of | having nothing feen to fuftasn him by, all the time the Shew 
bis Hand , bis Garland drooping om bys Head , bus Eyes fixed| lafted. As the other corner, a Mercury defcended, in a flying 
on the Ground ; when, out of bss penfive Pofture, after fome| Pofture, with bis Caduceus is bis Hand, who fpake to the 
Uitle Paufe, be brake, and began. a, three Parcx, that fat low in a Grate, with an Iron Roof, the 
2 | | one holding the Rock, the otber the Spindle, and the third the 
GENTIVS. Sheers, with @ Book of Adamant lying open before them. But 


fir€, the Genius furpriz’d by wonder, urg’d this doubt, by 
Et not your Glories darken, to behold 7 


queftion. 
The place, and me, her Genius here, fo fad ; 

Who, by bold Rumour, have been lately told, GENIUS. 

That I muft change the loved Lord, I had. 
And he, now, in the twilight of fere Age, Cw —~- SF W Hat fight is this, fo ftrange! and full of ftate 

"Begin to feek a Habitation new ; «4267 awk, The Son of Maia, making his defcent 

And all his Fortunes, and himfelf engage yo ~ 7) Unto the Fates, and met with good Event. 

Unto a Scat, his Fathers never knew. ; | 
And I, uncertain what I muft endure, “7 “7 Ps | MERCURT 

Since all the ends of Deft’ny are obfcure. 


TT! King, and Queen, with the Princes of Wales, and \ eretted with Columns and Architrabe, Freeze, and Coronice, i 


| | Daughters of Night, and Secrefy, attend ; 
Here a Voice was beard from bebind the Darknef, which bad} You, that draw out the Chain of Deftiny, 


bim, Upon whofe Threads, both Lives and Times depend, 
MERCQY RYT. And all the Periods of Mortality. 
: . a The will of Fove is, thac you ftraighe do look 
Defpair not, Genius, thou fhalt know thy Fate. The Change, and Fate unto this Houfe decreed, 


, , And {peaking from your Adamantine Book, 
And withall, the black vanifhing, was difeovered a glorious | Unto the Genius of the Place it read; 


Place, fewring the Lararium, or Seat of the Hoafhold Gods, | That he may know, and knowing blefé, his Lot, 
where both the Lases and Penates were painted in copper Colour;| That fuch a Grace, beyond his Hopes hath gor. 
: : Te CLOTHO, 
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CcCLOTHAO. 


When underneath thy Roof, 1s feen 

The greateft King, and faireft Queen, 
With Princes an unmatched Pair, 

One, hope of all the Earth, their Heir; 
The other ftiled of Lerraim, 

Their Blood ; and fprung from Charlemajne : 
When all thefe Glories jointly fhine, 

And fill chee with a heat Divine, 

And thefe reflected, do beget 

A fplendent Sun, fhall never fet, 

But here fhine fixed , to affright 
All'after-hopes of following Night, 

Then, Genius, is thy Period come, 

To change thy Lord: Thus, Fates do doom. 


GENTIVUS. 


But is my Patron with this Lot content, 

So to forfake his Fathers Monument ? 
@r, Is it Gain, or elft Neceffity, 

Or Will to raifea Houfe of better Frame, 
That makes him fhut forth his Pofterity 

Out of his Patrimony, with his Name? — 


MERCU RT. 


Nor Gain, nor Need; much lefs a vain Defire, 


To frame new Roofs, or build his Dwelling higher ; 


He hath, with Mortar, bufied been too much, 
That his Affections fhould continue fuch. 


GENIUS. 


Do Men take Joy in Labours, not enjoy ? 
Or doth their Bufinefs all their likings fpend ? 
Have they more pleafire in a tedious way, 
Than to repofe them at their Journies end? 


MERCURT. 
Genius, Obey, and not Expoftulate ; 


Ic is your Virtue : and fuch Powers as you, 
Should make Religion of offending Fate, 


Whofe Dooms are juft, and whofe Defigns are true. 


LACHESTIS. 


The perfon, for whofe Royal fake, 
Thou muft a Change fo happy make, 
Is he, that governs with his fmile, 
This leffer World, this greateit Ifle. 


Entertainments. 


His Lady’s Servant thou muft be; 
Whofe fecond would great Nature fee, 

Or Fortune, after all their pain, 

They might defpair to make again. 


ATROPOS. 


She is the grace of all, that are: 

And as Eliza, now a Star, 

Unto her Crown, and lafting praife, 
Thy humbler walls (at firft) did raife, 
By virtue of her beft Afpect ; 

So fhall Bel-anna them protect : 

And this is all, the Fates can fay ; 
Which firft believe, andthen obey. - 


GENIUS. 


Mourn’d I before? Could! commit a Sin 
So much’gainft kind,or knowledg,eto protract 
A Joy, to which I fhould have ravifh’d been, 
And never fhall be happy, till Lact? 
Vouchfafe, fair Queen, my Patron’s zeal in me; 
Who flie with Fervor, as my Fate commands, 
To yield thefe Keys : and with, that you could fee 
My heart as open to you, as my hands. 
There might you read my Faith, my Thoughts——But 6 
My Joys, like Waves, each other overcome! 
And Gladnefs drowns where it begins to flow. 
Some greater Powers fpeak out, for mine are dumb. 


At this, was the place fill’d with rare pial choice Mufick, to 
which was beard the following Song, deliver’d by aw excel- 
lent voice, and the burden maintaiw d by the whole Quire. 


SONG. 


O bleffed Change! 

And no lefs glad, than ftrange! 
Where, we, that lofe, have won ; 
And, for aBeam, enjoy a Sun. 


So, little Sparks become great Fires, 
Cho. And bigh Rewards crown low Defires. 


Was ever Blifs 

More full, or clear, than this! 

The prefent Month of May 
 Ne’re look’d fo frefh, as doth this day. 


So, gentle Winds breed happy Springs, 
Cho. 4 ig Duty thrives by rig Kings 


The Author B. J. 


MASQUES 


Ne ae re -——_-— <> 


Sar = ape — aang 


T 


323 


MA S QUES. 


A 


: : 
! © 
4 
3 
e 
4 
. i] 


Salve fefta dies , meliorque revertere femper. 
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Ovid. 


THE 


QUEENS MASQUES. 


THE FIRST, 


Of BLACKNESS: 


Perfonatéd at the Court at Whitehall, 
On the Zwelfthenight , 1605. 


HE honour and fplendor of thefe Speéacles 

was {uch in the Performance, as, could thofe 

Hours have lafted, this of mine, now, had been 

, a moft unprofitable Work. But ( when it 1s 
the Fate, even of the greateft, and moft abfolute Births, 
to need and borrow a Life of Pofterity ) little had been 
done to the Study of Magnificence in thefe, if prefently with 
the. rage of the People, who (as a part of greatnefs ) are 


- priviledged by Cuftom, to deface their carkajfes, the Spirits 


had alfo perifhed. In duty, therefore, to that Maje/ty, 
who gave them their Authority, and Grace ; and, no lefs 
than the moft Royal of Predeceffors; deferves eminent 
Celebration for thefe Solemnitics: I add this later hand, 
to redeem ‘them as well from Ignorance as Envy, 
two common Evils , the one of Cenfure, the other of 
Oblivion, 
(a) Natur. (4) Pliny, (b) Solinus, (c) Ptolomey, and 
8. of late Leo (d) the Africas, remember 

(4) rts unto us a River ine £thiopia, Famous by the 
rar Name of Niger; of which the People were 
"". Called Nigrite , now Negroes: and are 


(e) River taketh Spring out of a certain Lake, 
Eaftward ; and after along Race, falleth into 
the Weftern Ocean. Hence ( becaufe it was 
her Majefties will, to have them Black.gsores 
at firft ) the Invention was derived by me, 
and prefented thus. 


Niger. Howfoever Plin. in the place above noted, hath 


(e) Some 
take it to 
be the fame 
with Ni/lus 
which is by 
Luean cal- 


- led Melas, 


fiynifying, 


this: Nigrs 


fiuvso eadem natura, que Nile, calamum, papyrum  eafdem gignit 


—animantes. See Solin. above mentioned. 


Firft, for the Scene, was drawn a Land:(chap, confifting 
of {mall Woods, and here and there a void Place fill’d with 
Huntings ; which falling, an artificial Sea was {cen to 
fhoot forth, as if it flowed to rhe Land, raifed with Waves 
which feemed to move, and in fome Places the Billows to 
break , as imitating that orderly Diforder , which is 
common in Nature. In front of this Sea were placed 


(Cf) Six Tritcns, in moving and fprightly 
Actions, their upper Parts humane, fave that 
their Hairs were blue, as partaking of the 
Sea-colour: their definent Parts, Fifh, moun- 
ted above their Heads, and all varied in 
Difpofition. From their Backs were born 
out certain light Pieces of Taffata, as if car- 
ried by the Wind, ard their Mufick made 
out of wreathed Shells. Behind thefe, a pair 
of Sea-maids, for Song, were as confpicuoufly 
feated; between which, two great Sea-horjes 
(as big as the life) put forth themfelves ; the 
one mounting aloft, and writhing his Head 
from the other , which feemed to fink for- 
ward ; fo intended for variation, and that 
the Figure behind, might come off better: 
(g) upon their Backs, Oceanus and Niger were 
advanced. 


Tt 2 


a fents N lusfo., Equo flaviatilj infidentem. And Sratiu 
(3 Datrp the blacke& Nation of the World. This | Tab. quo fi fi 
Arie, 


(f) The 
form of 
thefe 7ri-. 
tons, With 
their Trum- 
pets, you 
may read 
lively de- 
{cribed in 
Ov. Mer am, 
lb. Cerus 
leum Trsto= 
ma vocat, 
€$c, and in 
Virg. Aineid. 
lib.10.Hune 
vebst smma- 
nu Triton, 
&F fequene. 
(g) Luesan 
in PHTOP. 
Aidug. pre- 
Neptune, 1 


Occannst, 
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‘Oceanus, prefented in an human Form; the colour of 
his fleth, blue ; and fhadow’d with a Robe of 
Sea-green ; his head grey ; and (#) horned ; 
as he is defcribed by the Ancients : his beard of 
the like mixe colour : he was gyrlanded with 
Alga, or Sea-grafs ; and in his hand aZridem. 


(4) The An- 
cients indu- 
ced Oceanus 
always with 
aBulls head: 
ropter vim ae 
Caie 4 quibus incitatur, (D impellitur : vel quia Taurm fonsilem 
Fremitum emiteat, vel quia tanquam Taurus furtbundus » 12 steor a 
feratur. Euripid. in Oreft. "OQxiav@ ov travesnew@ ayrgaus 
éAlowwy, xuxaei x Seve. And Rivers fometimes were fo called. Look 
Virg. de Tibers, & Eridano. Geor. 4. AZneid.8. Hor. Car. lib. 4. Ode. 
14. and Eurip. in Ione. 


Niger, in form and colour of an c4rhiop ; his hair and 
rare beard curled, fhadowed with a blue and bright 
-;nantle: his front, neck, and wrifts adorned with pearl, 
‘and crowned with an artificial wreath of cane,and paper- 
ruth. | | 
Thefé induced the Ma/quers,which were twelve Nympbs, 
Negroes, and the daughters of Niger ; attended 
by fo many of the 0 Oceanig, which were 
JMOL se 4 : 


Le€ 
of Oceants 


their light-bearers b.. : aie “ 
and Terhys, Fact alt id pe ZL is nwley 
See Hefiod. in Theogon. Orphe. in Hym. and Virgil. in Georg. 7: 


(b) The 
daughters 


The Ma/quers were placed in a great concave fhell, like 
‘mother of pearl, curioufly made to move on thofe wa- 
ters, and rife withthe billow; the top thereof was ftuck 
with a Chev’ron of lights , which, indented to the propor- 
tion of the fhell, ftrook a glorious beam upon them, as 

they were {eated, one above another: fo that they were 
all feen, buc in an extravagant order. 

On fides of the fhell, did fwim fix huge Sea-Monfters, 
varied in their fhapes and difpofitions, bearing on their 
backs the twelve Torch-Bearers ; who were planted there 
in feveral graces; fo as the backs of fome were feen; 
fome in purfle, or fide;- others in face; and all having their 
lights burning out of Whelks, or Marex fhells. — . 

The attire of Mafquers was alike, in all, without dif- 
ference : the colours, azure, and fiver ; but returned on 
the top with a feroll and antique drefling of feathers, and 
jewels interlaced with ropes of pearl. And, for the front, 
ear, neck, and wrifts, the ornament was of the moft 
choice and orient pearl; beft fetting off from the black. 

For the light-bearers, Sea-green, waved about the skirts 
with gold and filver ; their hair loofe, and flowing, gyr- 
landed with Sea-grafs, and thac ftuck with branches of 
coral. 

Thefe thus prefented, the Scene behind, feemed a vaft 
Sea ( and united with this that flowed forth) from the 
termination, or horizon of which ¢ being the level of the 
State, which was placed in the upper end of the Hall)was 
drawn,- by the lines of Pro/pective, the whole work fhoot- 
ing downwards, from the eye; which decorum made it 
More confpicuous, and caught the eye afar off with a 
wandring beauty. To which was added an obfcure and 
cloudy night-piece, that made the whole fet of. So much 
for the bodily part. Which was of Mafter Ynigo ‘fones’s 


-defign and act. 
By this, one of the 7ritows, with the two Sea-maids, be- 


gan to fing to the others loud Mufick, their voices being a 


tenor, and two trebles. ; 
| SONG. 


Ound, foundaloud _ 
\JThe welcom of the Orient floud, 

Into the Weft ; , 

Fair, Niger, (¢) Son to great Oceanus, 
(¢ ) All Now honour'd, thus, 
Rivers are | ; 
faid to be the Sons of the Ocean: For, as the Ancients thought, out 
of the Vapors exhaled by the heat of the Sus, Rivers, and Fountains 


were begotten. And both by Orpb. in Hym. and Homer. Tied. £. 
Oceanus is celebrated eanquam pater,  origo din, F rebum, quia nibsl 


fine bumettatione nafeitur, aus putrefest. 


Mafques. 


With all his beaureous Race: 

Who, though but black in Face, 

Yet, are they bright, 

And full of life, and light. 

To prove that Beauty beft, 

Which not the Colour, but the Feature 
Affares unto the Creature. 


OCEANUVZS. 


E filent, now the Ceremony’s done, 

yAnd Niger, fay, how comes tt, lovely Son, 
That thou, the -£rbiop’s River, fo far Eaff, 
Art feen to fall into th’ extreameft W2# 
Of me, the King of Flouds, Oceanus, 
And, in mine Empire’s heart, falute me thus ? 
My ceatelefs Current, now, amazed ftands! ; 
To fee thy Labour, through fo many Lands, 
(2)Mix thy freth billow,with mybrackith ftream; (d) There 


And, in the fweetnefs, ftretch thy Diadem, wants not 

To thefe far diftant, and unequall’d Skies ee es 

This fquared Circle of cceleftial Bodies. duthoree 
this part of 


our Fiction, in feparating Niger, from the Ocean, ( befide the Fable 
of Alphew , and that, to which Virgs/ alludes of Aretbufa in his 
10. Eclog. Sic tibs, cum fluttus fubter labere Sicanos, Dorn amare fuam 
non sntermifceat undam ) Examples of Nilus, Jordan, and others, 
whereof fee Nican. Isb. 1. de flumin. and Plut. in vita Sylle, even of 
this our River ( as (ome think ) by the name of Melas. : 


NIGER. 


Ivine Oceanus, "tis nat ftrange at all, 

That (fince the immortal Souls of Creatutes mortal, 
Mix with their Bodies, yet referve for ever 
A power of Separation ) Ifhould fever 
My frefh ftreams, from thy brackith (like things fixed ) 
Though, with thy powerful faltne(s, chus fat mixed. 
“Vertue, though chain’d toEarch, will ftill live free ; 
“ And Hell itfelf muft yield to Induftry. 


OCEANVZUS. 


B T, what’s the end of thy Herculean Labours, 
Extended to thefe calm, ard blefled Shores? 


NIGER. 


Te doa kind, and careful Father’s part, 
In fatisfying every penfive heart 
Of thefe my Deughrers, my moft loved birth : 
Who tho they were the (e) firft form’d dames of 
| ( earth, 
Andin whofe fparkling, and refulgent cyes, 
The glorious Sus did ftifl delight to rife ; 
Thé he (the beft Judge,and moft formal canfe 
Of all Dames beauties ) in their firm hiews, 
, ( draws 
Signs of his fervent’ft love ; and thereby fhews 
That,in their black,the perfect’it beauty grows; 
Since the fixe colour of their curled hair, 
(Which is the higheft grace of Dames moft fair) 
No cares,no age can change ; or there difplay 
The fearful tincture of abhorred Gray ; 


(e) Read 
D:od. Sicul. 
1sb. 3. Itisa 
conjecture 
of the old 
Esbnicks , 
that they 
whichdwell 
under the 
South, were 
the firft 
begotten of 
the earth. 


Since Death herfelf (herfelf being pale and blue ) 


Can never alter their moft faithful biew ; 

All which are Arguments, to prove, how far 

Their Beauties conquer, in great Beauty’s War ; 

And more, how near Divinity they be, 

That ftand from paffion, or decay fo free. 

Yet, fince the fabulous voices of fome few 

Poor brain-fick Men, ftil’d Poets, here with you, 

Have, with fich envy of their Graces, fung ~ 

The painted Beauties, other Empires {prung ; 

Letting their loofe, and winged Fictions flie 

T*infect all Climates, yea, our Purity ; ‘ 
7 s 


As of one (a) Phaeton, that fir’d the world, 


(4) Notiffi- 
ma fabula. And that,before his heedlefs flames were hurl’d 
es Met. About the Globe, the cEthiopes were as fair, 

= As other Dames;now black,with black defpair : 

And in refpect of their Complexions chang’d, 

(b) Alluding Are each where,fince,for (2) lucklefs creatures 
to that of [ rang’d, 
Fuvenal.Sa~ Which,when my Daughters heard,(as women are 
yr seat hi Moft jealous of cheir Beauties ) fear and care 
Pg ace. Poilets’d them whole;yea,and believing(c bem, 
rere notiem, Lhey wept fuch ceafelefs tears, into my ftream, 
(¢) The Thatie hath, thus far, overflow’d his fhore 
Poets. To feek them patience:who have fince,ere-more 
(d) Acu- Asthe Sun rifeth,(d) charg’d his burning throne 
ftom of the Wich vollies of revilings ; *caufe he fhone 
Aitbiepes, — On their {corch’d cheeks,with fuch intemperate 
notable in | 
Herod. and (fir Cs, 
Diod. Sic. . And other Dames, made Queens of all defires. 
See Plin. - To fruftrate which ftrange Error, oft I fought, 
ng ss 3, (Thdmoft in vain, againft a fetled thought 


(ce) Plin. sb. 


(Ff) Con- 


As Womens are) till they confirm’d at length 
By Miracle, what I, wich fo much ftrength 
Of Argument refifted ; elfe they fain’d: 
For in the Lake, where their firft {pring they 
[ gain’d 
Asthey fate cooling their foft limbs, one night, 
Appear’d a face, all circumfus’d with light ; 
(And fure they faw’t, for -£thiopes (e) never 
. (dream) 
Wherein they might decipher thro the itream, 
Thefe words: 


That they a Land muft forthwith feek, 
- Whofe terminasion ( of the Greek) | 


“Sounds Tania; where bright Sol, that beat 
fult’ with Their bloods, doth never ( f ) rife, or fet, 
Tacitus, 1 = But in his “Fourney paffeth by, 
saan wee And leaves that Climate of the Sky, 
Paneg. To comfort of a greater Light, 

Conftant. Who forms all beauty, with bis fight. 


(gz) Orpheus 
in his Argo- 
‘waut, Calls it 
Adair 
poor. 
(6)Alluding 
to the Rite 
of ftiling 
Princes, af- 


In fearch of this,have we three Princedoms paft, 
That fpeak out Tania, in their Accents laft ; 
Black Mauritania, firft ; and fecondly, 

Swarth Lufitama;, next, we did defcry 

Rich Aguitania ; and, yet, cannot find 


The place unto thefe longing Nymphs defign’d. | 


Inftruct, and aid me, great Oceanus, 
What Land ts this, that now appears to us ? 


OCEANUS. 


This Land, that lifts into the temperate Air 
His fnowy Cliff, is (g) Albion the fair ; 
So call’d of (4) Neptunes Son, who ruleth here: 
For whofe dear guard, my felf, (four thoufand 
ear 
Since old Deucalion’s days,have walk’d the He nd 
About his Empire, proud, to fee him crown’d 
About my waves. 


ter the name of their Princedoms: fo ts he ftill Albion, and Nep- 


tune’s Son that governs. Asalfo his being dear to Neptune, in 


being 


fo embraced by him. 


Mafques. 


) | 10 bave brought from the Ethiopians. (Diod. Sicul. Hero 


As this the Moon was difcoverd in the upper part of the boufe, 
triumphant in a Silver Throne, made in figure of a Pyramis. 
Her garments White, and Silver, the drefing of ber Head an- 
tique; and cronyn’d with a Luminary, or Sphere of light : 
avbich ftriking on the clouds, and beightned swith Silver, reflected 
as natural clouds do by the {plendor of the Moon. The Heaven, 


about ber, was vaulted swith blue Silk, and fet with fars of 


Silver, which bad in them their feveral lights burning. The 
fudden fight of which, made Niger to interrupt Oceanus, with 
| thy prefent pajfion. 


. 
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NIGER. 
O fee, our filver Star! The £¢bie- 
Whofe pure,aufpicious light greets us,thusfar! ?*4*s wor- 
Great -£tbiopia, goddefs of our fhore, ogg 
since, with particular worfhip, we adore that Sur- 
Thy general brightnefS, lec particular grace _—name, See 


Steph. afer 
MO AEOv. 

3m voce 
AI@IONI- 
ON. 


Shine on my zealous Daughters: Shew the place, 
Which, long, their longings urg’d their eysto fee, 
Beautifie them, which long have Deify’d thee. 


JLETHIOPTIA. 


Iger, be glad: Refiime thy native chear. 

Thy Daughters labours have their period here, 
And fo thy Errors. I was chat bright Face 
Reflected by the Lake, in which thy Race 
Read myftick lines ; ( which skill Pythagoras 
Firft taught to men, by a reverberate Glafs ) 
This blefied Ifle doth with that Tania end, 
Which there they faw in{czib’d, and thall extend 


With’d fatisfaction to their beft defires. 


Britannia, which the triple world admires, 

This Ifle hath now recover’d for her Name; 

Where raign thofe Beauties, that with fo much Fame 
The facred Mujfes Sons have honoured, © . 
And from bright He/perus to Eous {pred. 

With that great Name Britannia, this bleft Ifle 

Hath won her ancient dignity, and ftile, 

4 World divided fromthe World: andtry’d .- 

The abftract of it, in his gerieral pride. 

For were the World, with all his wealth, a ring, 
Britannia, ( whofe new Name makes all Tongues fing ) 
Might be a Diamante worthy to inchafe it, : 
Ruld by a Sun, that to thisheight doth grace it: - 
Whofe beams fhine day, and night, andare of force 
To blanch an <£thiope, and revive a Corfe. 

His light {ciential is, and ( paft meer nature ) 

Can falve the rude defects of every creature. 

Call forth. thy honour’d Daughters, then; 

And let them, ’fore the Brita#s men, 

Indent the Land, with thofe pure traces 

They flow with, in their native graces. 

Invite them, boldly, co the fhore; 

Their Beauties fhall be fcorch’d no more: 

This Sun is temperate, and refines _ 

Ail things on which his radiance fhines. 


Here the Tritons founded, and they danced on {hore , every 
couple ( as they advanced) feverally prefenting their Fans : in 
one of which were inferibed their mixt Names, in the other a 
mute Hieroglyphick, expreffing their mixed qualities. Which 
manner of Symbole I rather chofe, than Ifhprefe, as well for 
frrangene{s, as or of Antiquity, and more applying to that 
original doctrine of Sculpture, which the Egy ptians are aids fils 1.Cacy, GV. 


° 
¢ 


1 Ber Saag 


é 


ew} 
The Names. The Symbols. fa. Olen Bs Ar - 

: ~s ye <<, tf, 
The Queen. 1, 3S EUPHORIS. A golden Tree, laden 70 aAf. Min 
Co. of Bedford.’ © ULAGLAIA. with Frait. A get 3 gees 
Le. Herbert, , SDIAPHANE. |, The Figure Ifcaedron 3. 07-7 A. 4- 
€e. of Derby.2 ~ LEUCAMPSE, of Cryftal. Achemyp Ure 
La. Rich. OCYTE. A pair of naked Feet, 3 
Co. of Suffolke. 3° YKATHARE, | 3° Q_ ina River. | 
La. Bevill. 4 OSC The SALAMANDER 
La. Effingham. * “UPSYCHROTE. | * le. | 


A Cloud full of Rain, 
dropping. | 
An Urn Sphear’d witb . 
6. + Wine, _ 


Le. El. Howard. _~_§ GLYCYTE. 
La. Suf.Vere. 5 XMALACIA. 


La. Wrorb? s J BARYTE. 
Le. Walingharg. °* X.PERIPHERE. 


The 
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H fiod, 1s 


The Names of the OCEANI were. 
Theog. 
DORIS. CYDIPPE.") C BEROE. 
' PETRAEA. € 3 cusnce €3 scare 
OCYRHOE. TYCHE. CLYTIA. 


Mafques. | | 


And what you vow’d was Water. 
1 Ecch. And what you.vow’d was Water. 
2 Ecch. You vow'd was Water. 


ETHIOPIA. 


IANTHE. 
€ 3 non 
PLEXAURE. FNou gh, bright Nymphs, the Night grows old, 


And we are griev’d, we cannot hold 


Their own fingle Dance ended, as they avere about to make | You longer light : But comfort take. 
choice of their Men: One, from the Sea, was heard to call’em |Your Father, only, to the Lake 


with ths Charm, fung by a Tenor voice. 
SONG. 


Ome away, Come away, 

We grow jealous of your ftay : 
If you do not ftop your Ear, 
We fhall have more caufe to fear 
Syreus of the Land, than they 
To doubt the Syreas of the Sea. 


Here they dancd with their Men, feveral Meafures, and 
Coranto’s. AU which ended, they were again accited to Sea, 
with a Song of two Trebles, whofe Cadesces were iterated by a 
double Eccho, from feveral parts of she Land. 


SON G. 


Aughters of the fubtle Flood, 
Deo not let Earth longer entertain you ; 
1 Ecch. Let Earth longer entertain you. 
2 Ecch. Longer entertain you. 


Tis to them enough of good, 
That you give this fictle hope, to gain you. 
1 Ecch. Give this little hope to gain you. 
2 Ecch. Little hope to gain you. 


If they love, 
You fhail quickly fee ; 
For when to flight you move, 
They’ll follow you, the more you flee. 
1 Ecch. Follow you, the more you flee. 
2 Ecch. The more vou flee. 


If not, impute it each to others matter ; 
They are but Earth, 
1 Ecch. But Earth. 
2 Ecch. Earth. 


Shall make return : your felves, with Feafts, 
Muft here remain the Ocean’s Guefts. 

Nor hall this Vail, the Sws hath caft 

Above your Blood, more Summers laft. 

For which, you fhall obferve thefe Rites. 
Thirteen times thrice, on thirteen Nights, 
(So often as I fill my Sphere 

With glorious light, throughout the Year ) 
You fhall (when all Things clfe do fleep 
Save your chaft Thonghts) with reverence, fteep 
Your Bodies in that purer brine, 

And wholefome dew, call’d Rof-marine : 
Then with that foft, and gentler Fome, 

Of which the Ocean yet yields fome, 

Whereof bright Venus, Beauties Queen, 

Is faid to have begotten been, 

You fhall your gentler Limbs ore-lave, 

And for your Pains, Perfection have: o 
So that, this Night, the Year gon round, 

You do again falute this Ground ; 

And, in the Beams of yond’ bright Ss, 

Your Faces dry, and all is done: 


At which, im a Dance they returned to Sea, where they took 
their Shek ; and with this full Song, went out. 


SONG. 


Ow Dias, with her burning Face, 
Declines apace: 
By which oar Waters know. 
To ebb, that late did flow. 
Back Seas, back Nymphs; but, with a forward grace, 
Keep, ftill, your reverence to the Place : 
And fhout with joy of Favour, you have won, 
In fight of Albion Neptune’s Son. 


So ended the firft Ma(que : which ( befide the fingular grace 
of Mufick and Dances ) bad the fucce/s in the Nobility of Per 
formance, as nothing needs to the Iluftration, but the memory by 
shows s was perfenated, 


THE. | 
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THE SECOND 


ASQUE 


Which was of BE AUT Y. 


Was prefented in the fame Court, at Whiteball, on the 
Sunday Night after the Zwelfth-Night, 1608. 


had intermitted thefe Delights, and the third 
. almoft come;it was her Highnefs’s Pleafiire again Orft thou not know me ? I too well know thee 


Te Years being now paft, thae her Majefty FANUVARIV §. 


to glorifte the Court, and command, that | By thy (c) rude Voice, that doth fo hoarcely blow; __. : 
fhould think on fome fit Prefentment, which fhould anfwer | Thy Hair, thy Beard, thy Wings, o’rehill’d with sleuss LITE, 
the former, ftill keeping them the fame Perfons, the | Thy Serpent Feet, to be that rough North-wind, pe AG, ~ A’ 
Daughters of Niger, but their Beauties varied accor- | Boreas, that to my Reign art ftill unkind. ee ae 
ding to Promife, and their Time of abfence excus’d, with | I am the Prince of Months, cal?d Fanuary ; Ub 6. neat 
_Four more added to their Number. Becaufe by me (d) Fanes the Year doth vary, _theend{ee + 


To which limits, when I had apted my Invention, and | Shutting up Wars, proclaiming Peace, and Feafts, ~borridus 
being to bring News of them from the Sea, I indue’d Bo- | Freedom,and Triumphs; making Kingshis Guefts. iva, que 
reas, one of the Winds, as my ficteft Meflenger; prefen- | iui, niminmque dpmeftica, vento, &3c. (d) See the Offices and Power 
ting him thus : - | of fanus, Ovid. Faft.t. 

In a Robe of Ruffet and White mixt, full, 


(4) So Pau/. and bagg’d; his Hair and Beard rough and BONE AS: 
an Eliac®, horrid; his Wings grey, and full of Snow and O thee then, thus, and by thee, to that King, 
reine Icicles : his Mantle borne from him with Wyres, That doth thee prefent Honours, do I bring 


be was car. andin feveral Puffs; his Feet (4) ending in Ser- | Prefent remembrance of Twelve -£thiope Dames : 
ved in arca pent Tails; and in his Hand a Leaf-lefs Branch, | Who, guided hither by the Afoons bright Flames, 
Cc spfells. laden with Icicles. To fee his br ighter lighr, were to the Sea 
But before, in midft of the Hall,to keep the | Enjoyn’d again, and ( thence affign’d a day 
ftate of the Feaft, and Seafon, I had placed | For their return ) were in the Waves to leave 
(b) See Ico- (b) fanuary, in a Throne of Silver ; his Robe | Their d/ackne/s, and true beauty to receive. * 


nolog.deCz- of afh-colour, long, fringed with Silver; a 
Jae RP White Mantle; his Wings white, and his Bus- FANUARTIUVS, 
kins; in his Hand a Lawrel bough; upon his Head an ; ; 
Anademe of Lawrel, fronted with the Sign Aquarius, and Hich they receiv’d, but broke their day : and yet 
the Character. Who, as Boreas blufter’d forth, difcover’d _ Have not return’d a look of Grace for it, 
himeelf. _. | Shewing a courfe and moft unfit neglect. 
| BOREAS. Twice have I come, in Pomp here, to expect 
With Caton : Twice deluded, have been fain 
W : ith (e) other Rites my Feafts to entertain: (e) Two 
Hich among thefé, is Albion, Neptunes Son : And, now the third ae turn’d about the Year, ™arria- 
FANUVUARIVS. | Since they weré look’d for ; and, yet, are not here. 8° 5 ‘e 


| the Earl of Effex, 1606. the other of the Lord Hay, 1607. 
Hat ignorance dares make that Queftion ? 


Would any ask, who Jars were, in the Wars? BOREAS. 
Or, which is Hefperus, among the Stars? 
Of the bright Planets, which is Sol? Or can. T was nor Will,nor Sloth,that caus’d their ftay ; 
A doubt arife, mong Creatures, which is Man? For they were all prepared by their Day, _—(f) Read 
Behold, whofe Eyes do dart Promethean Fire And, with Religion, forward on their Way : Ae a 
Throughout this all; whofe Precepts do infpire When Protexs, (f) the grey Prophet of the Seay with Vir, 
The reit with duty ; yet commanding, chear: © Met them, and made report, how other Four — Geor. 4. 
And are obeyed more with love, than fear.. Of their black Kind (whereof their Sire had ftore) Ejt:Car- 
) Faithful to that great Wonder, fo latedone —Pa* uo Nep- 
NN BOREAS. Upon their Sifters, by bright Albion, en ee 
W Had followed them to feek Britannia forth, oe 
| Hat Power art thou, that chus informeft me? And there to hope like favour, as like worth. — Proteus. 


Which 


See 


328 


‘(a)Becaufe. Which Night envy’d, as done (a) in her defpite, 
they were And ( mad to fee an e£thiope wathed white ) 


sie Thought to prevent in thefe ; left Men fhould 


plexion. deem 
(b)Togive Her colour, if thus chang’d, of fmall efteem. 


authority And fo, by Malice, and her Magick, toft 


to this ~=The Nympbs at Sea, as they were almoft loft, 
ao ae Tif], on an Ifland, they by chance arriv’d, 


Plinyhath That (6) floated inthe Main ; where, yet, fhe’ 


achap.9§. — had giv’d 

ofthe 2. Them fo, in charms of Darknefs, as no might 
ne Should loofe them thence, but their chang’d 
Vie hate. Sifters fight. - 
antiou.Ee Whereat the 7welve (in piety mov’d, and kind 
Cardlib. Straight pute themfelves in act, the Place co 
de rerum 
vars. &F 


cap.7. re- 


nd 5 
Which was the Nights fole truft they fo will do, 
portsone Lhae fhe, with labour, might confound them too. 
to bein For ever fince with Error hath fhe held 
his ume Them wand’nng in the Ocean, and fo quell’d 


known, Their Hopes beneath their Toil, as (defperate 
the Lake . now 


of Lou- sai 
mond, in OF any leaft fuccefs unto their Vow ; 


Scarland. Nor knowing to return to’ exprefs the Grace, 
Tolet pas Wherewith they labour to this Prince,and Piace) 
that OF One of them, mecting me at Sea, did pray, 


of Erct- And make me fhake my f{now-filPd Wings and 
heus, King Cre{t ) 

of Athens To bear this fad Report I would be won, 

whom £- a . 

yeas ravi ANU frame their juit excufe ; which here I 
fhed a- have done. - 

way, Into 

Thrace, as fhe was playing with other Virgins by the flood Ii:/Jus: or 
(asfome will) by the Fountain Cepbsfus. 


FANUVUARIUVUS. 


Ould chou had’ft not begun, unlucky 
Vind, | 
That never yet blew’ft Goodnefs to Mankind ; 
But with thy bitcer, and too piercing Breath, 


by Tie ‘of Strik’it (¢) Horrors through the Air, as fharp as 
Bort as , Death. 

Ovid ex- . 

ccllently == Here @ fecond Wind came in, Vulturnus, in a 
aan blue coluured Robe and Mantle, pufft as the former, 


place ae ut lomewhat fraveeter ; bw Face black, and on bts 
bove quo- (¢) Head a red Sun, fhewing he came from the Eatt: 
ted. Hic bis Wings of feveral Colours; bis Buskins white, and 


mubsla pel- syrourht with Gold. 

. lo, bite free ee 

ta concusio, nodofsgse robora verto, induroque nives, &D terras prandine 
pulfo. (e) According to that of Virg.——Denuntsat sgneus Euros, 


VULTURNVUS. 


LL Horrors vanith, and all Name of Deatb, 

Be all Things here as calm as is my Breath. 
A gentler Wind, Vulturnus, brings you News 
The I(e is found, and that the Nympbs now ufe, 
Their Reft and Joy. The Nights black Charms 

are flown. 

For, being made unto their GoddeS known, 
Bright e£rhiopia, the Silver Moon, | 
As fhe was (f) Hecate, fhe brake them foon: 
own And now by vertue of their Light, and Grace, 
by Eup The glorious ie, wherein they reft, takes place 
se Of all the Earth for Beauty. (g) There, their 
which is Queen | | 
Lueifera, Wath raifed them a Throne, that ftill is feen 
to which To curn unto the Motion of the World; 


Name we 4 : ° ° 
here pre. Wherein they fit, and are, like Heaven, whirl'd 


fently allude. (g) For the more full and clear underftanding of 


that which follows, have recourfe to the fucceeding Pages, where 
the Scene prefents itfelf. 


(f) She 


is called 
ows pop 


Mafques. 


About the Earth; whil’ft, to them contrary, 

( Following thofe nobler Torches of the Sky, ) 

A World of little Lowes, and chaft Dejires, 

Do light cheir Beauties, with ftill moving Fires. 

And who to Heavens confent can better move, 

Than thofe that are fo like it, Beauty and Love? 

Hither, asto their new El;/ium, 

The Spirits of the antick Greeks are come, 

Poets, and Singers, Linus, Orpheus, all 

That have excell’d in (4) knowledg mufical ; (4! so te. 
Where, fet in Arbors made of Myrtle,and Gold, rence, and 


They live, again, thefe Beauties to behold. the Anci- 
Ard thence in flowry Mazes walking forth, Poche A d 
Sing Hvmns in celebration of their worth. a ae 


Wilt, to their Songs, two Fountains flow, one eam. 


heighe oe 78 
OF lafling Youth, the other chafte Delight, 
That at the Clofes, from their Bottoms fpring, 
And itrike the Air to eccho what they fing. 
But, why do I defcribe what all mutt fee ? 
By chis time, near the Ceaft, thcy floating be ; 
For, fo their vertuous Gedde/s, the chafte Moon, 
To!d them, the Fate of th? /and fhould, and foon 
Would fix itfelf unto thy Continent, | 
As being the place, by Deftiny forement, 
Where they fhould flow forth, dreft in her Attires: 
And, that the influence of thofe holy Fires, 
( Firft rapt from hence) being multiplied upon 
The other four, fhould make their Beauties one. 
Which now expect to fee, great Neptune’s Son, 
And love the Miracle, which thy felf haft done, 


Here , a Curtain was drawn, (in which the Night was 
painted,) and the Scene di[cover’d, which ( becaufe the for- 
weer was Marine, and theje, yer of neceffity, to come from the 
Sea) Idevifed, fhould be an Mand floating on a calm water. 
In the midft thereof was a Seat of State, called, The Tarone 
of Beauty, erected: divided into eight Squares, and diftin- 
guifhed by fo many lonic Pilafters. In thefe Squares the fix- 
tees Mafquers were placed by Ccuples: behind them , in the 
Centre of the Throne was @ tralucent Pillar, (hining with feve- 
ral coloured lights, that reflected om thetr backs. Fromthe top 
of which Pillar went feveral Arches to the Pilafters , that 
fuftained the Roof of the Throne, which was likewife adorned 
with Lights and Gyrlands : And berween the Pilafters, in front, 


little Cupids im flying pofture, waving of Wreaths and Lights, 


bore up the Coroniee : over which were placed eight Figures, 
reprefenting the Elements of Beauty; which advanced upon the 
Ionic, and bemg Females, bad the Corinthian Order. The 


firft was | 
SPLENDOR 


fe a Robe of flame-colour, naked breafted ; her bright 
hair loofe flowing:She was drawn in a Circle of Clouds, 
her Face and Body breaking thorow ; and in her 

hand a branch, with two (3) Rofes, a white, and (4) The 


ared, The next to her was nae eg 

‘ € 9 Cic- 
gantly, by chil. Tat. lib. 2. quit afratoun, the [plendor of Plants, 
and is everywhere taken for the Hserog/yphic , of Splendor. 


SERENITAS 


‘ie a garment of bright sky-colour, a long trefs , and 
waved witha vail of divers colours, fiich as the golden 
Sky fometimes fhews: upon her head a clear and fair Sun 
fhining, with rays of sald ftriking down to the 

feet of the figure. Inherhanda (k) Cryfal, (k) As 
cut with feveral angles, and fhadowed with di- this of Se- 


: ; . renity, ap- 
vers Colours, as caufed by refraction. The third plying to 


the Opsicks reafon of the Rainbow, and the Myrbologi/?s making her 


the Daughter of Ejeitra. 
GE R. 


-  Mafques. 


GERMINATIO. 


N green, with a Zone of gold about her 
watte, crowned with Myrile, her hair like- 
wife flowing, but not of fo bright a colour: In 


(2)So Hor. her hand, a branch of (a) Myrtle. Her. focks 
sg of green, and gold. The fourth was 


the enfign of the Spring. Nunc decct aut viridi nitidum caput smpe- 
dsre myrto, aut flore, terre quem ferunt folute, &c. 
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of the Kingdom, noble, and others ) chat were the Zircé- 
beavers ; and all armed with Bowes, Quivers, Wings, and 
other Enjignes of Love. On the fides of the Throne were 
curious, and elegant Arbors appointed; and behind, in 
the back- part of the J/fe, a Grove of grown Trees laden with 
golden Fruit, which other little Capids plucked, 
and threw at each other, whilft on the Grourd 
Ck) Leverets picked up the bruifed Apples, 
and left them half eaten. The Ground-plat of 
the whole was a fubrle indented Maze: And 


(k) They 


were the 

Notes of 
Lovelinefs, 
and facred 


LATITI A. 


(b) They TN avefture of divers colours, and all forts 


in the two formott ‘Angles. were two Feun- 
tains that ran continually , the one (/) Hebe’s, 
the other (1m) Hedone’s: In the Arbors were 
placd the Mujfictans, who reprefented the 


to Venus. 
Sce Phal.in 
that place 
mention’d, 


ase every 
where the 
tokens of 
pladnefs.at 
all Featts, 
‘ Sports. 


of flowers embroidered thereon. Her focks 
fo fitted. A (b) Garland of flowers in her 
hand ; her eyes turning up; and fmiling ; her 
hair flowing, and ftuck with flowers. The 
fifth 


TEMPERTES. 


(c) The [N a Garment of Gold, Silver, and colours 
Gyn of weaved : In one hand fhe held a(c) burning 
see gil Steel, in the other an Urn with Water. On her 


alfo her 
Garland 
mixed of 
the four 
Seafons. 


head a Garland of Flowers, Corn, Viné-leaves, 
and Olive-branches, interwoven. Her Socks, 
asher garment. The fixch 


VENUSTAS. 
| N a Silver Robe, with a thin fubtil Vail over 


(d) Pearls, her Hair, and it: (4) Pearl about her Neck, 
‘with the and Forehead. Her Socks wrought with Pearl. 
sls In her hand fhe bore feveral colour’d (e) Li- 
were (ne 


lies. The feventh was 


cial 
Pisreplpphick of levelinefs 3 in quibus nitor tantum & levor expete- 
bantur. (¢; So was the Lsly, of which the moft delicate Citre of the 
Perfians was called Sufe: tignifying that kind of Flower, in their 


tongue. 

| DIGNITAS. 
| JN a drefling of State, the Hair bound up with 
ye Fillets of Gold, the Garments rich, and fet 
my and With Jewels, and Gold ; likewife her Buskins, 
dignity, andin herhand a(f) Golden Rod. The eigith 
| PERFECTIO. 

) Both IN a Vefture of pure Gold, a Wreath of Gold 
that, and upon her head. About her body the (¢) Zo- 
the Com- — diack, with the Signs : In her hand a Compas 
per are of Gold, drawing a Circle. - 
Enfgnsof On the rop of all the Throne, (as being made | 
perfedion. Out of all chefe ) ftood 

HARMONTIA. 
Perfonage, whofe drefling had fomething 
of all the others, and had her Robe 
painted full of Figures. Her Head was com- 
pafs’'d with a Crown of Gold, having in it 
(5) She is (6) feven Jewels equally fet. In her Hand a 
fo defcri- 74g, whereon fhe refted. | 
bed in Ico. “7 


nolog. di Cefare Ripa; his reafon of Seven Jewels, in the Grown, al- 
ludes to Pythagoras his Comment, with Mac. lib, 2, Som. Scs. of the 
Seven Planees and their Spheares. | 


(s) The in- 
- ducing of 
many Cu- 


This was the Ornament of. the Térene. The 
afcent to which confifting of Six fteps, was 
covered with a (¢) multitude of Cupids (cho- 
fen out of the beft, and moft ingenious Youth 


pids wants not defence, with the beft and moft received of the An- 
cients, befides Prop. Seat. Claud. Sido. Apoll. e(pecially Phil. in Teen. 
Amor, whom I have particularly followed in this Defcription. 


(/) OF 


Shades of the old Poets, and were attir’d in a Youth. 


Prieft-like Habit of Crimfon and Purple, with (m) OF 
Laurel Gyrlands. Pleafure. 

The Colours of the Mafquers were varied; the onc 
half in Orange-tawny, and Ssver : The other in Sea-green, 
and Silver. The Bodies and fhort Skirts on White, and 
Gold; to both. . | 

The Habic and Dreffing (for the Fafhion ) was moft 
curious, and fo exceeding in Riches, as the Throne where- 
on they fate feem’d to be a Mine of Light, ftruck from 
their Jewels and their Garments. 

This Throne ( as the whole I/land mov’d forward on the 
Water ) had a circular motion of its own, imitacing that 
which we call Adotum Mundj, from the Eaff to. the Weft, 
or the Right to the Left fide. For fo Hom. Ilia. M une 
deritands by s:d, Orientalia Mundi: By detsepd» Occte 
aentalia. The {teps whereon the Cupids fate, had a mo- 
tion contrary, with analogy ad sotum Planetarum, from 
the HF to the Eaf: Both which turned with their fe- 
veral Lights. And with ehefe three varied motions, at 
once, the whole Scene fhot it felfto the Land. 

Above which the Moon was feen in a Silver Charioe, 
drawn by Virgins to ride in the Clouds, and hold them 
greater Light: Withcthe Sign Scorpio, and the Character, 
plac’d before her. 3 : eS 

The order of the Scene was carefully, and ingenioufly 
difpos’d ; and as happily put in act ( for the motions ) 
by the King’s Mafter Carpenter. The Painters, 1 maft 
needs fay, (not to be-ly them ) lent fmafl Colour to any, 
to attribute much of the Spirit of thefe things to their 
Pen’cils. But thae muft not be imputed a Crime, either 
to the Invention, or Defign. 

Here the loud Mufrck ceas’d ; and the Muficians, which 
were plac’d in the Arbers, came forth through the Mazes 
to the other Land: Singing this full Song, iterated in the 
clofes by two Ecchoes, rifing out of the Fountains. 


SONG. 


Hen Love, at firft, did move ee 
(2) So is 


From (#) out of Chaos, brigtned 
So was the World, and ligtned, z he fained 
As now! Ecch. As now! Eccb. As now! _ by Orphe- 
: ; 4, to have 
Yield Night, then, co che Light, "appeared 
As Blacknefs hath to Beauty: firft of all 
Which is but the fame dury. the Godss 
Ie was (0) for Beauty, that the World was made, 2Wakened 
And where fhe reigns, (p) Loves Lights admit a 
no fhade. ° therefore 
Ecch. Loves Lights admit no fhade. call'd Pha- 
Ecch. Admit no fhade. nes, both 


: by him, 
and Laftantsw. (0 ) An agreeing Opinion, both with Divsnes and 
Philofopbers, that the great Artsficer in Love with his own Idea, 
did therefore trame the World. (p) Alluding to his Name of H:- 
mer, and his fignification in the Name, which is Defderium poft 
afpetum: And more than Eros, which jis only Cupido, ex 4/pette 


amare. 

Which ended, Vulturnus the Wind fpake to the River 
Thamefis, that lay along between the Shores, leaning 
upon his Urn (that flow’d with water) and crown’d 

uu with 


a 


bis Nos 


heel np Wil oe 


By 


j 
uh Ubu ‘ 


hed 


eg 
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with Flowers ; with a blue Cloth ef Si/ver Robe. about 


him; and was perfonated 
who made the Dances. 


PULTURNVUS. 


Ife aged Thames, and by the hand 
R receive thefe Nymphs, within the Land. 
And in thofe curious Squares, and Rounds, 
Wherewitli thou flow’it betwixt the Grounds . 
Of fruitfull Kent, and Effex fair, 
That lend thee Garlands for thy Hair ; 
‘Inftrua chéif Silver Feet to tread, 
a . Whilft we, again to Sea, are fled. 


by Mlafter Thomas Giles, 


Li Py ad as 
— fee 


With which the nds departed ; and the River received 
chem into the Land, by couples and fours, their Cupids 


coming before them. 


i. olen fae T heir Perfons were, 


svias “he OU EEN. 
YW. opie ARABELLA. 
(suet “5“qCo. of DERBY. 

Mah.’ Co. of BEDFORD. 


Tit fe 


La. ANNE WINTER. 
| La.WINSORE. , 


La. MART NEVILL. | 
La. ELIZ. HATTON. 


of MONIGOMERT. | La. ELIZ. GARRARD.. 
PA’ La. ELIZ. GILFORD. | La. CHICHESTER. 
0g, KAT. PETER. La. WALSINGHAM. 


Thefe dancing forth a moft curious Dance, full of excel- 
lent Device and Change, ended it in the Figure of a Dia- 
mond, and fo, ftanding ftill, were by the Muficians with a 

- fecond Song (fung by a loud Tenor ) celebrated. 


SONG. 


S° Beauty on the Waters ftood, 

(4) As, in \) Wher Love had (a) fever’d Earth, from Flood! 
ae cone ig 90 When he parted Air from Fire, 

faid by the He did with Concord all infpire ! 

Aniones, And then a Motion he them taught, 

to have That elder than himfelf was thought. 

done. Which thought was, yet, (4) the Child of Earth, 


(© oy For Love is elder than his Birth. 


Rnce the World, and out of thofe duller Apprehenfions that did not 
think he was before. : 


— The Song ended; they danced forth their fecond Dance, more 
fubtle end full of change than the former; and fo exquifitely per- 
formed, as the “et, Majefty incited firft ( by bis own likeng, 
to that which all others there prefent wifi’d) requir'd them both 
again, after fome time of dancing with the Lords. Which time 
to give them refpite was intermitted with Song ; firft, by a weble 
woice, in ths manner. OS 


SONG. 


| TF all thefe Cupids, now, were blind 
(c)I make 


As is (c) their wanton Brother ; 
rene giffe- "Or Play fhould put it in their mind 
him, weh. To fhoot at ene another: 
they fain © What pretty Battail they would make, 
Becum cu- If they their Objects fhould miftake, 
ng And each one wound his Mother ! 


tem, as I exprefs beneath in the third Song, thefe being chaft Loves | 
that attend a more divine Beauty than that of Loves common } 


Parent. 


Which was feconded by another Treble ; thas. 


ia was no policy of Court, 
Albe’ the Place were charmed, 
Fo let in earneft, or in fport, 


Masques. 


La. ANNE CLIFFORD. 


So many Loves in, arrhed. | 
For fay, the Dames fhould, with their Eyes,. |... 
Upon the Hearts, here, mean furprize ; 
Were not the Men like harmed? 
To which a Tenor anfwered. 
SONG. . 
Ye were the Loves or falfe, or ftraying; 
Or Beauties not their Beauty weighing: 
Buc here no fuch deceit is mix’d, 
Their Flames are pure, their Eyes are fix’d : 
They do not war with different Darts, 
But ftrike a Mufick of like Hearts. 
After which Songs they danced Galliards and Coranto’s : 
and with thofe excellent Graces, that the Mufick appointed to 
celebrate them {hewed it could be filent no longer fe. by the 
firft Tenor, admired them thus. 
SONG. 
‘JFAd thofe that dwell in Errour foul, - 4 
And hold (d@) that Women have no Soul, (4) There 
But feen thefe move; they would havethen _hath been = 
Said, Women were the Souls of Men. fuch a pre- 
So they do move each Heart, and Eye, fane Pera- 
With the (¢) World's foul, true barmony. “ies 
(¢) The Platonick's Opinion. See alfo Mac. ib. 1. and 2. Som, Scip. 
Here they danced a third moft elegant and curious Dance, and 
not to be defcribed again by any art, but that of their owe foating, 
which ending in the Figure that was to produce the Fourth, Ja- “i 
nuary from bu State fluted them thus, , 2 
- FANUYVARIVS. : 
iF 
Our Grace is great, as is your Beauty, Daynes: 
Enough my Fess have prov’d your thankfull Flames. a 


Now ufe your Seat: that Seat which was,before, : 
Thought ftray’ing,uncertainfloting toeachShore, . . | ° 
And to whofe having (f) every Clie laid claim F a 
Each Land and Netios urged as the aim ° Le is : 


Of their Ambition, Beauties perfect Throne,  _- Country is ‘ 
Now made peculiar to this Place alone ; ay rai ee 
And that by impulfion of your Deftinies, GwnBrea- t 
And his attractive Beams, that lights chef Skies: 5 faeck, . 
Who(though with th’Oceas compats’d)never wets yet ? o 
His Hair therein, nor wears a Beam that fees. ty 
Long may his Light adorn thefe happy Rites — t 
As I renew them ; and your gracious Sights _ y 
Enjoy that happinefs, evento envy, as when =: t 
Beauty, at large, brake forth, and-conquer’d Men. S 
r 
At swhich they danc’d their laf Dance into their Throne again ; l 
and that turning the Scene, elosd with thw full Song. ; 
SONG, 4 
Gril turn and imitate the Heaven 

\7 In Motion {wift and even; 


And as his Planets go, 

_ Your brighter Lights do fo : 
May Yourh and Pleafure ever flow. © 
But let your ftate, the while, 

Be fixed as the Ifle. | 
So all chat fee your Beasties Sphere, | 
May know th’ E/y/ias Fields are here. _ | 

Ecch. Th? Elyfian Fields are here. ) 
Ecch. *Elyfian Fieldsare here. | 


cu 


HYMENAIs a 


oe oo 


Or, the Solemnities of - 
ep af Gee AGI 


_ Malque and Barniersiz 2; 


VE 
bed Crom yee f- ia i ahi 


_ AT A ian a 


MARRIAGE. 


T is a noble and juft Advantage that the Things fub- 
jected to Underftanding have of thofe which are 
objected to Senfe;that the one fort are but momen- 
tary, and merely taking ; the other imprefling, 
and lafting: Elfe the glory of all chefe Solemmisies 

had perith’d like a Blaze, and gone out, in the Bebolders 

Eyes. So fhort-liv’d are the Bodses of all Things, in com- 

parifon of their Sows. And though Bodss oft-times have 

the if} luck to be fenfually preferr’d , they find after- 
wards the good fortune when Souls live ) to be utterly 
forgotten. This ic is hath made the moft Royal Princes 
and Greateft Perfons ( who are commonly the Perfonaters 
of thefe AZions ) not only ftudious of Riches, and Mag- 
nificence in the outward Celebration, or fhew ; (which 
rightly becomes them ) but curious after the molt high 
and hearty byvestiens, to furnifh the inward Parts: ( and 
thofe grounded upon Antiquity, and folid Learning ) which, 
ehough their Voice be att yl found to prefent occafions, 
heir Senfé, or doth, or fhould always lay hold on more 
remov’d Myferies. And, howfoever fome may fquemifhly 
cry out, that all endeavor of Learning, and Sharpne/s in 
ehefe tranficory Devices, efpecially where it fteps beyond 
their little* or ( let me not wrong ’em ) no Brain at all, 
is fuperfluous; | am contented, thefe faftidious Stomsachs 
fhould leave my fall Tables,and enjoy at home their clean 
empty Trenchers, ficteft for fuch airy Taftes; where per- 
| haps afew Italien Herbs, pick’d up and made into a Sal- 

, May find fweeter Acceptance than all the molt nou- 
tithing and found Meats of the World. 

For thefe Mens Palates, lec not me anfwer, O Mafes. It 
ss not my Fault, if I fill them out Neder, and they run to 
Vaticana bibant, fi delectentur. 

All the Courtefie I can do them, is to cry again ; 
Pretereant, fi quid non facit ad ftomachum. 


I will, from the thought of chem, to my better Sub- 


_ As 
ject. 


. On the Night of the Mafques (which were tave, one of Men, 

the other of Womens.) the Scene being dranm, there was fir 

— an Jltar , upon which wae in{cribed , in Letters of 
old. 


| ‘T oni. O ine. M ine. 
UNIONI 
| gnonses 


were fa- 


cred to Mariage, or Union; over which Juno was Prefident : to 
whom there was the like Alsar at Reme, as fhe was called 
Fuga Funo, in the ftreet, which thenee was named Jugariw. See Fef. 
and, at which Altar, the Rese was to join the married Pair with bands 
ot Silk,in ign of future Congerd. | 


*Myftical- 
ly imply. 
ing, that 
both ie, 
the place, 
and all the 
fucceed- 
ing Cere- 


To this Altar entred five Pages, attired in 
white, bearing («) five Tapers of Virgin-wax ; 
behind them, one reprefenting a Bridegroom : his 
(b) hair fhort, and bound with party-colour’d 
Ribens, and Gold-twift: his Garments purple, 
and white. —— | 


Roman. mentions to be ufed in Nupssels. (b) The 
Bridegroom (with the Ancients ) was chiefly noted in that, Qudd sen- 
devetur. Fu. Sat.§. Famque a Tonfore Magifire PeGerm, And Lucan. 
J. 2. where he makes Cato negligent of the Cetemenses in Marriage, 
faith, Ie nee borrificam fanéto dimevit ab ore Cafariem. : 


On the other hand, entred Hymen (the god of 
Marriage) in a Saftron-colour’d Robe, his un- - 
der Veftures white, his Socks yellow, a yellow 
Veil of Silk on his left Arm, his, Head crowned 
with Rofes, and (c) Marjoram, in his right hand a (,) See 
Torch of (d) Pine-Tree. how he is 

Lt call’d out, 

by Catulls in Nup. Ful. 3 Mani. Cinge sempera floribus Suave olents 
amaraci, §¢. (d) For fol preferve the reading, there in Catul. Ps- 
nea quate tedam, vather than to change it 7 sees and moved by 
the Authority of Verg.s0 Cérs. where he fays, Pronuba nec cafies inoen- 
det Pinus ameres. And Ovid. Faft. lib.2. Expetier pures pines Teds 
dies. Thougts I deny not, there was alfo Spinea Tada, which Pisny 
Calls Nuptsarum facibus aufpicatiffimam, Nae. Hifi. [1b.16. cap. 18. and 
whereot Sextus P a6 Feft. hath left fo particular teftimony. For 
which, fee the following Note. 


Uua After 


— me me 
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“Mafsues. 


— 


Se 


Wins Natures, Seket, Mindf, 7 3” 


(2) This After him (a) a Yeurh, attired in white,bearing | That know, how well it binds 

(by the another light, of white Thorn; under his Arm, The fighting Seeds of Things, 

iat a little dead Flasket fhut: behind him cwo | vate we a 

Camillus, others! in white, the one bearing a Difaff, the }'And ev’ry Difcord intruc Mufick bémgs : 
— quafi Noh other.fa Spiridh. Berwlxe thefe a perfonafet|: | ae a 
; Bee | * Bridge, fuppércec\, her Hbjfr flowing, and loofe, | Sit nowpropitious Aids, 

¢ that  fpritkled-with gréy ; on her Head a Gyrlend of | "bo Ritesyf duely pristd ; 

a aN Rofes, like a Turret ; her Garments white: and| And wewcwoaioble Maids, 

srurian ON her back, a Weather’s flecce hanging down: | Of ditferent Sex, to Union facrific’d. 


Tongue) her Zone, or Girdle about her watte of. white 


and was) = Wooll, faftned with the Herculean Knot. 
one of the 


three, which by Sex. Pompet. Were faid to be Patrims & Matrimi, 


Pueri pratextats tres, qus nubentem dequcunt : Unus, qus facens pre- 
fort ex {pina alba, Duo qs tenent nubentem. Towhich conter that of 
Varro, lib. 6. de lingua Lat. Dicstur im Nupiin Camillus, qus Cumerum 
fert: As alfo that of Feft. lib, 3. Cumeram vocabsme Antiqnus vas 
guoddam quod opertum in Nuptss ferebant, in qiio erant nubentis uten= 
filia, quod &§ Camillum dicebant > co quod facrorum Muuiftrum ygur- 
aoy appellabant. 


(b) Au- 
Spiceswere 
thofe that 


Inthe midf went the (2) Aujpices; after them, 
two that fing, in feveral coloured Silks. 
hand-faf- Which, one’bore the Water, the other the Fire: 
‘ed the ° laftof all the (c) Muficians, diverfly attired, all 
married . crowned with Rofes ; and, wich this Song be- 
Couple: gin 7 | 
that with- 
edthem good luck: that took care for the dowry : and heard them 
eprofefs that they came together, for the caufe of Children. Fuven. 
Sat. 10. Venses cum fignaroribus Aufpex. And, Lucan. lib. 2. Fun- 
guntur taciti, contentsque Aufpice Bruto. They were alfo ftiled Pro- 
nubi, Proxenete, Paranymphi. (¢) The Cuftom of Mufick at Nup- 
tials, is clear in all Antiquity. Ter. Adel. AG. §. Verum boc mihi mora 
, Tibscina, €5 Hymengum quscantent. AndClau.sn Epsthal. Ducant 


pervigiles carmina Tibie, &c. 
SONG. 


Mae es )} ee of 18 
lee P BY all Profane away ; 
: None here may ftay. 
To view our Myfteries, 
: ;.,, But, who themielves have been, 
sain,  Qr-will,in time,be feen | 
Aho. "Fhe felf-fame Sacrifice... 3 
top Union, Mifrifs of thefe Rites, 
Will be obferv’d with Eyes, 
As fimple as her Nights. 


. g aoe : 
| aad dee < . . oy ae ooae a 
Fly, then, all Profane, away, 


ees - -Fiy. far.off, a8 hath the Day; : 
oe. ) Night her Curtain doth difplay, 
ao NM And this is Hymen’s Holy-day. 


he Sang being ended, Hymen prefented bimfelf forernoft . 


aid jafter fore: fites of Admiration, began to {peak. 
“WIM EN 
W Hat more than ufual Light a 
(Throughout the place extended ) 
Makes ‘Func’s Fane-(o bright! oa 
‘Is there fome greater Deity defcended? . 


4 
St ee 


oe 
. ” eeur doa 


Or. seign,:on earth, thofe Powers 

. Soneh, aswiththeir Beams. -_ 
i. Grace Union more than our’s; ok. 
_ And bound her smflaence in their happier ftreams ? 


+. Tis: fo} “this fame is he,: — 
| The Kini , and Prieft of Peace! 
a That fits { crowned with her own increaft ! 
' O'you, whofe better Bliffes 
Have prov’d the ftriét etnbrace 
Of Umion, with chafte Kiffes, 
And teen it flow fo in your happy Race ; 


. 1 


Of | Dance, drew all their Swords, offered to encompa(s 


: In honour of chat bleft Eftare, 
Wtfich all good Minds fnould celebrate. 


Here out of @ Microcofm, or Globe, ( figuring Man ) with 
a kind of eonsentions Mujick, ilfued forth the firft Mafque, of 
eight Men. a | aa 


Thefe reprefented the four (d) Humors, and four 
Atfections, all glorioufly attired, diflingusfht only by 
their feveral Enfigns and Colours ; and, dancing 
out on the Stage, in their return, at the end of their 


(d) That 
they were 
perfona- 
ted in 
Men, hath 
(already) 
e un- 


the Altar, and diftard sheCeremontes. At wheel, 
Hymen troubled, fpake: - og der fome 
Gramma- 


ts¢al Exccption. But there is more dan Grammar te refeafeit. For, 
befidesthat Elumores and Affettus are bot Ma /culine’ $n Genere, not 
one of the Specsa/s, but in (ome Language is known by a mafculine 
word, Again, when their Lafluences are common to both Sexes, and 
more gencrally impetuous in the Adale, E (ce net, why 

not, fo, be more properly prefented. And, for the Allegory, though 
here it be very clear, and {uch as might well efcape a Candle » yet 
becaufe there are (ome, muft complain of darknefs, that have bee 
thick eyes, F am contented to hold them this Light. Firft, 49 in 
natural Bodies,{o likewl{¢in Mindy, there isvio Dittafe, or Diftentar- 
ature, but is caufedeither by fome abounding Asmior, of pervé(e 
affection; after the fame manner, in pohesek Bodses, (where Order, 
Ceremeny, State, Reverence, Devotion, are parts of the Adsnd ) by the 
difference, or predominant Will ef what we (pneeaphericaly Hu- 
mors, and Affectrons, all ‘things are troubled’ atid conic hefe, 
therefore, were tropically brougat ‘in, before Marriage, as Difturbers 
of that myftroat Body, and the Retes, witich were.Sad unto its that 
afterwards, in emia, being dutifully tempered by her pivd', they 
| might more fully celebrate the Irappinefs of {uch aslive in thas tweeg 
.Umion, to the harmonious Laws of Nature and Keafon. . 


Ave, fave the Virgms ; Keep your hatlow’d Lights 
Untouch’d ; and with their flame defend ous Ries. 
The four untemp’red Hemors are broke  eut, . 
And, with their wild 4feéiony, go about 
, To ravith all Religion. If there be 
‘A Power, like Rea/on, heft in that huge Body, | 
Or little world of Mas, fromwhence the came, 
Look forth, and with thy brightand(e)numierong (¢) Alle- 
‘Inftruct their darknefs,make them know, & fee, on ot 
In wronging thefe, they have rebell’d’gainit chee. Pytba a 


ee. | ae i: : ra; who 
held, all-Reafon, all Knowledge, all Difcourfe of the Soul to be meer 
Number. See Plut. de Plac. Phil, : 7 ; | 


Hereat, Reafan, feated im the top of she Globe ( a ia the 


braim, or bighe? pars of Man) fiyur'd is a venerable Petlo- 


nage, her hair white, and rrayling to ber alte, crowned with 
light, ber garments blue, and femined with Sars, girded suto 
ber with a white bend, filPd with Arithmetical Fj $18 one 
hand bearing a Lamp, ts the other a bright Sword, defended 
and {pake : , 
: -- REASON. 7 


Rene your rude Attempt ; what ignorance 
Could yield you fo prophane, as to advance 
One thought in Ad, againft chefe Myfteries ? 
| Are Union’s (f ) Orgies of fo flender price? (f) ie 
ya , wit 


| the Greeks valae the fare, that Coremonie with the Latines; and im- 

| Ply ali forts of Retes: howfoever (abufively ) they have been madg 
particular to Bacchus. Sce Sere.to that of Vtg. Alneid, 4. Qual 

4 commotn excited facruy Thyas, | 

She 


Renee 


Mafques. 


.- . 4 Gheehat makes Souls, wich Bodies, mix in:Love, 
Contracts the Wrld in one, and therein Ffove ; 


‘Her felf nor fatfers (pring, nor end, nor change. 
No: wonder, they Were you, thac were fo bold; 
Fer-none but Humors and Affechons would 

: Have dar’d fo rafh a Venture. You. will fay 

‘|. _I¢ was your zeal,that gave your powers the {way; 

And urge the msofqued, and difguis’d pretence, 

Of: faving Blood; and fircc’ring Innocence ? 


_ So want of knowledge, ftill begerteth Jars, 


When Sumorous Earthlings will control the Stars. | from whence defcended a Veil, and that. bisesd:with 
Inform your felves, with fafer Reverence, . | 
To thefe myfterious Rites,whofe myftick Sence, | forts of Fewels, and raifed in the top with(r) Lillies 
Reafon (which all chings, bur it felf, confounds )| and Roles ; in ber right band fhe held a Scepter, in 


For which alone, the peaceful gods es 
In number, always, love the odds ; 


1s (4) fpring,and end of all things:yet,moft ttrarige! | And even pares as much defpilé, 


Since out of them all difcords rife..': 53 
‘ ; ore sf 
Here, the upper part of: the Scene, which oaarvall of Clouds; 
and made artificially to fell, ana ride tke. the Ruck, began to 
; aud, the Air clearing, in the. top thereof wis 
i[covered (0): Juno, fisting in a Throne, fappoxted by 
two. beausiful. (p) Peacocks ;. ber Attye rich, ahd 
like a (q) Queen, a(r) white Diagew on:bix bead, 


(o) With 
theGreeks, 
Funo was 
interpre- 
ted to be 
the Asr it 


a (s) FatCia, of feveral. coloured Silks, fet aviths all 


Shall clear unto you,from th’ authentic grounds. | the ober a Tumbrel, ag ber olden fees the (ws) bide renee 

a oes | | of a Lim wz placed : round abous.ber fare theSpir calls. her: 
~ At this, the Humors and Affettions fheathed their Swords, | rts of the Air, in feveral colours, meking Mafick:: . Max. Gag. 
and retired amazed to the fides of the Stage, while Hymen be- Above ber the Region of Fire, with a comtinual ‘urnames, 
gan to rank the Perfons, and order the Ceremonies : And| mation, was [een to whirl circularly, and Jupiter. eee 
Reafon proceeded to fpeak. | | fianding in the top ( figuring the Heaven) brame ing. there: 
| EASON difbing bu: thunder : Beneath ber the Rainbow, Ira, (p) . They 

R a a and, on the tayo fides eight Ladies, attixed vichty, aud: weee fas 

H E Pair, which do each other fide, altke in the moft celeftial colours, who reprefented ber hes to 

T thongt (yet) fome {pace doth them divide, | Powers, as fhe w the (x) Governefs of Marriage, velpect of 

This happy Night maft.borh make ane and made the {econd Mafque. All which, upon the their co- 

Bleft Sacrifice, to Union, - difcovery, Realon made Narration of. .  - . _lours, and 

Nor is this Alter but a fign temper, 10 


(b) Pro- 
perly that, 
which 
was made 
realy for 
the. new 


quarried 
Bride, and 
was call’d 
Genialn, @ 
ands 
erm Ser. 
sm 6. /En. 
(c) See 
Ovid Faft. 
hb. 6. Sie 
fasus,[pi- 
am, qua 
triftes pel- 
bere’ poffee 
A foribus 
soxds, bec 
erat alba, 
‘ae . 
(d) Blatar. 
sa Quiet. 
Rom. and 


Var. lib. 4° 


de ling. 
Lat. 

(e) Plin. 
Nat. Hiff. 
136.21 . cap, 
8. | 


(k) Plin, | | 
Naz. Hiff. /5b. 8. cap. 48. (1) That was Nodus Herculeanus , which 


Of one more foft, and more divine. 


The (b) Genial Bed, where Hymen keeps ~ 


The folemn Orgies, void of fleepa: . °° 
And wildeft Cupid, waking, hovers 

With Adoration *twixt the Lowers, 

The Tead of white and blooming Tharn, 
In token of Increafe is barn: : 

As (c) alfo, with the omjnous light, : | 
To fright all malice fyom the Night. . 
Like are the (@) fre, and. water, fet 5. 
That, ev’n as moifore, mine with beat, 
Helps every natural Birth, to Life ; 

So, for their Race, join Man and Wife. 


The (e) bluthing vei! fhews thamefac’ine&S 
Th’ ingenious Virgin fhould profets ate 


At meeting with the Man: Her hair, ~ . 
That ¢ f') flows fo.iberal, and fo fair, * - 
Is fhed with grey, to intinyate, “e 
She entreth to a Matrons ftate. 

For which thofe (g¢) Usenfils'‘are born. | 
And, that fhe would nor labomr fcorn, - |‘: 
Her felf a (b) fnowy Peece doch wear, 
And theft her (¢) rock and /pindle bear, 
To thew, that nothing; ‘which is good, 
Gives check unto the higheft blood. * 
The (4) Zone of wooll about her wafte, 
Which, in contrary Circles caft, 


Doth meet in dne ¢!) fromg knot, that binds, — 


Tells you, fo fhould afl married minds. __ 


_ And laftly, thefe five wascen fights, 
. Imply perfection in the Rites; 


For (m) five the fpecial sumber is, 


Whence fallow'd Ui claims her bhi. * 


As being all the Sum, thar grows 
From the united ftrengths,of thofe 


Which (7) sale and female numbers we 


Do ttle, and are fr two, and three. 


* -Which, joined thus, you eannet fever 
2, In equal parts, but one will ever. 


Remain as common; fo we fee 
The binding force of Unity : 


the Husband, at Night, untied, in ign of good Fortune,that he might 
be happy in propagation of Iffue, as Hereules ‘was, who. left: Seventy 


Children. See Feft.in Voc. Cingul. (m) Plutarch. in Qua. Rom, 


(n) See Mart, Capel. lib.6. de Nupt.Phil, 9 Mer. in numero Pentade. 


like the Asr. Ovid. de Arte Amand. Laudases.oftendit aves Funonia 


| pennas. And Mee.lib. 2. H.:bils Saturnia curry. ingredieur ligquidum 


pavonibus AEchera picts. (q) She was call'd Regiua June with the 
Latines, becaufe fhe was Soror  Conjux Fours, Deorum SF bominum 
Regis. (r) Read Apul, defcribing her, inthis roth. of the A/s. (s) Af: - 
ter the manner of the antique Bend, the varted coloursimplying the 
feveral mutations of the Aur, as Showres, Dews, Serenity, Force of 
Winds, Clouds, Tempeft, Snow, Hail, Lightning, Thunder, all. which 
had their Noifes fignified in her Timbrel'? the Faculty. of cauaing 
thefe, being afcribed to her by Virg. Aweid, isb. 4. where he makes | 
her Gy. Hs ego xigrantems comuafla grandue wimhum Defuper. infuny 
dam, & sonitru celum ome ciobo. (¢) Lilies werg facred to Fung, 
as being made white with her milk, that fell uppr the earth,when Foe 
took Hercules away, whom by ftealth he had laid to her breaft,: the 
Rofé wasalfo call’d Funonia. (u) So fhe was figar'd at Argos, asa 
Stepmother, infulting on the Spoils of her two Prioiges, Bacchys and 
Hercules, (x) Sac Verg. Aner. lb. 4. Jnopni.qite ones cys vsncie 
jugalsa cure: and in another place, Dane fignum prima G Telus, & 
BronybaJuno: And Owd. in Phil. Bpist. Janonanaque seven qua Paar 
fidet alma Maritu, - 6 oes te ae 


cue REASON ho: 
 N.D fee; where "funo, whofe great Name 


. ATs Luo, in the duggram, a horn 
| Difplays her gliftering State, andChair,.: . - gy) They 
As fhe enlightned all the Air ! : 4s were-all 
Hark how the charming Tunes do beat eight caf- 
In facred Concords *bout her Sear! led by par- 
And. lo ! -to grace what thefe intend, ; papal 
Eight of her nobleft powers defCend, of Fane, 
Which are’ (7) enftiPd her’ faculties, = afcribed 
That govern nuptialMyfteries; = 5s to her for 
And-wear thofe Ma(ques before their Faces, fome pes 
Left, dazling Mortals.wich their Graces . Baty 
As they approach them, all’ Mankind n mar- 
Should be; like Cupid, ftrucken blind. riage, as 
| Thefé Order waits for,on the ground, — forne- 
| To keep,:that you fhquld not confoynd.__ blade - 
Their meafured fteps, which. only move more fitly 
| About th’ harmonious Sphere of Love. declared. 


| Theiy. Defcent was: made in two greet Clouds, that put 
forth. themfelves feverally, and (with one mecefure of time) 
were feen to: ftoop, and-fall gently down upon the earth. The 
marmer of their babits, came ge fome Statues of Juno, 
no lefs airy, Yban glorious. The dreffings of their heads, rare ; fo 
likewife of ther feet: and ell full of {plendor, fovercignty and 
riches, Whil/t they were de{cending, thu Song was fung at the 


Altar. 
SON @. 
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SONG 


lee theft are they,. | 

Whom buns and affection muft obey; 
Who come to deck the genial Bower, 
And bring, with them, the grateful Hower 
That crowns fuch Meetings, and excites 

— ‘The married Pair to freth delights: 
As Courtings, Kijfings, Coyings, Oaths, and Vows, 
Soft Whifperings, Embracements, all the ‘foyes, 
And melting Toyes, 
That chafter Love allows. 

Cho. Hafte,hafte,for Hefperus his head down bows. 


The Song ended, they danced forth in pairs,and cach pair with 


Lutes: led on by Order, the Servant of Reafon, who was, 
shere, rather a Perfon of Ceremony, than Ufe. Hi Under- 
Garment was blue, bis Upper white, and painted full of Arith- 
metical and Geometrical Figures; bu Hair , and Beard 
long, a Star om bis forehead, and its bis band a Geometri- 
ca Scaff : Zo whom, after the Dance, Reafon fpake. 


-avaried and noble grace; to a rare and fr Mufick of twelve ; 


REASON. 


Onvey them, Order, to their places, 
And rank them fo, in feveral traces, 
As they may fet their mixed Powers 
Unto the Mufick of the Howers ; 
And Thefe, by joining with them, know 
In better temper how to flow : 
Whil’ft I ( from their abftracted Nasmes ) 


fa) Pre Report the Vertnes of the Dames. 


: Firft(«)Cwris comes to deck the Brides fair Trefs. 
beget Care of the Oyntments (6) Unxte doth profefs. 
ceivd of (c) Fuga, her Office to make one of twain ;: 
the Sa- (4d) Gamelia fees that they fhould fo remain. 
binessfrom = Fair (e) Iterduce leads the Bride her way ; 

— And (f ) Domiduca home her fteps doth ftay ; 
gaveit g) Cimxia the Maid, quit of her Zone, defends ; 
her of (b) Teka (for Hymen) perfects all, and ends. 
the Spear, 


_ which (in the Sabine Tongue ) was called Cura, and was that,which 
they nam’d Hafta Celsbars, which had ftuck in the body of a flain 
Swerd-player, and wherewith the Brides head was dreft, whereof 
' Feft, in voce Celibar, gives thefe Reafons, Us quemadmodnm ills con- 
junlta fuerit cum corpore Gladiatern, fic 1pfa cum vivo fie; vel quia 
Matrona Junonis Curits in eutela fit, quae sta appellabatur a ferenda 
bafta: vel quid fortes viros genituras ominetur ; vel quod nuptials 
_ Sure imperio viri fubjicitur Nubens, quia Hafta Jumma armorum, 

smeperss off, &c. To moft of which Plutarch in his Queft. Rom. con- 
fents, but adds a better in Romu/. That when they divided the Brides 
air with the point of the Spear, ovuBorey tD) 7% dle ptyns x) 
a SLUnS 4 aperr yausy vide , oF noted ebesr firft Nuptsals 
(with she Sabines) were contratied by force, and a with enemies. 
Howfoever, that it was a Cuftom with them, this of Ovid. Faft. isb. 
2. confirms. Comsat Virgincas bafta recurvacoma, (b) For the Sur- 
name of Unxia, weltave Mare. Capel. his teftimony, De Nupt. Phil, 8 
Mercu. lib. 2. quid unktionibus pracft: As allo Servis, ibro quarto 
#Exeid. where they both report it a fafhion with the Romens, that 
before the new-married Brides entred the Houfes of their Husbands, 
they adorned the Pofts of the Gates with woollen Tawdries, or 
Fillets, and anointed them with Oils, or the Pat of Wolves, and 
Boars; being fuperftitioufly poffeft, that fuch Ointments had the vir- 
tue of expelling evils from the Family: and thence were they 
Called Uxores, quafi Unxores. (¢) She was named Fuge, propter Fu- 
gum, (as Serosus {ays ) for the yoke which was impos’d, in Matrsmo- 
#y,onthofe that were married, oF ( with Sex, Pomp. Feft.) qudd 
Fuges funt ejufdem Fugi Pares, unde (J Conjuges, or in cefpec of the 
Altar ( to which I have-ceclar'd before ) facred to Fune, in Vico Fu- 
gerso. (d) As the was Gamelsa, in facrificing to her, they took 
away the gall, and threw it behind the Altar ; intimating, that (after 
Marriage, there fhould be known, no bitternefs, nor hatred between 
the joined Couple, which might divide, or feparate them : See P/u- 
tarch, Connub, Pre. This Rste I have fome-where following toucht 
at. (e) The title of Itérduca thehad amongft them, gudd ad fponfs 
edes, {ponfas comitabatur; or was a Protectrefs of their Journy. Mart. 
Capel. de Nupt. Pbslolo. &3 Mercur. libro fecundo. (f) The like of 
Domiduca, quid ad optatas demus duceres. Mare. ibid. (g) Cinxia, 
the fame Author gives unto‘her, as the Defendre/s of Maids, when 


x 


Mafques. 


they had put off their Girdle, in the Bridal Chamber; To which , 
Feftus, Cinxia Funonn nomen fanQum babebetur im Nupnies , quéd 
snstio Comjugss folutio erat Cinguli, quo nova Nupea erat cintla. And 
Arnobius, a Man moft learned in their Ceremonies, sb. 3. ad wr. 
Gene. faith, Un&ionsbus (upereft Unxia. Cingulerum Cinxia replica~ 
tions. (b) Telia fignifies Pevfede, or,as (ome tranflate it Perfettrix ; 
with Ful. Pol. lib. 3. Onomaft. veg. Tiana values Fume! Prafes 
Nupssarum: who faith , the Attribute depends of 7¥an@-, which 
(with the Ancients ) fignified Marriage, and thence, were they call'd 
viaeos that entred into the ftate. Servs interprets it the fame with 
Gamelia, AEncid. 4. ad verb. His Funene (eeund’ . But it implies muchr 
more, as including the Faculty too mature and perfect. See the Greek 
Scholiafie on Pind. Nem. in Hym. ad Thjeum Ulia. flsum gs. ste 
AnG@ 36 xiu@ dd wo ugmrddley P ranbwle me Biv: 
that is, Nuptials ave sherefore call'd rhrtsot, becaufe bey effe8 Per- 
fettion of Life, anddo note that maturity which fhould be in Ma- 
trimony. For before Naptials, the is called Fumo wupOty@-, that 
is, Virgo; after Nuptials, rhana, whichis Adults, or. Perfela. 


By this time, the Ladses were paired with the Men; and the 
whole Sixteen rank’d forth, i order, to dance : and were with 
the Song provok’d, 


SONG. 


QW, now, begin to fee 
Your {pirits in active heat ; 
And, fince your bands are mer, ' 
Inftruct your nimble Feer, 
In motions, fwift, and meet, 
The happy ground to beat : 
Whilft all this Roof doth ring, 2 
hor And each difcording ftring, ~ . 
Chor. With every varied Voice, 
: In Union doth rejoice. 


Here, they danced forth a soft neat and curious meafure, full 


of Subtilty and Device ; which was fo excellently performed, 
as it feemed to take away that Spirit from the Invention, which 


the Invention geve to #: t st doubtful, whether the 
Forms flow’d sore petfectly from tbe Author’s brain, or they 
feet. The trains were all notably different, fome of thems formed 
into Letters, very fignifying to the name of the Bridegroom, 
and ended in manner of 4 Chain, linking bands: To which, 
this was {poken. = 7 
REASON. 


S Uch was (4) the Golden Chain letdown from (s) Men- 
And not thofé links more even, (Heaven; tioned by 
Than thefe: fo fweetly temper'd, fo combin’d Homer 
By Union, and refin’d. which 
Here no Contention, Ewvy, Grief, Deceit, many 
Fear, ‘fealoufie have weight ; | have in- 
But all is Peace,and Love, and Fasth, and Biyj;;  *etpreted 
What harmony like this ? es 
The gall, behind the Akar quite is thrown; Really 
This Sacrsfice hath none. Pla. in 
Now no Affeétions rage, nor Huwors fwell;. _  Thetete, 
But all compofed dwell. ast 
O ‘Func, Hymen, Hymen, Fun ! who abe ae 
Can merit with vou two ? > Sun , 
Without your prefence, Venus can do nought, which 
Save what with fhame is bought; while he 
No Father can himfelf a Parent thow, shar A 
Nor any Houfe with profp’rous Iffue grow. his conrie. 
O then! What Deities will dare all things 
With Hymen, or wjth ‘Funo to compare? are fafe, 


a and pre- 
ferved: others vary it. Macrob. ( to whofe Interpretation, I am fpe- 


cially affected in my Allafian ) confidersit thus : sm Sus. Scip. br. 1. 

cap. 14. Erge cium ex fumsno Deo mens, ex mene anims fit; anima - 
verd  condat, & vita compleas omnia qua fequuntur, cunBtaque bic 
unus fulgor sluminet, (in univerfis appareat, ut in mults y ee 
per ordinere pofith, vultus unus ; Cumgue omnia continun fuccefionsbus 


Se fequancur, degencrantia per ordinem ad imum meandi : invenictus 


Preffius entuents a fummo Deo ufque ad ultimam rerum faecem wna 


musun fe vinculn religans,  nufquam interrupea connexse, Et bac eft 


Homers Catena aurea, quam pendere de celo im serras Deum juffiffe 
commemerat. “To which ftrength and evenne!s of Connexion I have 
not abfurdly likened this uniting of Husors,and Affe@ions, by the 
facred Powers of Marriage. 2. 

The 


~ 


~_t— _— emey 


Mafques 


The Speech being ended, they diffolu’d: and all. took forth Thefe bumors will the Night out-weae 
other perfons, (Men, and Women ) to dance other Meatures, | In their own paftimes here ; 


Galliards, and Corranto’s ; the whil’(t this Song insportun’d 
them to a fit remembrance of the time. | 


SONG. 


Siow, yet, how Nigh doth waft, 
How much of time is paft, 

What more than winged hafte 

Your felves would take, 

If you were but to tafte 

The Joy, the Night doth caft 

(O might it ever laft ) 
On this bright Virgin, and her happy make. 


Their Dances yet lafting, they were the fecond time impor- 
sun’d, by Speech. , 


That fpreads her broad, and blackeit wing 
-* Upon the World, and comes to bring 

* Star. in A * thonfand feveral colour’d Loves, 
- Some like Spkrrows, fume like Doves, 
That hop about the Nuptial-room, 
And flurt’ring there ( againft you come ) 
suit agmen Warm the chafte Bowre, which(b) Cypris ftrows, 
Wich many a Lilly, many a Rofe. 
ou Feith. Pennats palin pueri, quo quemq; vocavit umbra, jacens. Both 
whith, prove the Te ae fdign'd aay Cupsds, Read alfo Prop. 

29. 1.2. = | 

(b) Vow is fo induced by Stat. Claud. and others, to celebrate 


Nuptials. 
ATMEN. 


Afte therefore, hafte, and call, away : 
The gentle Night is preft to pay 
The Ufury of long Delights, 
She owes to thefé protracted Rstes. 


At this (the whole Scene being drawn again, and all cover’d 


with Clouds, as a Night ) they left off their intermixed Dan- |. 
ces, and retury’d to their firft places; owhere, as they were but | 


beginning to move, this Song, the third tiene, urg’d them. 
SONG. | 


Know to end, as to begin: 
A minutes lofs, in Love, is Sin. 


You do our Rites much wrong, 


-{ In feeking to prolong 
Thefe outward Pleafires : 


The Night hath other Treafires 
Than thefé ( thd long conceal’d ) 


| Ere day, to be reveal’d. 


Then, know to end, as to begin; 


_| A minutes lof, in Love, is fin. 
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_ Here they danc'd their laft Dances, full of excellent delight 
and change, and,in thei latter ftrain, fell snto « fair Orb ar 


Circle; Reaton fanding in the midft, and [peaking. 


REASON. 


H Ere ftay,and let your Sports be crown’d: 


The perfect?it Figure is the round. 


REASON. Nor fell you in it by Adventer, 
| | When Reafon was your Guide. and Center. | 
* Steels G EE, fee! the bright * Idalsan Star, This, this thac beauteous * Cefton is * Venue 
Veners,or \)That lightech Lovers to their War, Of Lovers many-colour’d blifs. _ : ee : 
el . Complains, that you her influence lof ; Come Hymen, make an inner Ring, ed by Fee 
when it While thus the Night-fports you abufe. And let the Sacrificers fing ; mer. Ili.£. 
ae a | . _ |Cheer up the faint, and trembling Bride, which was 
fre the Sun, iscall'd Phofphorus, or Lucifer 3 when it follows, He/pe- | Fhat quakes to touch her Bridegroom’ s. fide : fcign’d to 
‘rus, OF Nodifer. ( as Cat. tranflates it.) See Cie. 2. de Nat. Deor. Mr. | Tell her, what Funo is CO fove, oe be vari- 
cap, de Nup. Pbs. &5 Mer. J. 8. The nature of this Star Pythagoras fi:t | The fame thall be to her Love : oufly. 
found out ; and the prefent office Clay. expreffeth in Fe/cen. Attollens His Wife: which wed bh : ( wrought 
shalamis Tdaliam jubar dilettus Veneri mafestur He/perus. is Wife: which we do rather meafirre with the 
A.(c) name of Digsity, than Pleafure. Needle, 
HIYMEN. Up Youths, hold up your iights in Air, _ and in if 
| | "| And fhake abroad (d) their flaming Hair. ape 
* It was a T HE longing Bridegroom, * in the Porch, Now move united, and, in gate, fire Sweet 
cuftom i Shews you again, the bated Torch; | As you (41n pairs) do front the fate, nes, fofe 
for she = And thrice hath Funo (a) mixt her ayre With graceful honours, thank his grace Parlee, 
Man to : . Th : : Graceful. 
ftand — With fre, to fummon your repair. hat hath fo glorified the place: mf P 
there, ex- _ | And as, in Circle, you depart fi ea 
pecting the approach of his Bride. See Hetto. de Rit. Nupt. |” | Link’d band in band ; So, beart ix beart, and all 
(a) Alluding to that of Virgsl. Aneid.4. Prima © Tellus, & Pre- | May all thofe Bodies ftill remain _ the Powers 
mube Juno Dans Agnus : felfers igues, tS confcime ether Connnbis, 8c. | Whom he (with fo much facred pain ) of Venus, | 
TTC No lefs hath bound within his Realms Sherer 
REA : tee they are with the Oceans ftreams. ela ae 
, ee 3 ay his Union find increafe j 
a E E, now the clean withdraws her light , oo spelen: fade es 
| Sid (as you fhould ) gives place to Nighr, As he, co ours, hath deign’d his eer DN oe Car. 


[in Nupe. Fu & Manlii hath it. Viden’, ut faces plendidas qua- 
| sunt comas? and by and by after, aurea quatinnt cemas. 


With this, to a foft rain of Mulick, they pactd once about, 


| laffionis. : : 


The Zurtles from their Blifles. 


in ther Ring, every pair making their Honours, as they came be- 
fore the State: and then diffoluing, went down in Couples, led 
on by Hymen, the Bride, and Aufpices following, as to the 
Nuptial Bower. After them, the Muficians with this Song. 
of which, then, onely one ftaffe was fing; but becau{e I made 
st both in Form, and Matter to emulate that kind 

of Poem, which was calPd * Epithalamium, and * It had 
( by the Ancients) usd to be fung, when the Bride ae 
was led iste her Chamber, I have bere fet it down 


| able: and do beartily forgive their ignorance whore eft autem, 


it chanceth not to pleafe. Hoping,that nemo dotctus Sdacu@ - 
me jubeat Thalaffionem verbis dicere non Tha- ¢#b:cu/use 


; prime fio 
fgnificatu, mb 73 Sdaciy dua, qued cft fimul genialem vitam 


agere. Scal.in Poet. 


EPITHALAMION. 


Lad tine is at his point arriv’d, 

For which Loves hopes were fo long-liv’d. 
Lead Hymen, lead away ; 
And let no Object ftay, 
Nor Banquets ( but fwees Kiffes ) 


= Tis 
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*ThisPo- *?Tis Cupid calls to arm ; 
em had And this his laft alarm. - 
for ithe Shrink not, foft Virgin, you will love, 
Verfum in. Anon, what you fo fear to prove. 
tercala- This is no killing War, 
yews, OF To which you preiled are ; 
pole But fair and gentle ftrife 
‘myer Which Lovers call their /yfe. 
that not Tis Cupid criesto arm; 
alwayes And this his laft a/arm. 
one, but Help Youths, and Virgins, he'p co fing 
rie . ” The Prize, which Hymen here doth briag, 
ried, and And did fo lately (4) rap 
fometimes From forth the Ascther’s a, 
neglected To place her by that tice ' 
in the Where fhe mnft long abide. 
Sex, On Hymcen, Hynen cali, 
you fhall This Nighe is Eja-e-7s all. 
find ob- See, Hefperus is yet in view. 
ferved. What Star can fo delerve of you ? 
is) the Whofe light duth {til adora 
elas Your Bride, that, Cre the mera, 
fain'd, to Shall far more perfect Le, 
be ravi- And rifeas bright as he; 
fhed, ex When (6) like to hin) her Nie 
slates Is chang’d, but not ver flame. 
(if the Hafte, tender Ledy, and adventer ; 
were The covetous Husje would have you enter, 
wanting)’ Tha it might wealthy be, 
ex proxte = And you, her (c) Miitrils {ce : 
oe lnete, ‘afte your own good to mect ; 
 canfethat 4nd (@) lift your golden Feet 
had fuc- Above the threfhuld, high, 
ceeded With profperous aucury. 
well to = Now, Yeuths, let go your pretty arms; 
ce The place within chant’s other Charms. 
foree gat | Whole fhowers of Rofcs flow ; 
Wives for § And Violets feem to grow, 
him, and Strew’d in the Chamber there, 
i ey As Venus Mead it were. 
bines. See On Hymen, Hymen call, 
Fe. and sd This Night is Hymen’s all. 
that of ©§ Good Matrons, that fo well are known 
Catul. Qué To aged Husbands of your own, 
hel ‘a Place you our Bride to Night ; 
clge And * fnatch away the fight : | 
virginem. That (e) the noc hide it dead 
(6) When Beneath her Spoufe’s Bed ; 
he isPhof- = Nor (f) he referve the fame 
ea ps To help the funeral fiame. 
Star,as{ 9, NOW you may «dmit him in; 
have no- The Act he covets, is no fin, 
ted be- But chafte, and holy Love, 
fore. Which Hymen doth approve : 
ic At pa Without whofe hallowing Fires 
-of the All Aims are: bafe defires. 
Bride, the On Hymen, Hymen call, 
cuftom This Nighe is Hyren’s all. 
was Co = Now, free from vulgar fpight, or noife, 
see May you enjoy your mutual joys ; 
to fignifie Now, youno Fear controuls, 
that fhe But lips may mingle Souls ; 
was abfo- = And foft embraces bind, 
rae nee To each, the others mind: 
fn siice Which may no power nntie, 
and the Till one, or both muft die. 
whole dif- 


re 


pofition of the Family at her care, Fe. (d) This was alfo another 
Rite: that fhe might not touch the threfhold as the entred, but was 
litted overit. Servius faith, becaufe it was facred toVeffa, Plus. in 
Qua;t. Rom. remember divers caufes. But that, which I take to come 
neareft the truth, wasonly the avoiding of Sorcerous Drugs, usd by 
Witchesto be bury’d under that place, to the deftroying of Mar- 
riage-Amity, or the Power of Generation. See Alexand. sn Gentalsbus 
and Corsft. Landus'upon Catul. *¥For this, look Feft.in Voc. Raps. 

(ef) Quo utrog; mors propinqua aleersus ultrins captars putacur, Feft. sb. 


Mafques. 


And, look, before you yield to flumber, 


That your delights be drawn paft numbér ; 
“* Joys, got with ftrife, increafe. 
Attect no fleepy peace ; | 

. But keep the Bride’s fair Eyes 

Awake, with her own cryes, 

Which are but Masden-fears: 

And Kiffes dry fuch tears. 

Then, coin them, ’twixt your lips fo fweet, 

And let not Cockles clofer meet ; 

Nor may your murmuring Loves 

Be drown’d by *Cypris Doves : 

Let Ivy not {fo bind’ 

As when your Arms are twin’d: 

That you may both, e’re day, 

Rife perfec every way. | 
And Funo, whofe great powers protect. 
The Marriage-bed, with good eticct 

The labour of this night 

Bleis thou, for future light : 

And, thou, thy happy charge, 

Glad (g) Genius, enlarge ; 

That they may both, e’re day, 

Rife perfect every way. 7 
And (4) Venus, thou, with timely Seed 
(Which may their after-comforts breed) 

Inform the gentle Womb ; 

Nor, let it prove a Tomb: 

But, e’re ten Mocns be wafted, 

The Birth, by Cynthia hafted. 

So may theyborh, e’re day, 

Rife perfect every way. | 
And, when the Babe to light is fhown, 
Let it be like each Parent known ; 

Much of the Fatber’s Face, 

More of the Mother's Grace ; 

And either Grandfire’s Spirit, 

And Fame let it inherit. 

That Men may blefs th’ Embraces, 

That joined to fich Races. 

Ceafe Youths, and Virgins, you have done ; 

Shue faft the door: And, as they foon 
To their perfection hafte, 
So may their ardors laft. | 
So eithers ftrength out-live _— 
All lofs that Age can give : | 
And, though full years be told, 
Their Forms grow flowly old. 


Ancients. See Hom, Wiad. 0. Lucret. in prim Vir, in 


*A fre- 
quent Sur- 
name of 
Venus, not 
of the 
place , as 
Cyprea = 
tat qubd 
parere fa- 
Ctat, w 
7) mutiy 


mip sets 
- Theoph. - 


P pur, RUE a 
and the 
Gramme- 
ysans Up 
on Homer, 
See them, 
(g) Dew 
Nature, | 


2. Georg, 


C. 

H Itherto extended the firft Nights Solemmnity, whofe 

grace in the execution, left not where to add unto 
it, with wifhing : I mean, ( nor do I court them ) in thofe, 
that fuftain’d the sobler parts. Such was the exquifite per- 
formance, as ( befide the pomp, fplendor, or what we may 
call apparelling of {uch Prejéntments ) that alone (had all 
elfe been ablent ) was of power to furprize with delight, 
and fteal away the Speétators from themfelves. Nor was 
there wanting whatfoever might give to the Furniture, or 
Complement ; either in Riches, or ftrangenefs of the Habs, 
delicacy of Dances, magnificence of the Scene, or divine 
rapture of Mufick. Only the envy was, that it lafted not 
ftill, or ( now it is paft) cannot by imagination, much 
lefS defCription, be recovered to a part of that Spirit ic 


had in the gliding by. 


Yet, that I may not utterly defraud the Reader of his 
hope, [am drawn to give it thofe brief touches, which 


may leave behind fome fhadow of what it w 


of the Attires. 


as: And firft 


That, of the Lords, had part of it (for the fafhion )ta- 
ken from the antique Greek Statue; mixed with fome mo- 
dern additions : which made it both graceful, and ftrange. 
On their heads they wore Per/ick Crowns, that were with 


{croles 


. ling the fevera 


Ma/fques. 


fcroles of gold-plate curn’d outward, and wreath’d about 


with a carnation and fiver net-lawn ; the one end of which 
hung carelefly on the left fhoulder ; the other was trick’d 
up before, in feveral degrees of folds,. between the plates, 
and fet wich rich Jewels, and great Pearl. Their bodies 
were of carnation Cloth of filver, richly wrouglt,.and cut 
to exprefs the naked, in manner of the Greek Thorax ; girt 
under the breafts with a broad belt of cloth of gold, em- 
broidered, and faftened before with Jewels : Their Labels 
were of white cloth of filver, lac’d, and wrought curitoufly 
between, fuitable to the upper half of their fleeves,; whofe 
nether parts, with their bafes, were of awatchet ‘cloth of 
filver, chev’rond all over with Jace. Their Mantils were of 
feveral colour’d filks, diftinguifhing their qualities, as chey 
were coupled in pairs; che firft, sky colowr ; the fecond, 
pearl cologr ; the third, flame colour; the fourth,rawny : and 
thefe cut in leafs, which were fubtilly tack’d up, and em- 
broidered with Oo’s, and between every rank of leafs, a 
broad filver lace. “They were faftened on the right thonl- 
der, and fell compafs down the back in gracious folds,and 
Were again tied with a round knot, to the faftning of their 
Swords. Upontheir legs they wore fiver Greaves , an- 
{wering in work totheir Labels; and thefe were their ac. 
contrensents. Vows Gus To Sie ht, AF fo nen. 

The Ladies attire was wholly new, for the invention, and 
full of glory ; ashaving in it the moft true imprellion of 
a celeftial figure: the upper part of sbite cloth of filver, 
wrought with ‘funo’s birds and fruits ; a loofe under-gar- 
ment, full gather’d, of carnation, ftrip’d with fiver , and 
parted witha golden Zone: beneath that, another flowing 
garment , of watcher cloth of filver, lac’d with gold; 
through all which, though they were round, and fwelling, 
there yet appeared fome touch of their delicate lineaments, 
preferving che {weetnefs of proportion, and exprefling ic felf 
beyond expreflion. The atesre of their heads did anfwer, 
if not exceed ; their hair being carelefly (but yer with 
more art, than if more affected ) bound under the circle 
of a rare and sich Corenet, adorn’d with all variety , and 
choice of Jewels ;:from the top of which, flow’d a tran- 
{parent veil, down to the ground ; whofe verge, returning 
up, was faftned to either fide in moft. fprightly manner. 
Their fhooes were azure, and gold, fet with Rubies and 
Diamonds; fo were all their garments; and every part 
abounding in ornament. 

No lefs to be admir’d, for the grace, and greatnefs, was 
the whole Machine of the Spectacle, from whence they 
came: the firft part of which wasa MIKPOKOZMOs, 
or Globe, fill’d with Countries, and thofe gilded ; where 
the Sea was expreft, heightned with filver Waves. This 
ftood, or rather hung (for no Axel was feen to {upport 
it) and turning foftly, difcover’d the firft Ma/que (as we 
have before, but too runningly declared ) which was of 
the Men, fitting in fair compo/stion, within a Mine of feveral 
metals: To which, the lights were fo placed, as no one 
was feen ; but feemed, as if only Rea/on, with the {plen- 
dor of her Crown, illumin’d the whole Grot. 

Qn the fides of this ( which began the other pare ) were 
placed two great Statues, feigned of gold, one of Aslas,the 
other of Hercales, in varied poftures, .bearing up the 
Clouds, which were of Releve,embofled, and tralucent, as 
Naturals: To chefe,a cortine of painted Clouds joined, 
which reach’d to the utmoft roof of the Hall; and fud- 
denly opening, reveal’d the three Regions of Air: In the 
higheft of which, fate ‘func, in a glorious throne of gold, 
circled with Comets, and fiery Meteors, engendred in that 
hot and dry Region; her feet reaching to the loweft: 
where, was made a Rainbow, and within it, Aduficians feat- 
ed, figuring airy fpirits, their habits various, and refemb- 

(colours. caufed in chat part of the 4sr by 
reflexion. The midft was all of dark and condenfed 
Clouds, as being the proper place, where Rain, Hail , and 
other watry Meteors are made ; out of which, two con- 
cave Clouds, from the reft, thruft forth themfelves (in na- 


. gure’ of chofe Newbi, wherein, by Homer, Virgil, &c. the 
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Ladies, over the heads of the two Terms; 


(a) who (as the Engine mov’d) feem’d alfo (4) Atlas 


to bow themfelves (by vertue of their fha- sy ee 
dows ) and difcharge their fhoulders of their Figuces : 
glorious burden : when, having fet them on mention’d 
the earth, both they and the Clouds gathered before. 
themfelves up again, with fome rapture of the 
Bebolders. oe 

But that, which (as above in place, fo-in the beauty ) 


was moft taking in the Spectacle, was the (phere of fire, in 


the top of all, encompafling the ir, and imitaced. with 
fuch art and induftry, as the Spectators ‘might difcern the 
Motion (all the time the Shews lafted) without any Mo- 
ver; and that fo fwift, as no Eye could diftinguifh any 
colour of the light, but mighe form to it felf Five hundred 
feveral hews, out of the tralucent body of the As , ob- 
jected betwixt it, and them. dean 
And this was crowned with a Statue of Fupiter, the 
Thunderer, fr y7 i Pug onan Cpl lob Ap fas: 
O N the néxt Night,whofe Solenmity was of Barriers (all 
mention of the former being utterly‘ removed and 
taken away) there appeared, at the lower énd of the Hal, 


- }a Mift made of delicate Perfumes; out “of which (a 


Battel being founded under the Stage ) did feem tobreak 
forth two Ladies, the one reprefenting Trith, the other 
Opinion ; but both fo alike attired, as they could by no 
ote be diftinguifhed. The colour of their Garments was 
blue, their Socks white ; they were crown’d with wreaths 
of Palm, and in their hand,each of them fuftained a Palm- 
bough. Thefe, after the Mift was vanifht,began to examine 
each other Curioufly with their Eyes, and approaching the 
State, the one éxpoftulated the other in this manner. 


 TRUTGA. . 
XT HO art thou, thus that imitar’t my Grace, 

In Steps, in Habit, and refembled Face:? 

- 0 PINION. |. - 
Grave (a) Timme,and Induftry my Parents are; (4) Truth 
My Name is Truth, who thré the founds of War 's Krigned 
( Which figure the wife minds difcurfive fight) gauchter 
In Mifts by Nature wrapt, falute the Light. ~'. of Saturn: 
os" Who, ine 
TRUTH. deed, with 
I am that Truth, thou fome illufive Spright;  Cientsiwas 
Whom to my likenefs, the black Sorcerefs Night thanTime, 


_ 


the An- 


Hath of thefe dry, and empty Fumescreated. and fohis 
. - Name ale 

OPINION. Judes, K e$- 

vQ@-. Plut. 


Beft Herald of thine own birth, well related: , in Queft. 
Put me and mine to proof ef Words, and Facts, To which 
In any queftion this fair bour exacts. 

TROUTMWQ|. Adage — 


I challenge thee, and fit this time of Love, 
With this Po/iion,which Truth comes to prove; # eander 
That the moft honour’d ftate of Man and Wife, "xo 
Doth far exceed th’infociate Virgin-life. 1G 


OPINION. 


I take the adverfe part; and fhe that beft 
Defends her fide, be Trath by all confeit. . 


TROUTH7. 


It is confirm’d. With what an equal brow, 
To Truth, (b) Opinion’s Confident ! and how, (b) Hippo 

crat. in a 
certain Epiftle to Phslopem. defcribeth her, Mulicrems, que non mala 
videatur, [ed audacior afpettu (§ eoncitatior. Towhich, Cafare Rips 
in his Icone/og. alludeth, in thele words, Faccia, ne bell, ne dé/piacevole, 


&e. 
X x _ Like 


gods are feign’d to defcend) and thefe carried the eight — 


o Cy od 


Sort? « A’ 


v 


ae 


é 
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é 
a 
ty 
a, jeux 


fret 


S 


pipes 


opts G 


— Clear Truth, anon, fhall ftrip thee to the heart; 
_ And thew how meer phanta/fical thou art. 


' Without that knor, the Theam thou glorieft in, 


_ On whole {weet branches Aycels fate,and fung, 
, And from whofe firm root aif Socsetse {prung. 


_ Which lips with lips combines, and hearts with 
| Marriage Love's Objcct is; at whofe bright eyes 


_ *Twixe him, and all wants, with her filver hand, 


-, And in his fetters he cakes Worthy pride. 


Like Trash, her habit thews to fenfual eyes ! 


Where Virgins, in their fweet, and peaceful ftate, 
But whofo’ere thou be, in this difguite, 


Have all things perfect ; {pin cheir own free fate ; 
Depend on no proud jecond ; are their own . 
Center, and Circle ; Now, and always one. 
To-whofe Example, we do ftill hear nam’d _ 
One God,one Nature, and but one World fram’d, 
One Sun, one Moon, one Element of Fire, 

So, of the reft ; one Kin , that doth infpire 
Soul, to all Bodies, in their Royal Sphere : 


TRUTH. 


And where is Marriage more declar’d,than there? 

Is there a Band more ftrict, thanthat doth tie 

The Sosl, and Body, in fuch Unity ¢ | 

Subjects to Sovereigns ? doth one mind difplay 

[n th’one’s obedience, and the others fway ? 

Believe it, Marriage {utters no com pare, | ; 
When both Eftates are valu’d, as they dre. _ 
The Virgin were a ftrange, and ftubborn thing, 

Would longer ftay a Virgin, than to bring 

Her felf fit ufe, and profit ina Make. 


OPINION. 


_, Know then, the firlt production of things, 
Required tao ; from mecr one nothing fprings: 


( Th’unprofitable Virgin ) had not bin. 
The golden Tree of Marriage began 
‘In Paradife, and bore the fruit of Man; 


Love (whofe ftrong virtue wra pt Heav'ns Soul in 
And.made a Woman glory in his birch) [eartb, 
In Marriage, opens his inflamed breft ; 

And, left in him Nature thould ftifled reft, 
Hisgenial fire about the world he darts ; [hearts. 


| He lights his Torches, and calls them his Shes, 
For her, he wings his (houlders , and doth flie 
To her white bofom, as his Santluary : 
In which no luftful finger can profane him, 
Nor any Earth, with black Eclipfes wane him. 
_She makes him finile in forrows,and doth ftand 


! { ftake! 
How fhe doth err! and the whole Heav’n mi- 
Look, how a Flower that clofe in Clofes grows, 
Hid from rude Cartel, bruifed with no Ploughs, 
Which th?4ér doth ftroke’”, Sus ftrengthen, fhowres Thoor 
It many Youths, and many Maids defire ; { higher, 


‘In her (oft locks, his tender feet are tide ; 


_ And as Geometricians have a Pprov’d. . 
That Lines, and Superficies are not mov’d. 
By their own Forces, but do follow ftill 
Their bodies motions 5 fo the felf-lov’d Will 
f Man, or Woman, fhould not rule in them, 


The fame,when cropr by cruel hand is wither’d, 
No Youths at all, no Adeidens have defir'd - | 

| Soa Virgin, while untouche the doth remain, — 
Is dear to hers ; bue when with bodics ftain 
But each with other wear the Anademe. Her chafter flower is loft, the leaves to appear 
Mirrors, though deckt with diamants,are nought | Or fweer to Young-men,or to Maidens dear. 
Ifthe like forms of things they (et not forth;[ worth That Conquett then may crown me in this War ; 


So Men or Women are worth nothing, neither, | Viroigs O Virgins, flie from Hymen far. . : 
If either eyes and hearts prefent nog either. Fe Ye if ee a. Uadk gmalrce, «ip 


OPINION. | | TRUTH, OO 2 
Untoucht Virginity, laugh out 3 to fee __ /ikins, OVirgins, to fweet Hymen yield, 
Freedom in fetters plac’d,and urg’d ’gainft thee. For as a-lone Vine, ina naked Field, 
What griefs lie gr oaning on the nuptial Bed ? Never extols her branches, never bears 
What dull Society ? In what theets of lead Ripe grapes, but with a head-long'heavinefs wears 
Tumble, and tofs the reftlets married pair, Her render body, and her higheft {proot 
Each, oft, offended with the others alr? Is quickly levell’d with her fading root ; 


From whence {prings all-devouring avarice, By whom no Husband-men, no Youths will dwell : 
Buc from the Cares, which out of wedlock rife?2 But if, by fortune, the be married well 

And, where there is in Lifes beft.cem pred fires To th’Elm, her Husband, many Husband-mey 

An end, fet init elf to all defires, And many Youths inhabit by her, then : 

A fetled quiet, freedom never checkt ; So whilft a Virgin doth, untoucht, abide 

How far are married lives from this effect 2 All unmanur’d, the grows old, with her pride ; 


{a) at Euripus (a), thac bears Ships, in all their pride, But when to equal wedlock, In fit time, 
To 


Pom. Me- 
da. ib. 2. 


*Gainit rougheft Winds, with violence of his tide, | Her fortune, and endevour lets her clime, - 


And ebbs, and flows, feven times in every day, Dear to her Love, and Parents fhe is held, 


Toyls not more turbulent, or fierce than they. | Viroins O Vivo: to fweet Hymen vield. - 
And then, what Rules Hushands prefcribe their |) "> ~ "7S oe ¢@ 


Weves ! OPINION. 


ee [ . 
In their eyes circles, they muft bound their lives. | Thee are but words: haft thou a Knight will ery 
The Moon, when fartheft from the Sun the fhines, (By ftroke of Arms) the fimple Verity 2 


Is moft refi lgent ; neareft, moft declines: 


But your poor Wives far off mutt never rome RUT. 
But wafte their beauties,near theirLords at home: . os 7 
And when their Lords range out, at home muft| To thar high proof I would have dared thee. 


(Like to beg’d Monopolies) all their pride. [hide | pje ftraight fetch Charspions for the Bride and me, 
When their Lords lilt to feed a ferious fit, 7 


They mutt be ferious ; when to fhew their wit OPINION. 

In jefts and laughter, they muft laugh and jeft ; - 

When they wake,wake, and when they gsr The like will I do for Virginity. 

: reft. : : 
And to their Wives Men give uch narrow i Here, they both defcended rhe Hall, where at the lower end, a 
fis ifthey meant to make them walk on ropes : | March being founded with Drums and Fifes, there entred (led 
No tumblers bide more peril of their necks — | forth by she Earl of Notingham, who was Lord-high Con- . 
In all their tricks;than Wives in Husbands checks. \ftable for that Night, and the Ear] of Worc’fter, Earh tral) 
oa ee ae ee - a 


x 


v 


ave 


thal ) Sixteen Knights armed, with Pikes, and Swords ; their 
Pisses, and Colours, Carnation and White; all richly accou- 


tred, aia making epee Sa they march'd by 
in pairs, were all rank’d on one fide of the Fall. They placid 


Sixteen others like accoutred for Riches,-and Arms, only. that 
sheir Colours sere varied to Watchet, and White } whe were 
by the fame Earls led up, and pajfing in like manner, by the 
State, placid on the oppofite fide. 


Byshu time, the Bar being brought up, Truth proceeded. 7 
TROTH4. 


Now join; and if this varied trial fail, 


To make my Truth in Wedlock’s pratfe prevail, . . 


1 will retire, gnd in more power appear ; 
To ceafe this ftrife, and make our Queftion clear. 


Whereat Opinion infulting, followed ber with thes Speech. 
OPINION. 


I, do: it were not fafe chou fhouldft abide : 
This fpeaks thy same, with fhame to quit thy fide. _ 


Here the Champions on both fides addreft thermfelves for fight, 
firft fingle, After three to three : and performed it with that ala- 
crity, and vigor, as if Mars bimfelf bad been te triumph before 


Venus, and invented a new Mafque. When on a {udden, (the 


laft fix having [carcely ended) a firiking light feen’d to fil all 
the Hall, and out of st as Angel or Metienger of Glory ap- 


pearing 
ANGEL. 


Rinces, attend a tale of height, and wonder, 
Truth is defcended in a fecond thunder, 

And now will greet you, with judicial ftate, 

To grace the Nuptial part in this debate ; 

And end with reconciled hands thefe Wars. 

Upon her head fhe wears a Crown of Stars, 
Through which her orient bair waves to her wafte, 
By which believing Afortals hold her faft, — | 
And in thofe golden Chordes are carried even, 
Till with her breath fhe blows them up to Heaven. 
She wears a Robe enchas’d with Eagles eyes, 

To fignifie her fight in Myfferies; 


. Epon each fhoulder fits a milk-white Dove, 
_ Andat her feet do witty Serpents move : 


Her {pacious arms do reach from Eaf toWef, 
And you may fee her heart fhine through her breft. 


‘Her right hand holds a S# with burning rayes, 


Her left a curious bunch of golden keyes, 
With which Heaven gates fhe locketh, and difplays. 


BY Clus Ped Lf Pb CT vr en. Apacer’ 


Ce a, "ye Leno, gMafques. 


~1To whofe right Sacred Highnefs I refign 
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A cryftal mirror hangeth at-her breft,.. . : 
By which Mens Confciences,are fearch’d, and drefi: © 
On herCoach-wheels Hypocrife lies rackt ; 

And {quint-ey’d flander, with vaia-glory backt 

Her bright Eyes burn to duft : in which fhines Fate: 

An Angel ufhers her triumphant gate, «~~ 
Whilft wich her fingers fans of Stars fhe twifts, 
And with them beats back Error, clad in mitts. 
Eternal Unity behind her fhines 

That Hire, and Water, Earth, and As combines. 
Her voice is like a Trumpet loud, and thrill, 
Which bids all founds in Earth, and Heav’s be ftill. 
Ard fee! defcended from her Chariot now, — 

In this related pomp fhe vifits you. 


TRUTH. 


H Onour to afl, that honour Nuptials, 
To whofe fair lot, in juftice, now ic falls, 
That this my Comsterfeit be here difclos’d, 
Who, for Verginity hath her felf oppos’d. 
Nor, though my brightnefs do undo her Charms, 
Let thefe her Knights think, that their equal Arms — 
Are wrong’d therein. “ For Valure wins Applaufe 
“‘ That dares, but to maintain the weaker Caufe, 
And Princes, fee, *tis mere Opsion | 
That in Trath’s forced Robe, for Truth bath gone! 
Her gaudy colours, piec'd with many folds, - 
Shew what uncertainties fhe ever holds : 
Vanifh adult’rate Truth, and never dare 
With proud Maids praife, to prefs where Nuptials are. 
And Champions, fince you fee the Truth I held, 
To Sacred Hymen, reconciled, yield: | 
Nor ( {0 to yield ) think it the leaft de/pighr. 
* It is a Conqueft co fubmit a Right. 

“This Royal Fudge of our Contention | 
Will prop, I know, what I have under-gone ; a 


Low, at his feet, this Srerry Crown of mine, 
To thew, his Rule, and Judgment is Divine; 
Thefe Doves to him I confecrate withall, 
To note hisInnocence, without fpot,or gall; 
Thefe Serpents, for his wifdom : and thefe Rays, — 
To fhew his piercing fplendor: thefe bright Kgs, _—_, 
Defigning power to ope the ported Skies, 
And {peak their glories to his Subjects Eyes. 

Laftly, this dearr, with which all hearts be true: 

And Trethin him make Treafos ever rue. 


With this they were led forth, band i band, reconciled, ae in 
triumph; and thus the Solernnitias ended, : | 


Vivice concordes, & neftrum difcite munus, 


0 P noes Lae boas li fr ; 
poof patel, ptpar oof He Og 
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. | THE 


DESC 


RIPTION 


OF THE 


ASQUE: 


— With the Nuptial Songs. 


AT THE 


Lord Vicount H ADD 


9 


a HE worthy Cuftom of honouring worthy Mar- 
riages, with thefe noble Solemmities, hath, of late 
years, advane’d ie felf frequently with us; to 

the reputation no lefs of our Court, than Nobles : 
exprefling befides (through the difficulties of expence, 
and travel, with the chearfulnefs of undertaking ) a moft 
gral affection in the Perfonaters, to thofe, for whofe fake 
they would fuftain thefe Perfoss. It behoves then us, that 
are trufted with a part of their Honour, in thefe Celebra- 
ions, to do nothing in them, beneath the dignity of either. 

With this prepofed part of Judgment, I adventure to give 

that abroad, which in my firft conception I intended ho- 

nourably fit: and (though it hath labour’d fince , under 
cenfure ) J, chat know 7ruth to be always of one ftature, 


and fo like a Rule, as who bends it the leaft way, muft |. 


needs do an injury to the right, cannot but fmile at cheir 
tyrannous ignorance, that will offer to flight me (in thefe 
things being an Artificer ) and give themfelves a perempto- 
ry Licence to judge, who have never touch’d fo much as 
to the bark, or utter fhell of any kvowledge. But, their 
daring dwell with them. They have found a place, to 
pour out their Follies ; and Ia Seat, to fleep out the paf- 


fage. 

The Scene to this Mafque, was a high, fteep, red Cliff, 
advancing it felf into the Clouds, figuring the place, from 
whence ( asI have been, not fabuloufly, informed) the 
honourable Family of the Radcliffes firft took their Name, 
( 2 clivo rubro ) and is to be written with that Orthography ; 
as I have obferv’d out of M. Cambden, in his mention of 
the Earls of Suffex. This Cliff was alfo ‘a Note of Height, 
Greatne/s, and Antiquity ; before which, on the two fides, 
were erected two pilafers, charged with fpoils and tro- 

bees, of Love, and his mother, confecrate to marriage : 

ongf} whith were old and young perfons figur’d,bound 
With Rofes, the Wedding garments, rocks, and fpindles, 


hearts transfixt with arrows,others flaming, Virgins girdles, 


gyrlands, and worlds of fuch like ; all wrought round and 
bold: and over-head two perfonages, Triumph, and Victory, 


INGTON’s Marriage at Court. 
On the Shrove-Tuefday at Night. 1608. 


fcen nothing but Clouds, thick, and obfcure; tiff on the 
fudden, with a folemn Mufick, a bright Sky break- 
ing forth; there were difcovered, firft two 

(4) Doves, then two (b) Swans with filyer (46)Both 
geers, drawing forth a triumphant Chariot ; in Sp oe 
which Venus fate, crowned with her Siar, and were Sa. 
beneath her the three Graces, or Charites, Aglaia, cred to 
Thalia, Enpbrofyne, all attired according totheir this ged. 
antique figures. Thefe , from their Chariot, %/* and 
alighted on the top of the Cliff, and defcending ** ,"el 
by certain abrupt and winding paflages,Venw one as the 
having left her Star, only, flaming in her feat, other, her 
came to the Earth, the Graces throwing gyr- Chariot is 
lands all the way, and began to fpeak. 


induc’d 
by Ovid. L: 
VENZVS. 


no. & re, 
‘Matamer, 


T is no common Caufe, ye will conceive, 

My lovely Graces, makes your Godde/s leave 
Her ftate in Heaven, to Night, to vific Earth. 
Love late is fled away, my eldeft birth, 


Cupid, whom did joy to call my Son ; 
And, whom long abfent, Venus is undon. 


Spy, if you can, his Footfteps on this Green ; 
For here (asIam told) he late hath been, 
With (c) divers of his Brethren, lending lighe 
From their beft flames, to gild a glorious Night; 
Which I not grudge at, being done for her, 
Whofe Honours, to mine own, I ftill prefer. 

But he, not yet returning, I’m in fear, 

Some gentle Grace, or innocent Beauty here, 

Be taken with him: or he hath furpriz’d 

A fecond Pfyche, and lives here difguis’d. 

Find ye no tract of his ftray’d Feet ? Gr.x. Not L 
Gr.2. Nor I. Gr.3. Nor I. Ve. Stay Nympbs, we then will try 
A nearer way. Look all thefe Ladies Eyes, | 
And fee if there he not concealed lies; 


(c) Allae 
ding to 
the Loves, 
in the 
Queens 
Ma/que 
before. 


in flying poftures, and twice fo big as the life, in place of} Or in their Bofoms,’twixt their {welling Brefts : 
the arch, and holding a gyrland of Myrtle for the key. | ( The Wag atfects to make himfelf fuch Nefts ) 
All which, with the P:Jars, feem’d to be of burnifhed gold, | Perchance, he’th got fome fimple heart, to hide 


and emboficd out of the metal. Beyond the Cliff was) His fubtle fhape in : Iwill have him cry’d, an 


Mafques. 


And all his Vertues told. That, when they know 
What Spright he is, fhe foon may let him go, | 
That guards him now ; and think her felf right bleft, 
To be fo timely rid of fuch a Gueft. 

Begin, foft Graces, and proclaim Reward 

To her that brisgshim ia. Speak to be heard. 


1GRACE. 


Beauties, have ye fecn this Toy, 
(s) Inthis Call’d (2) Love, a little Boy, 
Love, I Almoft naked, wanton, blind ; 


exprefs Cruel now, andthen as kind ? 
Cupid, as If he be amongft ye, fay ; 
re filiu, ‘He is Venus Run-away. 


and owner of the following qualities, afcrib'd him by the antick and 
later Poets. 


2 GRACE. 


She, thace will bue now difcover 
Where the winged Wag doth hover, 
Shall, to Night, receive a Kifs, 
How, or where her felf would with: 


BA But, who brings him to his Mother, 
Shall have chat Kifs, and another. 
3 GRACE. 
EPhath of marks about him plenty: 
You fhall know him among twenty. 
All his body is a fire, 
And his breath a flame entire, 
That being fhot, like lightning, in, 
Wounds the heart, but not the skin. ' 
IGRACE. 
(5) See At his fight, the (4) Sus hath turned, 
= ee: Neptune in the waters, burned ; 
(c) And (c) Hell hath felt a greater heat : 
Claud. in =‘ Ffove himfelf forfook his feat: 
vaptuPre- From the Centre, to the Skie, 
ne Such Are his (4) Trophees reared hie. 


was the power afcrib’d him, by all the Ancsents : whereof there is 
extant an elegant Greek Epigram. Phil. Poe. wherein he makes all 
the other Desties de{poil’d by him, of their Enfigns. Fove of his 
Thunder, Phabus of his Arrows, Hercules of his Club, ec. 


2GRACE. 


Wings he hath, which though ye clip, 
He will leap from lip, to lip, 
Over liver, lights, and heart, 
But not ftay in any part ; 
And, if chance his arrow mifles, 
He will fhoot himfelf, in kiffes. 


3 GRACE. 


He doth bear a golden Bow, 
And a Quiver, hanging low, 
Full of Arrows, that out-brave 
Dian’s fhafts: where, if he have 

_. Any head more fharp than other, 
Wich that firft he ftrikes his Mother, 


 ¥ GRACE. 


Still the faireft are his fuel. 
When his days are to be cruel, 
Lovers hearts are all his food ; 
And his baths their warmeft blood : 
‘ Nought but wounds his hand doth feafon; 
And he hates none like to Reafoy. 
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~2GRACE. 


Truft him not: his words, though fweet, 
Seldom with his heart do meet. 
All his practice is deceic ; 
Every gift ic is a bait; 
Not a kifs, but poyfon bears ; 
And moft treafon in his tears. 


3 GRACE. 


Idle minutes are his raign; 

- Then, the Stragler makes his gain, 
By prefenting Maids with toys, 
And would have ye think ’em joys: 
Tis the ambition of the Elf, 

To have afl childith, as himéelf. 


IGRACE. 


If by thefe ye pleafe to know him, 
Beauties, be not nice, but fhow him. 


2GRACE. 


Though ye had a Will, to hide him, 
Now, we hope, ye’le not abide him. 


3 GRACE. digg byl pee 
Since ye hear his falfer play < 


fase peley, 2 AD 
And that he is Vena Runaway.“ 4 ~ “" 


LCF £6 LA often 
‘er oS, 


At this, from behind the Trophees, Cupid difcovered bies- 
jelf, and came forth armed ; attended with twelve Boys, moft 
antickly attir’d, that reprefented the fports, and pretty lightne/- 
fes, that accompany Love, under the tiles of Joct , and Rifus ; 
and are faid to wait os Venus, as (he « Prefect of Marriage. 
Which Horat. confents to. («#) Car. lib. r.Ode 2. , 


(4)——Erycina ridens. Quam Focm circumvolat, S Cupide 
CUPID. 


Ome, my little jocund fports, 
Come away ; the time now (forts 
With your paftime: This fame Night 
Is Cupid’s day. Advance you light. 
With your Revel fill the room, 
That our triumphs be not dumb. 


Wherewith they fell into a fubtle capricious Dance, to @ 
odd a Mufick, each of them bearing two torches, and nodds 
with their antick faces, with other variety of ridiculous gefure, 
which gave much occafion of mirth, and delight, to the Spefta- 
tors. TheDance ended, Cupid went forward. | 


CUPID. 


Elf done, Antiques: Now, my Bow, 
And my Quiver bear to fhow ; 
That thefe Beauties, here, may know, 
By what Arms this Feat was done, 
That hath fo much Honour won, . 
Unto Venus, and her Son. 


* At which, bus Mother apprebended him: and circling bim 
in, with the Graces, began to 


VENVZS. 


Hat Feat, what Honour is it, that you boaft, 
My little Scragler? I bad given you lof, 


342 


a a Se 
‘  Withalll your games, here. Cup. Mother? Ven. Yes 
| (Sir, the. 
| What might your glorious caufe of triumph be? 
(a } She 


Ha’ you fhot (6) Mixerva,or the Tbef/pian dames? 
ones Heat aged (5) Ops again, with youthful flames ? 
thele 35 “Or have you made the colder Moon to vifit 
becanfe Once more,a fheep cote’Say,what conqueft is ic 
Palla,and Can make you hope fuch a renown to win? 
the Mujes Ig there a {ccond Hercules brought to fpin? | 
ae aa Or for fome new difguife,leavesFove his thunder? : 
to Cupid. See Luc. Dial. Ven. €5 Cupid. (b) Rhea, the Mother of | 
the gods, whom Lucsan, in that place makes to have fall’n frantickly 
in love, by Cupsd’s means, with Astys. So of the Meon, with Endy- 
mion, Hercules, &c. | 

CUPID. 
N? that,nor thofe,and yet nolefs a wonder; 
| Which totell,l may not ftay: [And there 
(c) Here (c) Hymen’s prefence bids away; fips from 
ts ¢ Tis, already, at his Night, ber, 
| Wy avy, He can give you farther light. 
entred : > You, my fports may here abide, 
andwasfo Till! call, to light the Brsde. 
induc’d 
here , as AIT MEN. 
i ee . 7 Enus, 18 this a time to quit vourCar? 
(crib’d in To ftoop to earth?to leave,alone,your Star, 
my Hyme- Without your influence? and,(d)on fuch a night, 
ard Which fhould be crown’d with your moft 
Se ae . { chearing fight? 
tig Prefe- AS you wereignorant of what were done 
@a, with By Cupid’s hand, your All. triumpbing Son ? 
Juno, Sua- Look on this State ; and if you yet not know, 
- tes What Crown there fhines, whofe Pdi here 
ie a doth grow ; 
sane Think on thy lov’d (¢) «4£neas, and what name, 
_ Pauf. in Maro, the golden Trumpet of his Fame, 
‘ Meffeniae. Gave him, read thou in this.A Prince,that draws 
. Ripe *? By ’example more, than others do by Laws: 
PAns, That is fo juft to his great att, and thought, 


the Son of Todo,notwhatKings may,but whatKings ought. 


Venu, Ver- Who, out of piety, unto peace, is vow’d ; 
gil makes To fpare his Subjects, yet to quell the proud, 
pages And dares efteema it the firft fortitude, 
moft ex. Lohavehis paffions, Foes at home, fubdu’d. 
quifit pat- That was referv’d, until the Parce {pun 
_ tern of — Their whiteft wooll ; and then, his thred begun. 
led Which thred, when ( f ) Treafon would have 
gence ana EE burit, a Soul 
all other (Today renown’d, and added to my roll ) 
Princely © Oppos’d; and, by that act, to his name did bring 
_vertues, = The honour, to (g) be Saver of ba King. 
| vith fi This King, whofe worth (if Gods for vertue love) 
way of | Should Venas with the fame affections move, 
‘that ex- As herc4neas; and no lefs endear 
cellence)I Her love to his fafety, than when the did chear, 
Beara ( After (6) a Tempelt ) long afflicted Troy, 
applying, Upon theLybian fhore; and brought them joy. 


in his defcription, his own word, ufurped of that Poets, Parcere Sub- 
jetth, 5 debellare fuperbos. (f ) In that monftrousConfpiracy of E. 
Gory. (g ) Titulo tune crefcere poffes, nunc per te titulu. (b) Virg. 


SEneid. sb. 1, 
| VENUS. 


Love, and know his vertues, and do boaft 

Mine own renown, when [ renown him moft. 
My Cupid’s abfence I forgive, and praifé, 
That me to fuch a prefent grace could raife. 
His Champion hall, hereafter, be my care ; 
But {peak his Bride, and what her vestues are. 


HIMEN. 


| S H E isa noble Virgin, ftyl’d the Adsid | 
| WOF the Red ciiff,and hath her dowry weigh’d; 


SE ES PE IE EDP I TE TCE 


Mafques. 


a 


No lefs in Vertwe, Blood, and Ferm, chan gold. 

Thence,where my P:/ar’s rear’d,you may behold, 
(Filld with Loves Trophees ) doth fhe take her 
{ name. 


Thofe Pillars did uxorious (+) Vulcan frame, is a 
Againft this day, and underneath that hill, Pan 
He, and his Cyclepes, are forging ftill whenfo- 
Some ttrange,& curious picce,t’ adorn the night, alata, 
wou ne 


And give thefe graccd Nuprials greater light. 


thing tobedone with great Maffery, or excellent Art, made Vidcan 
the Artificer, as Hom. Ilsad. =. in the torging of zbsdes’s Armor: 
and Verg. for Aincas, Annes. 8. He is alfo faid to be the god of fire,and 
light. Sometime taken for the pureft beam: and by Orpb. in Hym. 
cclebrated for the Sin and Moen. But more {pecially, by Eurip. in 
Troad. he is made Facifer s N pes. Which prefent Office we give 
him here, as being Calor Nucu.e@, and Prefes Lumines. See Plato in 
Cratyl. For hisDelcription, read Paufa. in Elsa. 


Here Vulcan prefented bimfelf (as over-bearing Hymen ) 
attir'd in a Caffock girt to him ; with bare Arms; his hair and 
beard rough ; bss bat of blue, and ending in aCone: In bu 
hand, a bammer, and tongs ; as coming from the Forge, 


VULCAN. 


Hich I have done ; the beft of all my life: 
And have my end, if it but pleafe my Wife, 
And fhe commend it, to rhe labour’d worth. 
Cleave folid Rock, and bring the Wonder forth. 


_ 


— At which, with a loud and full Mufick, the Clif parted in 
the midf?, and difcovered an ‘lluftrions Concave, filld with ag 
ample and gliftering light, in which, an artificial Sphere was 
made of filver, fs Hi foot in the Diameter, that turned per 
petually: the Coluri were beightned swith gold ; fo were the 
Arctick and Antarctick Circles she Tropicks, the Equinottial, 
the Meridian, asd Horizon ; only the Zodiack was 


gold : in which, the Ma{quers, under she Characters of the 


tayel-ve Signs, were placed, anfwering them in number ; whofe 
offices, with the whole frame,as it turned Nulcan went forward, 
to defcribe. | 
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VULCAN. 


Fa is a Sphere, ?ve formed round, and even, 
In due proportion to the Sphere of Heaven, 
With all his /ises, and circles; that compofe 
The perfect’ft form, and aptly do difclofe 
The beaven of marriage : Which | title it. 
Within whofe Zodiack, I have made to fir, 

In order of the Signs, twelve facred powers, 
That are prefiding at all nuptial howers : 


x. The firft,in Aries place, refpecteth pride 
: Of Youth; and Beauty ; graces in the Bride. 
2. In Taurus, he loves /trength, and msanline/s ; 
The vertues,which the Bridegroons fhould profefs. 
3. InGemini,chat noble power is fhown, 
That tovins their bearts; and doth, of two, make one. 
4. In Cancer, he that bids the wife give way 
With backward yielding,to her busband’s (way. 
gs. In Leo, he that doth inftil the bear ° 
Into the Man: which,from the following feat, 
6. Is tempred fo, as he that looks from thence 
Sees,yet, they keep a Virgin innocence. 
7. In Libra’s room, rules he that doth fupply 
All happy Beds with fweet equality. 
8. The Scorpion’s place he fills, that. makes the jars, 
And (figs in wedlock ; little /trifes, and wars: 
9. Which he, in th’.Archer’s throne, doth foon remove 
By making, with his fhafts, new wounds of love. 
ro. And thofe the follower, with more heat, infpires, 
As, in the Goat, the Sus renews his fires. 
1x. In wet Aquarius ftead, reigns he, that fhowres 
Fertility wpon the genial bowres. 
12. Laft 


tend any ~- 


e sas : : : 


- Mafques. 


12. Laft, in the Fifhes place; fits he, doth fay ; 


To grace the chafter triumph of .her Som. . 


Mog 
Oe ee ne a 


. 
4 


(a) AsCa- With puré.and chaftett fire ; or (a) never thine, / 


in aup. Ful. 


apace ; ge Mt. ERSSKINS..."}_ 
tul.hath it But when it mixeth wich thy Sphere, and mine. | '* ¢ Ayo Gp Pa re ah eal } as 


eee phen Bye Fe S Ape, 50> 
and Manl. without Hymen, which is Marriage: Nil pore/t Venus, fa- VS iia ie EPJT HALAMION. Da T° 7 


ma quod bona comprobet, &c. 


Here Venus returned to her Chariot with the Graces: U 


while Vulcan calling out the Priefts of Hymen abo were the 


- :+ [Jewels ; and fo excellently ordered, to the reff 
In married joys, all {howd be dumb, xe they. . + 1a would fuffer under :any defeription, after: 
| gt eae ce performance of all, fo magnificent, 
And this hath Vulcan, for his Vanes done;. ° . | can add to the feal of it, bist:the fubfcriptson 


Lo. HEY, rm 


a. 
a 


EEE 
€ 
Sf 
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P Youths and Virgins, up, and praife 


Hymen, whofe hallowed Rites 


Mauficians , was sterrupted by Pyracmon , one of the Cy- | Could never boaft of brighter lights : 
mo of whom with she other two, Brontes, and Steropes, Whofe bands pafé libertee, 


“> Aneid. Two of your troop, that, with the morn were 
fee (6) Virg. Ainel Are, now wag’d to his War. 


(b) Ferrum exercebane vaffo Cyclopes sn antro, Brontefque, Stero- 
pefque € udu membra Pyracmon, €Sc. 


VULCAN: 
Sing then ye Prigfs, 


And what they are, 


If you'll perfection fee, 


Your felves muft be. 


Shine Hefperms, fhine forth, thou withed Star. 


What joy, or honours can compare 


PTRACMON. With holy »uptials, when they are 


Come forth and dance ? 


Yes, my Pyracron, pleafe na 
"(e) As The Eyes of thee Spectators, with (c) our Art. 


Edom, Iliad. S makes Thets for her Son Achilles,to vifit Vulcan's 
houfe, he feigns that Vulcan had made twenty Tripedes or ftools with Th 
golden wheels, to move of themfelves, miraculoufly, and go out, and i 


Made out of equal parts 


Stay Vilas thall not thefe Of years, of ftates, of hands, of hearts? : 


When, in the happy choice, 


Live what they are, one 


And long perfection fee: 


And fuch ours be. 


Shine He/perus, fhine forth, thou wifhed Star. 


folemn ftate of this one Night 


. return fitly. To which, the Invention of our Dance alludes, and is Were fit to laft an Ages light ; 


in the Poet a moft elegant place, and worthy the tenth read- 


But there are Rites behind 


ing, | Have lefs of ftate, but more of kind: 


PYRACMON. 


Love’s wealthy crop of kiffes, 


| And fruitful harveft of his A4others bliffes. 
Ome here then, Brontes, bear a Cyclops part, Sound then to Hymen’s War : 


!And Steropes, both with your fledges ftand, 


That what thefe are, 


And ftrike a time unto them as they land ; Who will perfection fee, 


And as they forwards come, ftill guide their paces 


oe ~ 
®. 
: =7B, 


While I upon the work, and frame attend, _ 


May hatte to be. 


4 4 In mufical, and {weet proportion’d graces ; Shine Hefperss, thine forth, thou withed Star. 


And Hymen’s Prie(ts forth, at their feafons, fend | roves Commonwealth confifts of toys; 
To chaunt their hymns;and make this /quaread-| — His Councel are thot antique Boys, 


Our great Artificer, the god of fire. [mire 


Games, Langhter, Sports, Delights, 


Here, the Muficians attired in yellow, with wreaths of Mar-| That triumph with him on thefe Nights: 


joram, and veils Ikke Hymen’s Priefts, fung the firft ftaff o 


To whom we mutt give way, 


and illuftriens; 


? 


” 


The Spoufe, and /poufed have the formoft voice ! 
VULCAN. | Such, glad of Hymen’s War, 


the folloving Epithalamion: which, becaufe it was fang in| For now their Reign begins, and lafts till day. 
pieces, between the Dances, fhewed to be fo many feveral Songs;}| They fweeten Hymen’s War, 


but was made to be read an entirePoem. After the Song,the 


And, 1n that Jar, 


came forth ( defcending in an oblique motion ) from the Zo-| Make all, that married be, 


diack, and danced thar firft Dance ; Then, Mufick interpofed, | 


Lbut varied with voices, only ray 5 the fame Chorus ) they , Shine He{peras, thine forth, thou wifhed Star: 
t 


danced their sone Dance. So after sheir third, and fourth 


Perfection fee. 


Dances ; which were all full of elegancy, and curious device.\| Why ftays the Bridegroom to invade 
The two latter were made by M. Thomas Giles, the two firt| Her,that would be a Matron made ? 


hip Hier. Herne : who, in the perfons of the two Cyclopes, 
¢ 


Good-night, whil’ft yet we may 


at @ time to them, with their hammers. Thé tunes were| Good-night, to you a Virgin, fay : 


M. Alphonfo Ferrabofco’s. The device and att of the Scene, 


To morrow, rife the fame : 


_ Mz. Ynigo Jones his, with addition of the Trophees, For the | Your (2) Mother is, and ufé a nobler Name. 
ssvention of the whole and the Verfes, Aflertor qui dicat effe| Speed well in Hymen’s War, 


meos, Imponet plagiario pudorem. 


That, what you are, 


The attire of the Mafquers, throughout, was mot graceful, By beet palpate 
and noble ; partaking of the beft beth ancient and later figure.\ And a ar ae both ‘hed S 
The coloars Carnation, and Silver, enriched both with Em-| Shine Hefperus, thine forth, thou wifhed Star. 


brojdery, and Lace. The drefing of their beads, Feathers, and gin, D, Heins,in Nup. Ottons Heurnis, Cras masri fnilss tue bit 


Lo. SANKRE.. | 


Sir, RORICHE. : -+ 
Sin fO, KENNETHIE. 
ae eee ae 
i Ligh - 


ale 
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The Duke ‘of. LENOX.’ '.. | 1 Lo: of WALDEN..: } 
Earl of ARUNDELL. | | 
| a er a Earl of PEMBROKE. 

N D for this gift, will I to. Heaven réfury, | Earl of MONTGOMERY. 
And vow, for ever;that my lamp:fhall burn} Lo. D\AUBIGNY. 


I... 
t3 


r 


The god, whofe nights out-thine his days ; 


free 
P ] 


(d)A wife, 
or ma- 
tron ¢ 
which is a 
name of 
more dige 
nity » 
than Vire 


ve 


of the habit, as 
te fhew, « Their 
that nothing 
of thar names. 


— 


e 
Ate 


¢ Gi sa eesennesciacmeieenenessamiebiianenn 
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a 
To Night is Venue Vigil kept. : That, ere the rofie-finger’d mrs | 
This Night no Bridegroom ever flept; Behold nine Moons, there may be born 
And if the fair Bride do, ee A Babe, Cuphold the Fame 
The married fay, ’tis his fault, too. | Of Radcliffe’s Blood, and Ram/ey’s Name : 
Wake then; and let your lights That may, in his great Seed, 
Wake too: for they'll tell nothing‘of your Nights. Wear the long honours of his Fathers deed. 
But, that in Hymen’s War, Such fruits of Hymen’s War. 
You are. | | . Moft perfect are ; 
‘And fuch perfection,we And all perfection, we 
~ Bo pray, fhould be: — ; With, you fhould fee. __ | 
_ Shine Hefperws, fhine forth, thou withed Sten. -- Shine He/perws, thine forth, thou wifhed Star. 
oe | " sagst ar 4 = a baks vy Jarl yee ttt ee tuk alee, 


THE 


ae eee 


% <BY: 
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(Celebrated from the Houle of FAME: 


THE 


QUEEN of Great Britain , with her LADIES. 


(4) Hor.sn 
Art, Poe- 
68. | 


(b) In the 
Mafque at 


Si 95 | 


% 


(c) Vide 
Levin. 
Tor, Com- 
ment. in 
Hor.Epod. 
6. Ode. 5. 


‘ 


At WHITEHA 


LL, Fed. 2. 1609. 


T encreafing, now, to the third time of my to eleven; all differently attyr’d: fome with 


being us’d in cthefe Services to her Maje- 
fties perfonal Prefentations,with the Ladies 
whom fhe pleafeth to honour ; it was my 
firft and {pecial regard, to fee that the nobi- 
lity of the Invention fhould be anfwerable to 
the dignity of cheir Perfons. For which reafon 


_Ichofe the Argument to be , 4 celebration of 


honourable and true Fame, bred out of Virtue: ob- 
ferving that Rule (2) of the beft Artift, to futter 
no object of delight to pafs without his mixture 
of Profit and Example. And becaufe her Ma- 
jety Cbeft knowing, that a principal part of 
life, in thefe Spectacles, lay in their variety ) 
had commanded mc to think on fome Dance, 
or Shew, that might precede hers, and have 
the place of a foil or falfe Adafque : I was care. 
ful to decline, not only from others, but mine 
own Steps in that kind, fince- the (6) laft Year, 
I had an Anti-mafque of Boys: and therefore 
now, devis’d, thac twelve Women, in the habit 
of Hags, or Witches, fuftaining the Perfons of 
Ignorance, Sufpicion, Credulity, Oc. the Oppofites 
to good Fame, fhould fill that parc; not as a 
Majfque, but a Speétacle of ftrangencfs, produ- 
cing multiplicity of Gefture, and not unaprly 
forting with the current, and whole fall: of 
the Device. | | : 

His Majefty, then, being fet, and the whole 
Company in full expectation, the part of the 
Scene which firft prefentcd it felf, was an ugiy 
Hel: which flaming beneath, {moked unto the 


top of the Roof. And in refpect all evils are, 


Morally, faid to come from Hell; as alfo from 
that obfervation of Torrentias upon Horace his 
Canidia, (c) que tot inftrucla venenws, ex Orci 


faucibus profecta wvideri po[sit: Thefe Witches, 


with a kind of hollow and infernal Maufick, 
came forth from thence. Firft one, then two, 
and three, and more, till their number increafed 


Rats on theirHead ; fome on their Shoulders ; 
others with Ointment Pots at their Girdles ; 


all with Spindles, Timbrels, Rattles, or other 


veneficall Inftruments, making a confufed noife, . 
with ftrange Geftures. The Device of their ~ 
Attire was Matter omes his, with the Inven- 
tion, and Architeture of the whole Scene, and 
Machine. Only, I prefcrib’d chem their Proper- 
ties of Vipers, Snakes, Bones, Herbs, Roots, and © 
other Enfigns of their Adagick, our of the Au- — 
thority of ancient and late Writers, wherein the 
Faults are mine, if there be any found; and for 
that caufe I confeft them. | | 
Thefe eleven Witches beginning to dance 


(which is an ufual (4) Ceremony at their Con- rath 
vents, or Meetings, where fometimes alfo Mejeffies 
they are vizarded, and mafqu’d) on the fudden, Book . 
one of them miffed their Chief, and interrupted { our Sove- 
the reft with chis Speech. biel id 


‘ooy, Bodin.Remig. Delrio. Mal. Malef. And a world of others in the 
general: But let us follow particulars, 


Ifters, ftay, we want our (e) Dame; (e) A- 
Call upon her by her Name, mongft 
And the Charm we ufe to-fay ; | our vulgat 
That fhe quickly (f) anoint, and come away. uid tee 
€ no- 


nour of Dame (for fo [tranflate it ) is given with a kind of preemi- 
nence to fome [{pccial one at their meetings: which Delrso infinuates, 
Difqusf. Mog. lib. 2. queft. 9. quoting that of Apuleius [:b. de Afin. ane 
reo. de quadam caupona, Regina Sagarum. And adds, ut {cias etiam 
tum quafdam ab se hoc estulo bonoratas. Which title M. Philsppo 
Ludangm Elich, Demonomagia quelt.to. doth alfo remember. (f) When 
they are to be tranfported from place to place, they ufe to anoint 
themfelves, and fometimes the things they ride on. Befide Apul. 
teftimony, few thefe later, Remig. Demonolatria Isb.1. cap.3 4. Delrio 
Difquif, Mag. 1.2. queft. 16. Bodin, Demonoman. |.2. ¢. 4. Barelol. de 
Spina. quejt, de Serigib. Philippo. Ludwigus Elich. quest. 10. Paracel- 
Sus in magn. & occul. Philofopbia, teacheth the contection. Unguen- 
bum ex carne recens natorirm sxfantium, in pulments forma coum. €3 
cum berbss fomnifers, quales funt Papaver, Solanum, Cienta,€3c. And 
Toa. Bapes. Porte. lib. 2. Mag. Natur. cap. 16, 


Yy- 


1 CHARM, 


bs Te 2 


i? ate 
| lOO. Hien. Oper + 
J pee rk, 


an ee 
345 Mafques. 
a The (f) Ditch is made, and our Nails the Spade, () This 
7 With Pictures full, of Wax, and of Wooll; ~ Rte alfu 
1 CHARM. Their Lives 1 ftick, wh Needles quick ; ner 
a There lacks but the Blood,to make up the Flood. aires eee 
; Quickly Dame, then, bring your part In, Nuits is 
Ame, Dame, the Watch is fet: Spur, fpur, upon little (g) Martin, frequent 
Quickly come, we all are met. Merrily, merrily, make him fail, — ns ae 
(a) Thefe (4) From the Lakes, and from the Fens, A Worm in his Mouth and a Thornin’s Tail, Mas ie 
places, in From the Rocks, and from the Dens, Fire above, and Fire besow, fee Bodin. 
their own From the Woods, and from the Caves, With a Wlip Pyour Hand,to make him go. Romig. 
nature From the Church-yards, from the Graves, Deir. Mal- 
eerie . From the Dungeon, from the Tree O, now fhe’s come: a hat 
reckon'd Jhat they die on, here are we. Let all be dumb. ee ee 
up, as the : : | MILIS, as 
fir t ft Comes fhe not yet? 
oom Strike another heat. 
whence 


fuch Perfons fhould come: and were notably obferved by that ex- 


cellent Lucan, in the Detcription of his Er1étho. 16.6. To which we 


may add this Corollary cut of Agrsp. de occult. Philofop. Ia. c¢. 48. 
Saturno correfpondent loca queves fectsda, tenebrof., fubserranca, ris 
gioft OF funefia, ut cemitersa, b: (ta, hominibus deferta babsracu'a, © 
vetnfrate caduc1, loca objcura, & borrenda. CF foistarsa antra, Cavernd. 
piteis Preterea prfcine, flagna, paludes, SF eyufmods. And sn lb, 3. 
€.42.fpeahing of the like, and a lib, 4. about the end, Aptrfjima 
Sune loca piursmum expersentia vifionum, mn clurnarumyue wicurfionim 
& confimilium phanta{matum, ue comisersa, O in qisbus fiers folent 
execitiones criminalis fudsess, in gusbus vecenerbus annis publsce ftrazes 
fakie (unt, vel ubi occiforum cadavera, necdum expratapice rete fepilta, 
recentioribus annw fulbbumata funt. : 


J 


: 2 CHAR AL 


He Weather is fair, the Wind is good, 


(b) Delrio Up Dame, o’your (6; Horle of Wood : 


D:'9.Mitz. 
es gud. OG: tali’y suck up your gray Fiock, ; 
6. hisa And fudd/e your (e)Goar or your green’d)Cock, 
: Story wut And make his Bridle a bottom of Thrid, 
Tie To row] up bow mary Miles you have rid. 
ims oO a a = 
| this Horfe Quickiy C ‘a aWay 5 
. of Wood: Fur we, all, say. 

but that . 
which our Nor yet? Nay, then, 
Wit hes We'll cry her agen. 
callf>, is 


fometimes a Broom: ftaff, fometimes a Reed, fometimes a Dift: ff 

See Reng. Demonol, rb. 1. cap.4 Bidia. 1.2. cap. 4. Ge. (c) The 

‘ Goat is th. Devil himf lf, upon whom they ride often to their Solen- 
{nun -Y Zenities, as appears by thir Confiilions in Rem. and B din. sbid. His 


« 

ie JF Yam efty allo remembeis the Story of the Devils appearance to thofe 
Ae files ; of Calica, in That orm Damon Ib. 2. cap. 3. (d) Of the green 
Por Ad. Lcrek, we have no other¢ground (to confefs ingenucufly) than a vil- 
gar F.ible of a Witch, that with a Cock of that colour, and a bottom 

of blue Thred, would tran{port her felf through the Airs ard fo efca- 
ped (at the time of her b:ing brought to execution ) from the hand 
Aad ple ot 9. of Juftice. It wasa Tale when I went to School, and fomewhat there 
is like it, in Mar. Delr. Difqus. Mag. (16.2. queft. 6. of one Ruts, a 

Bohenian, that, among other his dexterities, alzgustses equss rbeda- 

rin vedtum, galls gallinacess ad Epirrbedium fuum allegatn, fubfeque- 


batur, 
3 CHARM. 
He Owl is abroad, the Bat, and the Toad, 
— And fo is the Cat-a-mountain, 
The Ant, and the Moie fit both in a hole, 
And Frog peeps out o’the Fountain ; 
The Dogs, they do bay, and the Timbrels play, 
fe) Allthis = The (e) Spindie is now a turning; — 
is but a = The Moon ir is red, and the Starsare fled, - 
Che But all the Sky is a burning: 


Night, in theircharm, and their applying themfelves to it with their 
Tuttruments, » hereof the Spindle in Antsgusty was the chief: and be- 
fide the teftrmony of Teeocrieus, in Pharmaceutria (who only ufed it 
in amorous affairs ) was of fpecial act to the troubling of the Moon. 
To which Murtral alindes, 1b. 9. ep. 30. Que nunc Theffalico Lunam 
deducere rbombo,Sc, And [sb, 12. ep. §7. Cum felta Colcho Luna vapulat 


rhombo, 


loin, se es 


alfo the antiqvity of it meft lively expreft by Hor, Satyr. 8. Usb.1. 
where he mentions the Pictures, and the Blood of a black Lamb. 
A’l which are yet in ufe with our modern Witchcraft.Scalpere terram 
(ipeaking of Canidsa, and Sezuna) Urgubus,  pullam dsvellere 
mord:cus agnam Ceperunt: Cruor foffam eonfufw, ut side Maness elz- 
cerent ansmnas refponf.t daturas. Lanea & effizses erat, altera cerea,Ge, 
And then, ty and by, Se:penees atque videres Dfernas errare cancs, 
Lunamque rubentem, Ne fo ce bis tcftu, poft magna latere fepulchra, 
Of this Ditch, Homer mikes mention in Cerces Speech to Ulyfes. 
Od. K. about the end. B beyy seuéae Sc. And Ovsa. Metam. hb. 7, 
in Medeas magick, Hard pocul egejta ferobibus telluve duabus Sa- 
cra facie cult:ojjue in gature vellerss atrs Conjscte, © patulas per- 
tundse fangusne foffas. And of the waxen Images, in Hyp/ipsles Epittle 
to Fafon, where he expieff-th that mifchiet allo of the Needles. De- 
vovet abfentes, fimulacraque cerea fingst. Be miferum tenues in jecur ure 
gee acus. Bods, Denon. lib. 2. csp.8. hath ( befide the known Story 


{of King D: ffe out of H Aor Boctsws ) much of the Witches later pra- 


Ctice in that kind, and reports a Relation of a French Embaffadors, 


vut ot England, of certain Pictures of Wax found in a Dunghill, near ’ 


Wlir.g:on, ot our late Quecns, which Rumer, I my felf ( being then 
‘e:y ycung ) can yet remember to have been current. (g) Their 
atte Maren is he that calls them to their Conventicles, which is 
Jone ina humane Voice, but coming forth, they find him in a fhape 

ta great buck Goat, upon whoin they ride totheir Meetings, De/r. 
D:/q. Mag. quajt.16. ho 2. And Bed. Demon, lsb. 2. cap. 4 have both 

he fame Relation tiom Paulus Grillandus, of a Witch. <Advensente 
notte {5 hora evocabatur voce quadam velut bumana ab sp{o Demone, 
quem non vicane Daemonem, fed Magifterulum, alice Magiftrum Mar- 
tinettum five Muareinelum. Qua fic evocata, mox fumebat pyxidem 
nu tions, &F isnscbas corpus fuum in qusbuftam partibus  membris, 
Jo linita exibae ex domo, & seas Magiflerulim fuum in forma 
hivce slam exp:dantem apid oftium, fuper quo mulser equstabat, & 
aptiscare folebat fortster manus ad crimes, & (tatim bsrcus slle adfcen- 
achat per aerem, © brevsfjimo tempore defcrebat spjam, Se, 


At this, the (b) Dame enter’d to them, Naked- (b) This 
ard, bare-footed, her Frock tuck’d, her hair knotted, Lame I 
and folded with Vipers; in ber Hand a Torch made make to 
of a dead Man's Arm, lighted ; girded with a Snake. nay the 
To whom they all d:d Reverence, and {he {pake, utter- pug 
ing, by way of Queftion, the End wherefore they came: Mifchief 
which if it had been dene either before, or otherwife, (for fol 
had not been fo natural. For, to have made them- interpret 
felves, their own Decypherers, and each one to have a out of 

; omer’s 
told upon theer entrance, what they were, and whe- Defcrip- 
ther they would, bad been a moft pitious Hearing, tien of 
and utterly unworthy any quality of a Poem: awherem her, Il, 
a Writer fhould always truft fomewhat tothe capa- Where he 
city of the Spectator, e/pectally, at thefe Specta- ee 
Cles ; where Aden, befide inquiring Eyes,are underftood turt Man- 
to bring quick Ears, and not thofe fluggifh ones of kind, 
Porters and Mechanicks , that mujt be bored trong, 
through, at every Act, with Narrations. ia 

Feet; and 


Ilsad. T. walking upon Mens Heads 3 in both Places ufing one 
and the fame Phrate to fignifie her Power, BAaw]so’ avOewrss, 
Ledens bomines. 1 prefent her bare-footed, and her Frock tuck’d, 
to make her feem more expedite, by Horace his authority. Sat. 8. 
lsb.1. Succionflam vadere pala Canidsam pedibus nudu, paffoque capsllo. 
But for her Hair, I rather refpect another Place of his, gspod. /sb. 
Ode. 5. where fhe appears Cansdsa brevsbus semphcata viperis Crines, 
& incompeum caput. And that of Lucan, ib. 6. {peaking of Erc&bo's 
attire. Difcolor, €F varso Furzalis cultus amsQu Industur, vultufq; apes 
ritur crine remoto, Et coma usperess fubfringseur horrsda fereis, For 
her Torch, fee Remig. /56,2. cap. 3. : 


DAME. 


- 


Mafques 


DAME. HAGS. 
my Hags. And, come we 


ee WW" done , 
| { franghe with fpighe, 


To overthrow the glory of this night ? 


34.7 


Holds our great purpofe? Hag. Yes. Dam. But 
| { want’s there none 

Of our juft number 2? Hag. Call us one 
{ by one, 


ai And then our Dame fhall fee. Dam. (a) Firft, 

Bechele- [ then, advance 

Vices, 1 =My drowfie Servant, ftupid Ignorance, 

make, as Known by thy {Caly Vefture; and bring on 

—- a Thy fearfyl Sifter, wild Su/picion, 

yothe,, Whofe Eyes do never fleep ; Let her knit 

and the | q Hands 

Dame With quick Credulity, chat next her ftands, — 

were born Who hath but one Ear, and that always 

Hs of : 7 ( ope; 

. a shee Two-faced Falfebood follow in the Rope ; 

might fay And lead on Murmur, with the Checks deep 

to her, [ hung ; 

fae temes = She Malice, whetting of her forked Tongue ; 

guequd And Malice, Impudence, whofe sae 

Cains ? 

i cies _ Let Impudence lead Slander on, to boaft 

Nor will | Her oblique Look ; and to her fubrle Side, 

it appear’ =Thou, black-mouth’d Execration, ftand ap- 

much vio- ae 

lenced, if ae [ ply’d; 

their Se Draw to thee Bitterne/s, whofe Pores fweat 

vies be [ Gall; 

eonfider- She flame-ey’d Rage: Rage, Mifchief. Hag. Here 

ipl (we are all. 

ppo- 

fition to 

all Virtue Dam, (b) Joyn now our Hearts, we faithful 

beginsout { Oppofites 

ae To: Fame, and Glory. Let not thefe bright 
That Igno- [ Nights 

vance be- Of honor blaze, thus to offend our Eyes; 

getsSu/ps- Shew our felves truly Envious, and let rife 

¢esow (for Our wonted Rages: Do what may befeem 

papell Such Names,and Natures; Vertue elfe will deem 
~open,and © OUr Powers decreas’d, and think us banifh’d 

charita- [ Earth, 

ble.) That No lefs than Heaven. All her antique Birth, — 

Sufpicion, As Faftice, Faith, fhe will reftore ; and, bold 

rind Upon our floth,retrieve her Age of gold. 

Vice: for We muft not let our native Manners, thus, 

being a © Corrupt with Eafe. Ill lites not, but in us. 

Virtue, I hate to fee thefe Fruits.of a foft Peace, 

and free, And curfe che Piety gives it fuch Increafe. 

it is oppo- 

fite toit: 


but fuch as are jealous of themfelves, do eafily credit any thing of 
others whom they Hate. Out of this Credulsty {prings Falflood, which 
begets Murmur : and that of Murmur prefently grows Maisce, which 
begets Impudence : and that Impudence, Slander : that Slander, Execra- 
tion: Execration, Bitterncf: Bitternef, Fury: and Fury, Mifcheef.. 
Now, for the perfonal Prefentation ot them, the authority in Posery 


is Univerfal. 


But in the abfolute Claudian, there is a particular and 


eminent Place, where the Poet not only produceth fuch Perfons, but 
almoft to alike purpofe, s2 Ruf. sb.t. where Aledo, envious of the 
Times, snfernas ad limsina tetra forores, Concilsum deforme vocat, glo- 
merantur in unum Innumere peftes Erebi, quafcunque finiftro Nox ge- 


nuse forty : 


mutrsx Difcordia bells, Imperiofa Fames, leto vicina Sene- 


tus, Impatien{que fui Morbus, Levorque fecunds Anxius © {ciffe me- 
rens velamine Luflus, Et Timor, (5 caco praceps Audaciavultu: with 
many others, fit to difturb the World, as ours the Night. (6) Here 
again, by way of irritation, I make the Dame purfue the purpofe of 
their coming, and difcover their Natures more largely > which had 
been nothing, if not done as doing another thing, but Moratio circa 
vilem patulumg; orbem. Than which, the Poet cannot know a greater 
Vice; he being that kind of Artificer, to whofe work is required fo 
much exactne(s, as indifferency is not_tolerable,. | 


| nibus spfe conftseuse , 


' Lee us difturb it then, (¢) and blaft the Light; —(c) Thefe 
Mix Hell wich Heaven, and make Nature fight Powers of 
Within her felf; loofe the whole henge of Things; ae 
And caufe the cnds run back, into their Springs. frequently 

Hag. What our Dame bids us do, afcnb’d to 
We are ready for. Dam. Then fall too. | Witches, 
(4) But firft relace me, what you have fought, a Bie 
Where you have bcen, and what you have fhemieives 

brought. whereever 
they are 


induc’d, by Homer, Ovsd, Tibullus, Pet. Arbiter, Seneca, Lucan, Clatte 
dsan. to whofe authorities I fhall refer more anon. For the prefent, 
hear Secrat.in Apul. de Afin. aureo, t,t. defcribing Meroe the Witch. 
Saga, €F Dsvinipotens ceelum deponere, terram fufpendere, fontes du 
rare, monte dsluere, Manes fublimare, Deos infimare, Sydera extin~ 
guere, Tartarum ipfum sduminare: and /. 2. Byrrhene to Lucim, of 
Pamphile. Maza primi nomins, & omny carmins fepuleralis Magiftra 
credstur, que firculs 5 lapiltss, sd genus frivoly inbalatis omnem 
iftam lucern munds fyderalss, mes Tartari, € in vetuftum chaos mera 
git: as alfo this later of Remigius, in his moft elegant Arguments, 
before his Demonolatria, Quia poffine evertere fundsens orbem, Et Mae 
ners fuperm nufcere, bec unica cura off. And Lucan. Quarum, quice 
quid non credstur, ars eff. (d) This is alfo folemn in their Witchcraft, ° 
to be examined, either by the Devs/, or their Dame, at their Meetings, 
of what miichief they have done; and what they can confer to a 
future hurt. See M. Phslippo Ludwigus Elsch. Demonomagia, Isb, 
queft.te. But Remsgius, inthe very form Jb. 1, Demonolut. ¢.22, 
Quemadmodum folent Heri in villicx procuratorsbus, cum corum rariones 
expendunt, fegnitsem megligentiamque durius caftsgare ; Isa Demon, 
in Pa comstiss, quod tempus examinandis cujufque rebus atque action 

eos peffime habere confuswse, qui wibsl afferune 
quo fe wequiores ac flagstits cumulatsores doceant. Nec cusquam adeo 
smpune eft, fi a fupersore conventu nullo fe fcelere novo obffrinxerst $ 
Sed femper oporter, qué gratus cffe volet, in alsum, novum aliquod fa- 
cinus feaffe: and this doth exceedingly folicite them all, at fuch 
times, left they fhould come unprepared. But we apply this exami- 
nation of ours to the particular ule ; whereby, allo, we take occa 
fion, not only to exprefs the things (as Vapours, Liquors, Herbs, 
Bones, Flefh, Blond, Fat, and fuch like, which are call’d Medsa ma- 
gica) but the Rites of gathering them, and from what places, recone 
ciling (as near as we can ) the practice of Antiqusty to the Neoterick, 
and making it familiar with owr popular Witchcraft. 


HAG S. 
I. 
Have been, all Day, looking after . 1. For the 
A Raven, feeding upon a Quarter} Barhering 
And, foon, as fhe turn’d her Beak to the South, dcadF eth, 
I {natch’d this Morfel out of her Mouth. Cornel. As 
Lrip. de o¢e 


cult. Philofoph. ib. 3. cap.42. and Ub. 4. cap. ule, obferves, that the 
ufe was to call up Gbefts anc Spsrses, with a Fumigation made of that 
( and Bones of Carkaffes ) which I make my Witch, here, not tocut 
her felf, but to watch the Reven, as Lucan’s Evichrho, 1b. 6, Et qued= 
cunque sacet muda eekure cadaver, Ante fara volucre/que feaet : nec care 
pere membra Vule ferro manibufque fum, morfu/que lupoium Expectat 
fcc rapeura a faucibus artus, Asif that piece were (weeter which . 
the Wolf had bitten, or the Raven had pick’d, and more cffeCtuous: 


-|andto doit, at her turning to the South, as with the prediction of a 


Storm. Which, though they be but ee Ceremony, being ob 


ferv’d, make the act more dark and full of horror, 
26 
I Have becn gathering Wolves Hairs, 2. Spuma 
The mad Dogs foam, and the Adders Ears; spine 
The {purgings of a dead-man’s Eyes, xls soe 
And all fince the Evening Star did rife. Hyene, 
oculs drae 


conum, Serpents membrana, A/pidis aures, are all mentioned by the An- 
cienss,in Witchcraft. And Lucan particularly, 466.6. Hue quicquid 
fotu genuit Natura finifire Ms{ceeur, mom (puma canum, quibus unda sé 
mors eft, Vifcera non Lynce, now dure wodus Hyene Defust, Sc. And. 
Ov:d. Metamorpb, lib.7. reckons up others. But for the purging of 
the Eyes, letus return to Lucan, in the fame Book, which Piece (as 
all the reft ) is written with an admirable height. Af ub: ferventar 
Saxt, quibus insimus humor Ducitur, & trata durefcunt tabe medulla 
Corpora, tunc omnes avide defaevit in artus, lmmerfitq; menus eculs, 
gaudetque gelatos Effodsffe erbes, S fcca pallida redis Rxcrementa 
144i : 


Yya 3.1 lah 
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3. 


3. Pliny I Laft Night, lay all alone 
writing of ff O'che Ground, to hear the Mandrake grone ; 


the Mas- : : 
che Ne, And’ pluckt him up, though he grew full low; 

dey 2 ae And, as 1 had done, the Cock did crow. 

ce. 13. and 


of the digging it up, hath this Ceremony, Cavent eff.ffurt contrarium 


ventum, (3 ersbus carculis ance gladso csrcumjcribunt, poftea fodsune ad 
‘Occafum fpedtances. But we have later traction, that the turcing of 


it up is fo fatally dangerous, as the grone kills, and therefore they 
do it with Dogs, which I think but borrow:d from 7:/ephus his Re- 
port of the Root Bagras, [b.7. de Bel. Fudaic. Howtoever, it being 
fo principal an ingredient in their Magick, it was fit fhe fhould boaft, 
to be the Plucker up of jt her felf. Ard, that the Cock did crew, al- 
ludes to a prime circumftance in their work ¢ For they all contef$,that 
nothing is fo crofs, or balefull to them, in their Nights, as that the 


Cock fhould crow before they have done. Which makes, that th:ir 


little Majlers, or Maresnets, of whom I have mentioned before, ule 
this form, in difmitfiag their Conventions. Eja, faceffiee propere hinc 
omnes, nam jam galls canere incipiunt. Which Linterpret to be, be- 
caufe that Bird is the Mcffenger of light, and fo, contrary to their 
acts of darknefs. See Remig. Demonolat. lb.1. cap. 4. where he 


quotes that of Apollonius, de umbra Achillé , Phiioftr. 1b. 4. cap. 5. 


And Bujeb. Cafarsenf. in confurat. contra Hierccl. 4. de Gakicsnso. 


4. 


4. Ihave Nd I ha’been choofing out this Scull, 
touched From Charnel Houfts, that were full; 
at this be-. From private Grots, and publick Pits, 


fore,in m re 
Note ae And frighted a Scxtan out of his Wits. 


on the firft, of the ufe of gathering Flefh, Bones, and Sculls: to which 
Inow bring that piece of Apuleius,isb.3 de Afino aurco,ot Pamplile.Pri- 
sifque apparatu foirto inftruxse feralemn officinam, omne gents aromatss, 
ree ignorabiiiter laminy literate , €F snfeelicsium navium durant jbus 
clavis d-fletorum, fepuleorum etiam, cadaver exp fire multi admy- 
dium membris, isc mares, digits, she carnoft clavs pendentsum, alsivs 
tricidatorum fervatus cruor, (3 extorta dentsbus ferarum trunca cam 
warta: And, for (uch places, Lucan makes his Witch to inhabit them, 
lib.6. Defertaque bufta Incolit, <3 sumulos expulfis obtinet umbrn, 


5. 


5. For this Nder a Cradle I did creep, | 

pai ‘ie , By Day ; and,when the Child was a fleep, 
Spina. At Night, I fuck’d the Breach ; and role, 
Queft.de And pluck’d the nodding Nurie by the Nofe, 
Strigibus, 


cap.8. Mal. Malefica. Tom. 2. where he difputes at large the transfor- 
mation of Witches to Cats, and their fucking, both their Spirits, and 
the blood, calli: g them Seriges, which Godelenan. I1b. de Lamis,wouid 
have 4 firsdore, & avibus foediffimw ejiufdem nomins, which [the ra- 
ther inciine to, out of Ovsa’s authority, Faff. b.6. where the Poes 
afcribes, to thofe Birds, the fame aloft that thefe do to the Witches, 
Wocte volant, pucrofque petunt nutricn egentes, Et viesant cunts corpora 
vapea fiw: Carpere dicuntur ladtentia usfcera roftrs, Et plenum poto 
Sanguine guttur babent. , 


6. 
6. Their I Had a Dagger : what did I with that? 


. Killing of Kitld an Infant, to have his fat.- 
ee 8 A Piper ic got, at a Church-ale, 
both for 1 bad him, again blow Wind ich? Tail. 


confection of theirOyntment(whereto one ingredient,is the fat boiled, 
as Ihave fhewed betoie out of Paracelfus and Porta)as alfo out of a luft 
to do murder. Sprenger in Mal. Malefic. reports, that a Witch, a Mid- 
wifein the Diocefe ot Bajil, conteffed to have killed above Forty In- 
_ fants (ever as they were new born with pricking them in the Brain 
~ with a Needle) which fhe had offered to the Devs/. See the Story of 
the three Witches in Rem. Demonola, [1b. cap. 3. about the end of the 
Chapter. And M. Phiisppo Ludwigus Elsch. Quaeft.8. And, that it is 
no new Rite, read the practice of Canidia, Epod. Horat./sb. Ode. §. and 
Lucan, lib.6. whofe admirable Verfes lcan never be weary to tran- 
fcribe. Nee ceffane a cede manus, fi fanguine vivo Eft opw, erumpat 
Jugilo gus primus aperto. Nec refugit cedes, vioum fa facra cruorem 
Extague Gees pofcume trepidantsa menfe. Vulnere fi vemern, non 
gia Natura vocabat Extrabstur partus calidu ponendus in are 3 Et quo- 
bies fevss opus eft, €9 fortibus umbris Ipfa facie Manes, Heminum mors 
ony in ufu eft. | . 


Masques. 


qs: 


Murderer, yonder, was hung in-Chains, 7. The 


The Sun and the Wind had fhrunk his abufe of 
{ Veins; aly po 
I bic olf a Sinew; I clipp’d his Hair, hae 
| brought off his Rags, chat danc’d r’ch’ Air. Witch- 
Cratt, both 


Porphyrio and Pfellus are grave Authors of. The one hb. de facrif. 
de vero culty,’ The other /:b. de Demo, which Apuleius toucheth too, 
Itb. 2. de Ajin, aureo. But Remigius, who deals with later Perfons, 
and out of their own Mouths, Demonol. Ish. 2. cap. 3. affirms, Hee 
&F noft-e@ eratw maleficss hominsbus mors eff facere, prefertim fi cujus 
fupp:rcso aff.Gs cadaver exemple datum eft, in crucem fublacum, 
Nam mon folum inde fortsieges fuss matersam mutuantur: Sed €§ ab 
spfis carnificine inftruments, refte, vinculss, palo, ferraments. Siquidem 
bis vuigs etsam opsnione ineffe ad incantatsones magicas vim quandam 
‘J porsflatem. And to this place, I dare not, out of religion to the 
divine Lucan, but bring his Verfes from the fame Book. Lagueum, 
nodofque nocentew Ore fuo rupst, pendentia corpora carpfit, Abrafitque 
cruces, percuffique vifcera mumbs Vulfic, 3 incottas admuffo fole medul- 
las, Lfertumn manibus cha‘ybem nigramque per areus Seslants tabi [a- 
neem, veriufque coatium Suftulst, (F nervo morfus retinente pependst. 


8. 


He Scrich-owls Eggs, andthe Feathersblack, 8: Thefe 
The Blood of the Frog, and the. Bone in ate Cavs- 


; it his back, spa 
[have been getting ;and made.of his Skin Hora. E- 
A Purfer, to keep Sir Cranion in. pod. lib. 
Ode.5. Et 


una turps ova rane fanguine, Plumamgue nofturne ftrigu. And pat 
of Medea’s ConteCtion,in Ovid. Metamorph, Isb.7. Serigts infames, ip- 
fis cum carnsbus, alas. That of the Skin (to make a Purfe for her 
Fly) was meant ridiculous, to mock the keeping of their Favsts/sars. 


I : f 7 
Ar Iha’been plucking (Plants among) 9. Cscuta, 


Hemlock, Henbane, Adders-tongue, Hes . 
Night-fhade, Moon-wort, Libbards-bane ; pbiogloffen, 
And twife, by the Dogs, was like tobe tane. — Solanum 

Martagon, 


Doronicum, Aconitum, are the common venefical Ingredients remem- 
‘wed by Paracelfus, Porta, Agrsppa, and others ; which I make her to 
nave gatherd, as about a Caftle, Church, or fome vaft Building 
( kept by Dogs) among Ruins, and wild Heaps. 


10. | : 
10. Offa 


[> From the Jaws of a Gardiner’s Bitch, oh pci aes 
Did fnatch thefe Bones, and then leap’d the ta oe 


L Ditch ; cans, Ho= 
Yet went I back to the Houfe again, race gives 
Kill’d the black Cat, and here’s the Brain. rier 


before quoted. Which jejune, I rather change to Gard’ners, as 
imagining fuch Perfons to keep Maftiffs for the defence of their 
Grounds, whither this Hag might go alfo for Simples: where, meet- 
ing, with the Bones, and not content with them, fhe would yet doa 
domeftick hurt, in getting the Cat's Brains: which is another {pe- 
cial Ingredsent ; and of fo much more efficacy, by how much blacker 
the Cat is, if you will eredit Agré. de futfssbus. 


II. | _ 
| Wene to the Toad breeds under the Wall, tae 


I charm’d him out, and he came at my call; by the 
I {cratch’d out the Eyes of the Owl before, confeflions 


tore the Bat’s Wing; what would you have of Wit- 


[more 2 ches, and 
teftimony 
of Writers, are of principal ufe in their Witehcraft. The Toad men- 
tion’d in Virg. Geo. sb... Irventufq; cans Bufo. Which by Pliny is cal- 
led Rubeta, Nat. Hift. 132. ¢. 5. and there celebrated for the force in 
Maesck. Fuvenal toucheth at it twice, within my memory, Sazr.1. 
& 6. And of the Owl's eyes, fee Corn. Agré.de occule. Philof. 1.1. ¢.15. 
As of the Bat’s Blood, and Wings there: and in the 25. Chap. with 


Bape, Porta. |,2, 6.26. 
12, DAME. 


| 


. "ad, 


Ma/fques. 


I 2. 
DAME. 
= ata \7 Es, I have brought (to help our vows) 
boalted la Horned Poppy, Cyprefs boughs, 


bours,and The Fig-tree wild, that grows on Tombs, | 
plenty of And Juice, that from the Larch-tree comes, 


_ Materials ~The Bafilick’s Blood, and the Viper’s Skin: 


( as they 
imagine) 
I make the Dame not only to add more, but ftranger, and out of their 
means to get (except the firit Papaver cornutum, which I have 
touch’d at in the Confection) as Sepulchras caprificos erutas, OF cu- 
preffos funebrem, as Horace calls them, where he arms Can:dia, Epod. 
dsb. Ode 5. Then Agaricum Larics, of which, fee Porta. l1b.2.de Nat. 
Mags. againft Pisny, And Baflifez, quem F Saturns farg unem vo- 
cant venefics, tantafque vires habere ferunt. Cor. Agrip. de occult. Phi- 
fof. J. c.42. With the Viper, remembred by Lucan, lib, 6. and the 
Skins of Serpents. Innataque rubris Azquorsbus cuftos precicfe vi pera 
conchae, Aut vivents adbuc Lybica membrana cerafle. And Ovid, lib. 
9. Nec defuse ills Squamea Ciniphes tenuss membrana chelsdrs, 


Here, the Dame put ber felf in the mid(t of them, and began 
ber following Invocation ; wherein fhe took occafion, to boaft 
all the power attributed to Witches by the Ancients; of which, 
every Poet (or the moft ) do give fome: Homer to Circe, in 
the Odyff. Theocritus to Simatha, is Pharmaceutria ; Vir- 
gil to Alphefiboeus, in bs. Ovid to Dipfas, i Amor. to 
Medea and Circe, in Metamorph. Tibullus to Saga ; Ho- 
race to Canidia, Sagana, Veia, Folia; Scneca to Medea, 
and the Nur/e, is Herc. OEte. Petr. Arbiter; to dis Saga, in 
Frag. and Claudian to Megera, lib. 1. in Rufinum ; who 
takes the habit of a Witch, as thefe do, and {upplies that Hitto- 
rical Part in the Poem, befide ber moral Perjon of a Fury; 
confirming the fame drift, in ours. 


And, now, our Orgies let’s begin. : 


(4) Thefe Ou (a) Fiends and Furies (if yet any be 

invocar- \ J’ Worfe than our felves ) you that have 
fe es [ quak’d to fee 
with - ZHtfe.€b) Knots untied ; and fhrunk, when we 
thm, 7 * [ have charm’d. 


whereof Fou", that-( to arm us) have your felves dif- 
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With prefent Fogs. Exhale Earths rot’neft Vapors. 

And ftrike a Blindnefs through thefe blazing 
| -{ Tapers. 

Come, let a murmuring Charm refound, — 


The whilft we (4) bury all, ich? Ground. (a) This 

But firft,fee every (e) Foot be bare ; Rite of 

And every Knee. Hag. Yes, Dame, they are. a ying, 
eir a- 


terials, is often confeft in Remsg. and defcrib’d amply in Hor.Sat.8. 
Mb, Usque Lups barbam varie cum dente colubre Abdiderine furtim 
terrs, &c. (e) The Ceremony alfo, of baring their feet,is expreffed — 
by Ovid. Metamorpb.lsb.7. as of. their hair. Egredstur telts veftes 

induta recentias, Nuda pedem, nudos humers infute capillos. And Ho- 

rac.ibsd, Pedibus nudw paffcque capsilo. And Senec. im Traged. Med. 
Tibi more Genta, vinculo folvens comam Secreta nudo memora luftravs 


pede. | 
| 4 CHARM. 


Eep, (f ) O deep, we lay thee to fleep; (f) Here 
We leave thee Drink by,ifthou chance to they © 
[ be dry; ‘Peak, 
Both Milk and Blood, the Dew, and the Flood. #. if 
We breathe in thy Bed,at the foot and the head ; eee 
We cover thee warm, that thou take noharm: creating 
And when thou doft wake, fome new 
Dame Earth fhal] quake, feature, © 
And the Houfes fhake, He = 
And her Belly fhall ake, Grades i 
As her Back were brake, them to 
Such a Birth to make, be able to 
~ Asis the blue Drake: - aera 
Whofe form thou fhalt take. = cua 


cing of words, and pouring out of liquors, on the earth. Hear what 
Agrippa fays, De occul. Pbsl, lib. 4. near the end. In evocationibus ume 
brarum fumigamus cum fanguine recenti, cum offibus mortuorum.€8 cara 
ne, cum ous, lutte, melle, oleo, &5 fimslsbus, que aptum medium eribuune 
animabus, ad fumenda corpora; anda little before. Namgue ani- 
me cognitu medi, per que quondam corporibus fum conjungebantur, 
per familes vapores , lsquores, nidorefque facile alsctuntur. Which 
Doctrine he had from Apulesus, without all doubt, or queftion, wha 
in /sb.3. de Afin. aureo, publifheth the fame. Tunc decantats {pirantie 
bus fibrs litat vario latices nunc rore fontano, nunc [ae vaccino, 
nunc melle montano, lsbat OH mulsa. Sic silos capsllos in mutuos nexus 
obditos, atque nodatos, cum mules odorsbus dat viv1s carbonibus adolen« 
dos, Tunc protinus inexpugnabils Magice Difcipline potcftate,S ceca 


ri my [ arm’d. paergrs coactorum oe ila a quorum pepe [tridences 
ee the : A ° capsas, [piritum mutuantur bumanum entsunt, (9 audiunt, & am- 
Forms, in And to our Powers,refign d y ure sede ee Oe qua nsdor fuarum pin eect san Seni ane hee 
Ovid. Me- When we went forth, the fcourge of Men and | are meer Arts of Satan, when either himfelf will delude them with a 
tam. |sb.7. [ Lands. | falfe form, or troubling a dead body, makes them imagine thefe va- 
an Sen. You that have feen me ride, when Hecate Nitics the means ; as in the ridiculous circumftances that follow, he 
Seo Durft not take Chariot ; when the borftrous Sea,} doth daily. 
Swhich. Without a breath of Wind, hath knocke the Sky ; DAME. — 
of all is And that hath chundred,feve not knowing why: ; 
the bol- When we have fet the Elements at wars, Ever a Star yet ata | eee. 
deft and ~=Made Midnight {ce the Sun, and Day the Stars ; Where be the Afhes? Hag. Here eh Pot. 
moft hor- When the wing’d Lightning, inthe courfe, hath| 2am. (g) Caft them up ; and the Flmt-ftone (b) This 
ne ate | [ ftaid ; Over the left Shoulder-bone : throwing 
eumen. — And fwifteft Rivers have run back, afraid, Into the Weft, Hag. It will be beft. pila aie 
des, Stygt- To fee the Corn remove, the groves to range, | with the flint-ftone, crofs ticks, and burying of Sage, &c. are all 
umque "= Whole Places alter, and the Seafons change, | us'd ( and believ'd by them) to the raifing of ftorm, and tempeft. 
papain When the pale Moon, at the firft Voice down fell aie es ae ee erie aie rage 4. Bodsn, 
lid, 2. cap. 8. r Codelman. lib. 2. cap.6. Nar 
tum, &e. Poyfor’d,and durft not ftay the fecond Sp ell do Demons grandines ciends poteftatem facit Deus, pee Maleficts ine 
(b) The You, that have oft been confcious of thefe| ays us quandogue filsces ooh tergum in occidentem verfus projiciant, - 
untying L Sights ; aliquando ut arenam aque torrents, in aévem conjiciant, plerumque 
of their And thou (c) three-formed Star, that, on thefe | {copas s aquam intingant, clumque verfus (pargant, vel foffula faba 
a IS, ( Nights se . $o snfufo, vel aqua py aa ee : Jubinde in olla parcorsm pslos 
° ulliant, nonnunquam trabes vel ligna in ripa tranfverse collocent , 
they are Art only Pp owerful, to whofe trip le Name alsa id genus Jissanens Mega And ee be fee the nda 
going to Thus we incline, once, twice, and thrice the fame ; they are more confirm’d, as if the Event followed their working. The 
gome If now with Ries prophane, and foul enough, | like illufion is of their phantafie, in failing in epg-thells,creeping tho- 
ae _ We do invoke thee; darken all this Roof, row augureholes, and fuch like, fo vulgar in their Confeffions. 


as Sagana is prefented by Horace. Expedsta, per totam domum Spar- 
gens Avernales aguas, Horret capsis ute marinus afpers Echinus, aut 
currens Aper. (¢) Hecate, who is ealled Trsusa,and Triforma,of whom 
Virgsl. Aumesd, lib. 4. Tergeminamque Hecatem, tvia virgins ora Dsa- 
She was believ’d to govern in witchcraft ; and is remembred in 
all their Invocations: See Theoc.in Pharmaceut. yale’ “Exgra duo- 
wants, F Medeain Senec. Mes vocata facrs no&ium fidus veni, Peffi- 
mos induta vultus: Fronte non una minax, And Ericht. in Luc. Perfe- 
phens, noftreque Hecath pars ultima, Xe, 


5 CHARM. 


He Sticks are a-crofs, there can be no lofs, 
The Sage is rotten, the Sulphur is gotten 
Up to the Sky, that was rch’ ground. 
Follow it then, with our Rattles, round ; 
Under 
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Under the Bramble, over the Brier, 

A litcle more heat will fet it on Fire: 
Put it in mind, todo it kind, 

Flow Water and blow Wind. 

Reuncy 1s over, Robble is under, 

A flafh of Light, and a clap of Thunder, 
A ftorm of Rain, another of Hail. 

We all muft home, i’che Egg-fhell fail ; 
The Maft is made of a great Pin, 

The takle of Cobweb, the {ail as thin, 
And if we go through and not fall in 


| DAM E. 
(4) This 


OG Ty. All our Charms do nothing win 
Rop, or Upon the Night; our labour dies! 
interrup- sae : = 
tion fhew- Our Magick-feacure will not rife ; 

ed the Nor yet the ftorm! We muft repeat 

better, by More direful voiccs far, and beat 

ee The ground with Vipers, till ic fweat. 


ral filunce, which made all the following Nos/es, enforced in the next 
Charm, more diveful, firft imitating that of Lucan, Mbratur Erich 
tho Has fats lic:affe moras; ivataque morté Verberat immotum vivo 
ferpente cad iver, and then their barking, how!ing, hiffing, and con- 
fufion of noife expicff d by the fame Author, in the fame perfon. Tunc 
wox Lethaos cunétss pollentsor herbs Excantare deos, confodst murmura 
primum. D:ffona & humane multiim difcordialingue. Latratus ba- 
bee sila canum , gemstufque, luporum , Quod ide bubo quod firix 
noHurna queruntur, Quod firident ululantque fere, quod fibilit angus. 
 Exprimit © plan@us sllife cautibus unde, Syluarumgiue fonum, fracde- 
que tomitrua mubys. Tot rerum vox una fuit. See Remig.too, Demo- 
wolat. lib, .cap. 19. | 


6CHARM. 


Ark Dogs, Wolves how], 
Seas roar, Woods roul, 
, _ Clouds crack, all be black, 
) But the light our Charms do make. 


- DAME. 


N OT yet? my Rage begins to {well ; 
; Darknefs, Devils, Night, and Hell, 
Do not thus delay my Spell, — / 

I call you once,andI call you twice ; 

I beat you again, if you ftay my thrice: 
Thorough thefe Cranies where I peep, 


(b) This Ple (6) let inthe light to fee your fleep. 


Mafques. 


7 CHARM, 


Lack go in, and blacker come out ; 


At thy going down, we give thee a fhout. 


is one of And all the Secrets of your {way 

their Shall lie as open to the Day, 

common Asuntome. Still are you deaf? 
when Reach me a Bough, (c) that ne’re bare leaf, 
shale Ma- 10 ftrike the Air; and (d) Aconite, 
gickre- To hurl upon this glaring light ; 

ceives the A (e) rufty Knife,towound mine Arm; 
leaft ftop. And, as it drops, le {peak a Charm, 
ee Shall cleave the ground, as low as lies 
gain, sbid, Old fhrunk-up Chaos, and let rife, 

tibi peffi- Once more,his dark, and reeking head, 
me munds To ftrike the World, and Natnre dead, 
Arbiter Until my Magick birth be bred. 
smmittam 


rupts Titana caverns, Ee fubito feriere die. Anda little before to 
Proferpina. Eloquar immenfo terra fub pondere qua te contineant En- 
nea aapes,&c. (c) That withered {traight, as it fhot out, which is 
Called Ramus ferals by fome, and triffs, by Senec. Trag. Med. (da) A 
deadly poyfonous herb, feigned by Ovsd. Metam. I:b. 7. to {pring out 

of Cerberus's foam. Pliny gives it another beginning of name. Nae. 
Hift. lsb, 27. cap.3. Nafeitur im nudw caussbus, quas aconas vocant, 
inde aconitum dixerenullo juxta ne pulvere quidem nutriente How- 
foever the juice of it is like that liquor which the Devil gives Witches 
to fprinkle abroad, and do hurt, in the opinion of all the Magick 
Majters. (e) A rufty Knife Irather give her, than any other, as fit- 
teft for fuch a devilith Ceremony, which Seneca might mean by facro 
culero in the Tragedy, where he arms Medea,to the like Rite, (for any 
thing Iknow ) Tsbs nudato pettore Meenas, facro feriam Brachia cule 
tro: Manet nefter fangus ad aras. 


(f) Hoo! if) tla 
At thy rifing again, thou fhalt have two, pea 
And if thou doft what we Would have thee do, _—alfo the 
Thou fhalt have three, thou fhale have four, Voice Har. 
Thou fhalt have cen, thou fhalt have a {core. Har. are 
very par- 
Hoo. Har. Har. Hoo ! ticular 


| With © 

them, by the teftimony of Bodsn Remig. Delrio. and M. Phil, Ludwj- 
gu, Esch. who out of them reports it, thus. Tota eurba coluviefque 
peffima fefcenninos in bonorem Demonum cantat obfceniffimos: Hac 
canst Har. Har. Ills, Diabolo, Dsabole, falta huc, falta suc; Aleera, 
lude hic, lude sisc; Alsa,Sabsath, Sabaath, &c. Imd clameribus, fibs- 
ln, ululatibus, popy(mes furse, ac debacchatur: pulversbus, vel venens ac- 
cepres que bormsnsbus pecuidsbufque (pargant. 


S CHARM. 


A Cloud of Pitch, a Spur, and a Switch, 
To hafte him away, and a Whirlwind play, 
Before, and after, which thunder for laughter, 
And ftorms for joy, of the roaring Boy ; 

His head of a Drake, his tail of a Snake. 


9 CHARM. 


Bout, about, and abour, 
£ A Till the Mift arife, and the Lights flie our, 
The Images neither be feen, nor felt ; 

The Woollen burn, and the Waxen melt; 

Sprinkle your Liquors upon the ground, 

And into the Air; around,around. 
. . Around, around, ( 


‘e 


Around, around, 


(g) Till a Mofick found J (be, / feNor do 
And the pafe be found, “5 v _ they wane 
v Yas, 


- be 
To which we maydances/Z . | 
And our Charms advance. V4 eg ee 

manner given them by the Devz!, if we credit their FIP sie a Ree 
mig. Dem. lb. t.cap.19. Such as the Syrbcnean Quives were, which 
Arbenaeus remembers out of Clearchus, Despnof. ib.15. where every 
one fung what he would, without hearkning to his Fellow ; like the 
noife of divers Oars, falling in the water. But be patient of Remigius 
Relation. Mir modu iliic mifcentur, ac eurbantur omnianec ull oraq 
tione fatu exprims queat, quam ftrepant fonts incondsts , abfurds, ac 
difcrepantibus. Canst bic Demon ad tsbiam, vel verits ad contum, aus 
baculum aliqued, quod foreé bumirepertum, buccamceu tibiam adme~ 
vet. Ile pro lyra equé calvarsam puifat, ac digits concrepas. Alius 
fufte vel clava gravsere quercum tundst unde exauditur fonus,ac boatus 
velues tympanorum vebementius pulfatorum, Intereinune rancide , €F 
compofito ad Istus morem clangore Damones, spfumqus colum fragofa 
arsdaque voce fersunt. 

T which, witha ftrange, and [udden Mufick 

they fell into a (bh) magical Dance, full of 
prepofterous change, and gefticulation, but moft apply- 
ing to their Property « abo at their meetings, do all 
things contrary to the cuftom of Men, dancing back 
to back, and bip to hip, their hands joined, and ma- 
king their circles backward, to the if hand , with 
ffrange phantaftick motions of their beads, and bo- 
dies. All which were excellently imitated by the ma- 
ker of the Dance, M. Hierome Herne, whofe right 
it xs bere to be named, 


(4) The 
manner 
alfo of 
their dan- 
cing is 
confeft in 
Bodse. ib. 
2. Cap. 4. 
And Re-- 
msg. isb.t. 
cap. 17. 
and 18. 
The fum 
of which M. Phil. Lud. Elich, relates thus,in his Demonom.Queff. to. 
Trspudss interdum interfune facie libera aperta , interdum obdutta 
larva, linteo, cortice, retieulo, peplo, vel alo velamine, aut farrinaria 
excerniculo involura. And a little after. Omnia fiune rieu abfurdif- 
fimo, ab omnis confuetudine bomsinum alsensffime, dorfis invicem obver- 
fis, © in orber jun&n mansbus, [aleando csrcumeunt perinde [ua ja@lan- 
tes capita, ut qus eeftro agitameur, Remigius adds out of the Confef- 
fon of Sybilla Morelia, Gyrum {empor sn levam progreds. Which Pliny 
obferves in the Priefts of Cybile. Nat. Hift. lib. 28. cap. 2. and to be 
done with great Religion. Bodie adds, that they ufe brooms in their 
hands,with which we armed our Witches ; and here we leave them. 


In 


Mafques. 


N the beat of their Dance, on the fudden, was heard a 
I found of loud Mufick, as if many Inftruments had made one 
blaft ; with which not only the Hagges themielves, but the Hell, 
into which they ran, quite vanifhed, and the whole face of the 
Scene altered, (carce fuffering the memory of uch a thing: But 
in the place of st, appeared a glorious, and magnificent Building, 
figuring the Houle of Fame, im the top of which, mere 4i{co- 
wered the twelve Mafquers, fisting pon a Throne triumphal; 
erséted in form of aPyramid, and circled with all ftore of 
light. From whom a Peron, by this time dejcended, in the fur- 
niture of Perfeus,and expreffing heroique, and mafculine Ver- 
tue, began tofpeak. 


HIEROICK VERTUE. 
fight, 
O fhould, at Fame’s loud found, and Vertue's 
All dark,and enviousWitchcrafe flie the light. 


(a)The I (a) did not borrow Hermes Wings, nor ask 
Ancients His crooked Sword, nor put on Pluto’s Cask, 
exprefsd 


a brave and mafculine Fereue in three Figures ( of Hercules, Perfew, 
and Beleropbon, ) Of which we chufe that of Perfeuws, armed as we 
have de(cribed him, out of Hefiod. Scuto Here. See Apollodor. the 
Grammarian, /ib.2. de Perfeo. 
Nor on mine arm, advanc’d wife Pallas thield, 
( By which, my Face avers’d,in open field 
J flew che Gorgon ) for an empty Name: 
When Virtue cut off Terror, he gate Fame. 
And, if when Fame was gotten, Terror dy’de, 
What black Erynns,or more hellifh pride, 
Durit arm thefe Haggs, now fhe is grown, and 
{ great, 
To think they could her glories once defeat ? 
{ was her Parent, and lam her ftrength. 
Heroique Virtue finks not under length 
Of years, or ages; but is ftill rhe fame, 
While he preferves, as when he got geed Fame. 
My Daughter,then,whofe glorious houfe you fee 
Built of all founding brafs, whofe Columns be 
Men-making Poets, and thofe well made AL, 
Whoée ftrife ic was, to have the happieit Pen 
Renown them to an after-life, and not 
With pride, to fcorn the Mufe, and die forgot ; 
She, that enquireth into all the World, 
And hath, about her vaulted Palace, hoorl’d 
All Rumors and Reports, or true, or vain, 
What utmoft Lands, or deepeft Seas contain ; 
(But only hangs great actions, on her file ) 
She, to this leffler World, and greateft fle,” 
To night founds Hosoar, which fhe would have 
| [ feen 
In yond’ bright Bevie, each of them a Queen. 
Eleven of them are of times, long gone. 
Penthefilea, the brave Amazon, 
Swift-foot Camilla, Queen ef Volfcia, 
Victorious Thomyrss of Scythia, 
Chafte Artemifia, the Carian Dame, 
And fair-hair’d Berenice, -£gypt’s fame, 
Hypficratea, glory of Afia, 
Candace, pride of «£thiopia, 
_ The Britais honour, Voadicea, 
The vertuous Palmyrene, Zenobia, 
The wife, and warlike Goth, Amalafunta, 
And bold Valafca, of Bobemia; 
 Thefé,in their lives,as fortunes,crownd the choice 
~ Of Woman-kind, and ’gainft all oppofite votce 
Made good to time, had, after death, the clame 
To live eterniz’din the houfe of Fame. 
Where hourly hearing (as, what there is old?) 
The glories of Bel-anna fo well told, 
Queen of the Ocean ; How, that fhe alone 
Poffeft all vertues, for which one by one 
They were fo fam’d ; And wanting then a head 
To form that fweet, and Bracious Pyramede 
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edie 


Wherein they fit, ic being the fov’raign place 

Of ail chat Palace, and referv’d to grace 

The worthie(tQueen:Theft, without envy’ on her, 

In life, defir’d chat honour to confer, 

Which, witn their death, no other fhould enjoy. 
he this embracing with a vertuous joy, 

Far from felf-love, as humbling all her worth, 

To him that gave it, hath again brought forth 

Theiz names to memory ; and means,this night, 

To make them once more vifible to light: 

And to that light,from whence her truth of {pirit 

Confeileth all the luftre of her merit. 

To you, moft Royal, and moft Happy Keng, 

Of whom, Fame’s houfe,in every part,doth ring 

For every vertue ; butcan give no increafe: 

Nort, though her loudeft Trumpet blaze your 

To you,thatcherifh every great example (peace. 

Contra¢ted in your felf; and being fo ample 

A field of honour, cannot but embrace 

A Spectacle, fo fullof love,and grace 

Unto your Court: where every Princely Dame 

Contends to be as bounteous of her fame 

To others, as her life was good to her. 

For, by their lives, they only did confer 

Good on them(elves; but,by their fame,to yours, 

And every Age, the benefic endures. 


Here, the Throne wherein they fate, being Machina verfati- _ 
lis, fuddenly chang’d ; and in the place of it appeard Fama 
bona, as fhe ss dejcrib’d (in Iconolog. di Cafare Ripa ) at- 
tid in white, with white wings, having a collar of gold about 
ber neck, anda heart banging at it: which Orus Apollo, is bis: 
Hicrogl. interprets the note of @ good Fame. In her right hand, 
fhe bore a trumpet, in ber left an olive branch: And 
for ber tate, it was, as (b) Virgil defcribes ber, at Aneid. 
the full, ber feet on the ground, and her head i the 
clouds. She, after the Mufick had done, which waited on the 
turning of the Machine, call’d frommthence, to Vertue, and 
Ipake this following Speech. 


FAME. 


Ertue, my Father, and my Honour ; thou 
That mad’{t me good,as great ; and dar’ft avow 
No Fame, for thine, but what is perfect : Aid, | 
To night, the triumphs of thy white-wing’d Maid. 
Do thofe renowned Queens all utmott Rites 
Their ftares can ask. Thisisa night of nights. 
In mine own Chariots let them, crowned, ride; 
And mine own Birds, and Bea/fs in geers apply’d 
To draw them forth. Unto the firft Carr tye 
Far-fighted Eagles, to note Fame’s (harp eye. 
Unto the fecond, Griffons, that defign 
Swiftne/s and flrength, two other gifts of mine. 
Unto the laft, our Lyons, that imply 
The top of graces, State, and Maje/ty. 
And lec thofe Hags be led as Captives, bound 
Before their wheels, whil’ft I my Trumpet found. 


Ai which, the loud Mufick founded, as before ; to give 
the Ma/quers time of defcending. - And here, we 
cannot but take the opportunity, to make fome more par- 
ticular defcription of their Scene, as alfo of the Per/ons 
they prefented ; which, hough they were difpofed rather 
by Chance, than Eleéion, yet it is my part to jultifie them 
all: And then, the Ledy that will own her Prefentation, 
may. 

To follow, therefore, the Rule of Chronology, which I 
have obferv’d in my Verfe, the moft upward in time was 
Penthefilea. She was Queen of the Amazons, and fucceeded 
Ortera, or (as fome will) Orithya; fhe liv’d, and was 
prefent, at the War of Zroy on their part,againft the Greeks, 
and (as fufin gives her teftimony ) Inter fortifimos viros, 


magna ejne virtutis documenta extitere. She is nowhere .na- 


med, 
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med, but with the Preface of Honour, and Vertue ; and 
is always advanced in the head of the wor- 


(a) Hift. — thieft Women. (4) Diodoras Siculus makes her 
sb. 2. the daughter of Afars. She was honour’d in 
her death to have it the act of AcbillesOf which 

(b) Lib. 3. (6) Propertius fings this triumph to her beauty. 

Eleg. 10. 
Aurea cui pofiquam nudavit caffida frontem, — 
Vicut victorem candida forma virum, — 

Next, follows Camilla, Queen of the Vol{cians, 
(c)Aineid. celebrated by (c) Verg:!, than whofe Verfes no- 
4b. 7. thing can be imagin’d more exquifite, or more 


honouring the perfon they cefcribe. They arc 
thefe, where he reckons up thole, that came on Tarnus his 
part, againit -£neas. 


Hos fuper advenit Vol{ca de gente Camilla, 
Agmen agens equitum, C florenteis ere cateruas, 
Bellatrix. Non tila colo, calathifve Minervee 
Fempreas aljucta manus, fed prelia virgo 

Dura pati, curfuque pedum prevertere ventos. 
Ila vel itatke fegetis per fumma volaret 
Gramina, nec teneras cur{u lafiffet arift.z : 

Vel mare per medium, fluttu {u{pen[a tumenti, 
Ferret iter, celeress mec tingeret equire plantas. 


And afterward tellsher Attire, and Arms, with the admi- 
ration, that the Spectators had of her. All which if the 
Poet created out of himfelf, without Nature, he did but 
fhew, how much fo divine a Soul could exceed her. 

The third liv’d in the age of Cyrus, the great Perfian 
_ Monarch; and made him leave to live. Thomyris, Queen 
of the Scythtaxs, or Maffagets. A Heroine of a moft invin- 
cible, and unbroken fortitude. Who, when Cyrus had in- 
vaced her, and taking her only Son (rather by Treachery 
than War, as fhe objected) had flain him; not touch’d 
with the grief of fo great a lofs, in the jufter comforr fhe 
took of a great revenge, purfiied not only the occafion, 
and honour of conquering fo potent an Enemy, with 
whom fell two hundred thoufand Soldiers: but (what was 
right memorable in her Victory ) left not a Metlenger 

furviving, of his fide to report the Maffacre. 
(4) IsClo. She is remembred both by (d) Heroditzs and 


iH i (c) ‘Fuftin, to the great renown, and glory of 

= her kind: with this Elogy. Quod potensifjimo Per- 

farum Monarche bello congreffa eff, ipjumaque &» vita 

caftris [poliavit, ad jujte ulcifcendam filss ejus indignifimam 
mortem. 7 | 


The fourth was honour’d to life in time of Xerxes, and 
prefent at his great Expedition into Greece; Ar- 
(f) In semifia, the Queen of Caria : whofe vertue ( f) 
Pelymn. Herodotus, not. without fome wonder, records. 
That, a Woman, a Queen, without a Husband, 
her Son a ward, and fhe adminiftring the Government, oc- 
cafion’d by no neceflity, but a meer excellence of fpirit, 
fhould embark her felf for fucha War; and there, {0 to 
behave her, as Xerxes beholding her fight,fhould 


(g) Hered, fay: (g) Viri quidem extiterunt mihi famine, femi- 
InUrania, ne autem viri. She is no lefs renowned for her 
(b) Val. | Chaftity, and love toher Husband, A4aufolus,(h) 
Max. ib. whole bones (after hc was dead) fhe preferv’d 
4.cap.6. in afhes, and drunk in Wine, making her {elf his 
ae Tomb; and yet, built to his memory, a Mena- 
cap, 18, ' ment, deferving a place among the Seven Win. 


ders of the World, which could not be done by 

Icfs than a wonder of Women. 
The fifth was the fair-hair’d Daughter of Prolomeus 
Philadelphus, by the elder Arfinoe ; who, married to her 
Brother Prolomaus, furnamed Evergetes, was after Queen of 
Egypt. Ifind Wer written both Beronice,and Berenice. This 
Lady, upon ah Expedition ef her new-wedded Lord into 
Affyria, vowed to Venus, if he return’d fafe, and Conque- 


Mafaues. 


by the fuccefs ) fhe afterward pestorm’d. But, ber Father 
mifling it, and therewith difpleas’d, Conon, a Adathemarician, 
who was then in honfhold with Profomy, and knew well to 
flatter him,perfuaded the King chat it was ta’ne up to Hea- 
ven, and made a Cunftellation ; fhewing him thofe feven 
Stars, ad caudams Leonis,which are fince called Coma Beroni- 
ces. Which Story, then prefently cclebrated by Calima- 


chus, ina moft elegant Poem, Catullus more elegantly con- 
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verted ; wherein they call her the Magnanimous, 

even from a Virgm: alluding (as (4; Hyginus (+) Afiro- 
fays ) toaRefcue fhemade of her Father inhis 77. 4:6.2. 
flight, and reftoring the courage and honour ef '” £*. 
his Army, even to a Victory. Their words 

are, 


(kh )Catul. 
Coma 
Beronsc. 


(k) Cognoram @ parva virgine magnanimam. 


The fixth, that famous Wife of M4tbridates,and Queen of 
Pontus, EH) pficratea, no lefsan Example of Vertue than the 
re{t; who fo loved her Husband, as fhe was afliftant to 
him in ail iahours, and hazard of the War, ina 


mafculine habit. For which caufe (as (/) Va- (4) Libg. 
lerius Maxim-s obferves ) fhe departed with a oe , 
chief ornament of her beauty. Tonfis enim ca- jg 


pillis, equo fe arwas affuefecst, gio facilius labc- 
ribus O periculss ejes interefict, And, afterward, in his flighe 
from Pompey, accompanied his misfortune, with a mind, 
and body equally unwearied. She is folemnly regiftred, 
by that grave Author, as a notable Prefident of AMarriage- 
Loyalty, and Love: Vertues,that might raife a mean Per- 
fon to equality with a Queen ; but a Queen to the State,and 
honour of a Deity. 

The feventh, that Renown of Ethiopia, Candace: from — 
whofe excellency, the fucceeding Queens of that Nation 
were ambitious to be called fo. A Woman of a moft 
haughty fpiric againft Enemies, and a fingular affection 
to her Subjects. I find her celebrated by 
(m) Dion, and (#) Ply, invading Egypt in the 
time of Augu/tus, who,though fhe were enforc’d 
to a Peace by his Lieutenant Petroniws, doth not 
the le(s worthily hold her place here ; when, 
everywhere, this Elogy remains of her Fame: 
That fhe was Maxims animi mulier, tantique in [uos meriti, ut 
omnes deinceps. cthiopum Regina ejus nomine fuerint appel- 
late. She govern’d in Meroe. | 

The eighth, our own honour, Voadicea, or Boodicea; By 
fome Bunduica, and Bunduca: Queen of the Iceni. A people, 
that inhabited that part of our J/lend, which was called 
Eaft- Anglia, and comprehcnded Suffolk, Norfolk, Cansbridge, 
and Huntington-fhires. Since fhe was born here at home, 
we will firit honour her with a home-born tefti- 
mony ; from the grave and diligent (0) Spen- 
cer. 


(m) Hift. 
Rom1.5 4. 
(m( Nat. 

- Hift. sb6. 
cap. 29. 


(0) Rue 


ines of 
tame. 


Bunduca Britome/s. 


Bunduca, that victorious Conquere/s, 

That lifting up ber brave Heroique thought 

Bove Womans weakne/s, with the Romans fought ; 
Fought, and in Field again? them thrice prevaild, &c. 


To which, fee her Orations in Story,made by 


(p), Tacitus, and (q) Dion: wherein is exprefled (p) Annal., 
all magnitude of a fpirit, breathing to the liber- ia} nee 
ty and redemption of her Country. © The later - q, ae 
of whom, doth honeft her befide, with a parti-  pbsion.sn 
cular defcription. Bunduica, Britannica femina, Nev. 

orta frripe Regia, quae non folum ess cum magna dig- 

nivate praefuit, fed etiam bellum omne adminiftravit ; cujus ant- 


ma virilss potius quans muliebris erat. And afterwards, Fe- 
mina, forma boneftiffimg, vultu fevero, &c. All which doth 


ror, the offering of her hair; which Vow of hers (exadted | weigh the more to her rrue praife, in coming fram the 


mouths 


—Mafques. 


a Seas a ee ee ee ee ee 
mouths of Romans,and Enemies. She liv’din the time of | mis’d ) of the Scene, which was the Houle of Favwe. 


Nero. | 

The ninth, in time, but equal ia Fame, and (the caufe 
of ic ) vertue, was the chalte Zenobia Queen of the Palmy- 
renes, who, after the death of her husband Odenatus , had 

the Name to be reckoned among the XXX. that ufurped 

the Roman Empire from Galienus. She continued a long and 

_ brave War, againft feveral Chiefs ; and was at length eri- 

umphed on by Aurelian: but, ea fpecie, ut mibil pompabilius 

P. Rom. videretur. Wer Chaitlity was fuch,Ut ne virum {uum 

Guidem {ciret ,nifi tentates conceptiomibus. She liv’d in a mott 

royal manner, and was adored to the cuftom of the Per- 

fians. When fhe made Orations to her Soldiers, fhe had al- 

. waysher Cask on. A Womanof amoft divine 

(2) In trés fpirit, and incredible beauty. In (4) Zrebelius 

gin. Ty- Polio, read the mott notable defcription ofa 

ene Queen, and her; that can be utter’d, with the 

dignity of an Hiforiaw, 

The tenth, fucceeding, was that learned, and Hervique 
Amatafunta, Queen of the Oftrog:ths, Daughter to Tieodo- 
rick, that obtained the Principalicy of Ravenna, and almoft 
all Italy, She drave the Burgundians and Jilmaines out of 
Liguria, and appear’d in her Government rather an Ex- 
ample, than a Second. She was the moft eloquent” of 
her Age, and cunning in all Languages, of any Nation 

ethat had Commerce with the Roman Empire. 
(6) M.An- (b) It isrecorded of her, that, Sine veneratione 
A Cocct. ary viderit nemo, pro miraculo fuerit ipfam audure 
abel. (out 4 ? Shik 
of Caffiod) quenters. Tantaque ills in decernendo gravitas, ut 
Ennead. 7, ‘¢vémsinss convitti, eum plecherentur, nilil fivt acerbum 
dsb. 2. pati viderentur. 
The eleventh, was that brave Bobemian Queen, 
Valafca, who for her Courage, had the Surname of Bold: 
That to redeem ber (elf and her Sex, from the Tyranny of 
Men, which they liv’d in, under Primijlaus, ona night, and 
at an hour appo:nted, led on the Women to the flanghter 
of their barbarous Husbands and Lerds. And _pofleffing 
themfelves of their Horfes, Arms, Treafure, and places of 
ftrength, not only ruled the reft, but lived many years af- 
ter, with the liberty, and fortitude of Amazons. 
Celebrated by (c) Raphael Volateranus, and in an 
elegant Tract of an Italians (d) in Latin, who, 
names him(elf Philalethes, Polyropsenfis civss) inter 
praftantifimas faminas. | 

The twelv’th, and worthy Severaign of all, | make Bel- 
anna, Royal Queen of the Ocean; of whofe dignity and 
perfon, the whole Scope of the Invention doth {peak 
_ throughout: which, to offer you again here, might but 
prove offence te that facred modefty,which hears any tefti- 
mony of others iterated, with more delight, than her own 
praife. She being plac’d above the need of fuch Cere- 
mony, and fafe in her princely vertue, againft the good, or 
il], of any Witnefs. The Name of Bel-axna 1 devis’d, to 
honour hers proper by ;fas adding to it, the Attribute of 
Fair: Andis kept by me, in all my Poems, wherein 1 men- 
tion her Majefty, with any fhadow, or figure. Of which, 
fome may come forth with a longer Deffiny, than this Age, 
commonly, gives to the beft Births,if_ but help'dto light by 
her gracious, and ripening favour. ¥ 

But, here, Tdifcern ‘a poffible Objection, arifing againft 


(c) y Geo- 
graph. l. 2. 
(d ‘Forcia, 
Queff. 
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The 
Structure, and Ornament of which { as is profeft before ) 
was entirely Mafter ‘fenes his Invention, and Defign. Firft, 
for the lower Columns, he chofé the Statues of the moft 
excellent Poets, as Homer, Virgil, Lucan, &c. as being the 
fubitancial Supporters of Fame. For the upper, Achilles, 
cEneas, Cajar, and thofe grcvat Heroes,which thefe Poets had 
celebrated. All which ftood, as in matly gold. Between 
the Pillars, underneath, were figured Land-Battels , Sea- 
Fights, Triumphs, Loves, Sacrifices, and all magnificent Sub- 
jects of Honour : in brafs, and heighren’d with filver. In 
which, he profeft to follow that noble de{Cription, made 
by Chaucer, of the place, sAbove were fited the Ma/quers, 
over wuole heads he devis’d two eminent figures of Ho- 
nour, and Vertue, for the Arch. The Freezes, both below, 
and above, were fill’d with feveral colour’d lights, like 
Emeralds, Rubies, Saphyres, Carbuncles, &e. the reflex of 
which, wich othcr lights, placed in the Concave,upon the 
Ma/quers habits, was tull of glory. Thefe habits had in 
them the excellency of all device, and riches ; and were 
worthily varied by his Invention, to the Nations, whereof 
they were Queens. Nor are th:f{-, alone, his due ; bue 
divers other acceflions to the firangene{s, and beauty of 
che Spectacle: as the Hell, the gong about of the Chariots, 
the binding the Waches, che turning Macbine,with the pre- 
fentation ot Fame. All which I willingly acknowled:e for 


him: fince it is a Vertue, planted in good Natures, that%' 


a 
from others, “f 


what refpects they with 'o obtain fruittully 
they will give ingenuoufly themfelves. 


By this time,imagin the A4a/quers defcended ; and agairt 
mounted into three triumphant Chariots, ready to come: 


F- 


forth. The firft four were drawn with Eagles, (whereof I 
gave the rcafon, as of the reit in Fame’sSpeecu) their four 
Torch-bearers, attending on the Chariot fides, and four of 
the Hags, bound before them. Then followed the fecond, 
drawn by Griffons, with their Torch-bearers, and tour 
other Hags. Then the laft, which was drawn by Lyom, 
and more eminent ; (wherein her Majefty was) and had 
fix Torch-bearers more, ( peculiar to her ) with the like 
number of Hags. After which, a full triumphant Adu/ick, 
finging this Song, while they rode, in State, about the 
Stage, 


S$ ONG. 


[ J Elp, help afl Tongues,to celebrate this Wonder : 
The voice of Farse fhould be as loud as Thunder. 
Her Houfe is all of Eccho made, 
Where never dies the found ; 
And, as her Brows the Clouds invade, 
Her Feet do ftrike the Ground. , 
~ Sing then good Fame, that’s out of Verise born: 
For, who doth Fare neglect, doth Vertue {corn. 


Here they lighted from their Chariots, and danc’d forth 
cheir firft Dance ; then a (econd, immediately following it: 
both right curious, and full of fubtile and excellent chan- 
ges, and feem’d perform’d with no lef (pirits,than of thofe 
they perfonated. The firft was to the Cornets, the fecond 
to the Violims. After which, they took out the Men, and 


me; to which 1 muft turn: As, How I can bring Perfons of jdanc’d the meafures; entertaining the time, almoft to the 
fo different Ages, to appear properly together? Or, why ( swhich| {pace of an hour, with fingular variety : when, to give 
as more unnatural ) with Virgil’s Mezentius, I join the living | them reft, from the Mafique which attended the Chariots, by 


with the dead ? an{wer to both thefe, at once. 


Nothing 1s | chat moft excellent Tenor voice, and exact Singer (her Ma- 


more proper ; Nothing morenatural. . For thefe alllive ; | jefties Servant, Mafter ‘Fo. Allin ) this Ditty was fung. 


and together, in their Fame: and fo I prefent them. Befides, 
if | would fly to the all-daring power of Poetry , where 


could I not take Sanctuary? or in whofe Poem? For other | 


Objections,let the looks and nofes of Judges hover thick ; 
fo they bring the brains: or if they do not, I care not. 
When I fuffer’d it to go abroad, 1 departed with my right: 
And now, fo fecure an Interpreter lam of my chance, that 
neither praife, nor difpraife fhall affect me. 

- There refts, only, that we give the DefCription (we pro- 


Woh, ser uy ate MS hf ify 


SONG. 


W Hen all,the Ages of the Earth 
| Were crown’d, but in this farsous Birth ; 


And that, when they would boaft their ftore 
Of worthy Queens, they knew no more: 
How happier is that Age, can give 
A Queen, in whom all they do live. | 
Zz After 
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After it, fucceeded their third Dawe ; than which, a 
More sumerons compofition could not be feen : Graphi- 
cally difpofed into Letters, and honouring the name of the 


moft {weet and ingenious Price, GHARLES, Duke of . 


York. Wherein, befide chat principal grace of per(pi- 
Cuity, the motions were fo even and apt,and their expref- 
fion fo juft; as if Mathematicians had loft Proportion, they 
might there have found it. The Asthor was Mafter The. 
Giles. After this, chey danc’d Galliards, and Corranto’s. 
And then their laft Dance, no lefs elegant ( in the place) 
chan the reft, with which they took their Chericts again, 


and triumphing about the Stage, had their return to the 


Mafques. 


Th* Affyrian Pomp, the Perfian Pride, 
Greeks Glory, and the Romans di'de : 
And who yet imitate | 
Their Noifes, tarry the fame Fate. 
Force greatnefs all the glorious ways 
You can, it foon decays ; 
But fo good Fame fhall never : 
Her Triumphs, as their Caufés, are for ever. 


To conclude which, I know no worthier way of 
Epilogue, than the Celebration of who were the Celebra- 


Houfe of Fame celebrated with this laft Song ; whofe Notes |** 


( as the former) were the work, and honour of my ex- 
cellent Friend, Alfon{o Ferrabo{co. 


S O N G. 


H O, Vertue, can thy power forget, 
That fees theft live, and triumph yet ? 


The QUEENS MAFESTY. 
The Co. of ARUNDEL. 
The Co. of DERBT. 

The Co. of HUNTINGTON. 
TheCo. of BEDFORD. 

The Co. of ESSEX 


The Co. of MONIGOMERT. 
The Vicou. of CRANBORNE. 
The La. ELIZ 4. GUILFORD. 
The La. ANNE WINTER. 
The La. WINDSORE. . 
The La. ANNE CLIFFORD. 
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PRINCE 
BARR 


"The Lady ofthe Lake, it ilcovere, 


Silence, calm a8 are my Waters, meet 
Your rais’d attentions, whilft my filver feet 
Touch on the richer fhore ; and to this feat 
Vow my new duties and mine old repeat. 
Left any yet fhould doubt, or might miftake 
What Nympb Iam; behold the ample Lake 
Of which tam. ftyld ; and near it Merlin’s Tomb 
Grave of his cunning, as of mine the Womb. 
By this ie will not ask me to proclaim 
More of my felf, whofe Actions, and whofe Name — 
Were fo full feign’d in Brisifh Arthur's Court; 
No more than ic will fie me to report. : 
What hath before been trufted to our (quire 
Of me, my Knight, his Fate, and my defire 
To meet, if not prevent his deftiny, 
And ftile him'to the Court of Britany ; 
Now when the Ifland hath regain’d her Fame 


Wife, temperate, juft, and ftour, claims Arthur’ Seat./ 4. 


Did 1 & equal? O tao prodigal Wrong # 
Of my moe and unequal Tongue! (he Pg pel 
How brighter far, than when our Arthur liv'd, af eth lng 


es 5 2. 


All that is high or great, or can comport 

Unto the Stile of Majefty, that knows 

No Rival, but it felf, this place here fhows. 
Only the Houfe of Chivalry (how e’re 

The inner parts and ftore be full, vet bere 

In that which Gentry fhould fuftain ) decayed 
Or rather ruin’d feems; her Buildings lay’d 


vid) “Meee ae eee Young Valours forth, by their old Forms to fight. 
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Flat with the Earth; that were the Pride of Time, 
And did the barbarous Mempbian heaps out-clime. 
Thofe Obslisks arsd Colurnns broke, and down, 

That ftrook the Stars, and rais’d the Britifh Crown 
To be a Conitellation : Shields ar.d Swords, 
Cob-wek’d, and rufty ; nota helm catfords 

A Spark of Luftre, which were went fo give 
Light to the World, and made the Nation live, 
When in a Day of Honour fire was imit 


I87 


- {To have put out Velcen’s, and have lafted yet. 
-{ O, when this A&difice ftood great and high, 


That i in che Carcafs hath fuch Majefty, 


_| Whofe very Sceleton boafts fo much worth, 


What Grace, what Glories did it then fend forth 2 
When tothe Scructure went more noble Names 
Than the Ephefien Temple loft in flames: 

When every Stone was laid by vertuous Hands; 
And ftanding fo, (Othat it yet not ftands! ) 
More Truth of ArchiteGwre there was bla2’d, 


Than liv’d in all. che ignorant Gorbs have rais‘d. | og 


4 There Porticus were built, and Seats for Knights 
%,| That watch’d for all Adventure, Days and Nights 


‘The Nieces fill’d with Statues, to invite 


With Arks triumphal for their Actions done, 

! | Out-ftriding the Coloffus of the Sun. 

And Trophies, rear’d, of {poiled Enemies, 

Whofe Tops pierc’d through the Clouds, and hit the Skies. 


ea es tiee, Ch 
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And not been frighted. Itchy Arther am 
Tranflated to a Star ; and of that frame 

Or conftellation that was call’d for me 

So long before, as fhowing what I fhould be. 
Aréturus, once thy King, and now thy Star. 
Such the rewards of all good Princes are. 
Nor let it rouble thy defign, fair Dame, 


Thgedam prefers 
Aad inne 5 fince “genet: ayé now dewolv’d 
Thag Merlin’s My fick j rophefies are abfaty’d, 

In Britai’s Name, the§lnion of shisIle;*- 
And clagn bork of my $cepter and my Sgle, +. 


Fair fall his Vertue, cthae doth fill chat Throne, 
In which I joy, to find my felf fo out-fhone ; 
And for the greater, with, men fhould him take, 
As it is nobler to reftore than make. 


Proceed in thy great Work ; bring forth thy Knighe 
Preferved for his times, that by the mighe 
And magick of bis Arm, he may reftore, 

~ Thefe ruin’d Seats of Vertue, ang build more, 
Let him be famous, as was Trifram, Tor.) 
Launclor, and all our Lift of Kuight-hood: or 
Who were before, or have been fince. His name 
Strike upon Heaven, and there ftick his fame, 
Beyond the Paths, and Scarches of the Sun, 
Let him tempt Fate ; and whena World is wun, 
Submig it duely to this Scate, and Throne, 
Tift time, and utmoft ftay make that his own. 

But firit receive this fhield; whereinis wrought 
The truth that he muft follow ; and (being taught 
The ways from Heaven) ought not be defpis’d. 

It isa piece, was by the Fates devis’d __ 

Toarm his maiden ‘eof : oad ha 
Defenfive Arrps thioftenjive fi ofe-gp. 

Indow hire aE ie Lady of the Lake. si 

And for che other Myfteries, here, awake 

The learned Merlin ; when thou fhur’ft him there, 
Thou buried’ft Valour too, for Letters reer 

The Deeds of Honour high, and make them live. — 
If then chou feek to reftore prowe/s, give 

His Spirit freedom ; chen prefent thy Knight : 

For Arms and Arts fuiftain each others right. 


LADY. 


Y errour I acknowledge, though too late 
To expiate ic; There’s no refifting Fate. 
Arife great Sol; Fameby furreption got — 
bot. owthe oe, May ftead us for the time, but lafteth not. 


us axe O, do not rife with ftorm, and rage. Forgive 
4b fi “yf Repented wrongs. Pam caufe thou now fhalt tive 
Ts ‘Eternally, for being depreft a-while, 


Qin - k afge y Want makes us know the price of what we avile. 
MERLIN. 


[ Neither ftorm, nor rage ; *tis Earth; blame her 
That feels thefe motions when great Spirits ftir, 
She is affrighred, and n ow chid by Heaven, 

Whilft we walk calmly on upright and even. 

Call forth the fair Adcliadys, chy Knight, 

They are his Fates that make the Elements fight : 
And thefe but ufvial throws, when time fends forth 
A Wonder or a Spectacle of Worth. | 

At common Births the World feels nothing new ; 

At thefe fhe fhakes; Mankind lives ina few. 


£LADIT. 
HE Heavens, the Fates, and thy peculiar Stars, 


Meliadws fhew thee ; and conclndc all Jarrs. 
Meliadus, and bis fix Affiftants bere difcovered. 


wich chy: flame ~. ee | os 
‘#The re bood yes of all the World, whase now 


Meafgues. 


Vee 
MERLIN. 


mI | = Now the Sphe res are in their Tunes again, Arifing 


9 What place is this 0 bright thae doth “a een 


Yet undemolifh’d? or but late built! O, | - 
I read it noyg” Sc. Géorge’s’Portico! -"" Ps 


< a” 


ight- ves honoys’d yith a crowned brow. . 
: Knight Sceng,: and fic eels him in : 
That*ynuft of all Worlds fame the Garland win. 


LADT. 


O’s he not fit like (ters, orone that had 
The berter of him, in bis Armor clad? 
And thofe his fix Affiftants, as the pride 
Of the old Gracias Heroes had not died? S. 
Or like Apollo, rais’d to the World’s view, 
The pniguee after he she Python flew. 


MERLIN. 


» NTS all too little, Lady, you can fpeak. 
My thought grows great of him, and fain would 

Invite him forth, and guide him to his ¥ent, = 

That } may read, this Prield his Faces pedfent. 2 


LADY. 


Lory of Knights, and hope of all the Earth, 
- Come forth; your Forprefs bids; who -feqm your | 


- oo dey ee ey OG, 7, Cire 

Hath bred yqu.to this Hour, and for this Throne. 
This is the Field to make your Vertue known. 

If he were now (he fays) to vow his Fires 
Of Faith, of Love, of Service, then his Squires 
Had utter’d nothing for him: But hehopes 
in the firft tender of bimfelf, his Scopes. . - 
Were fo wel] read, -as it were no decor’m. 
Where truth js ftudied, there to practice form. 


MERLIN. 


N O, let his Actions fpeak him; ard this thield 
, Let down from Heav’n, that to his Youth will yield 
| Such Copy of Incitement : Not the Deeds 
Of antique Knights, to catch their fellows ficeds 
Or Ladies palfreys, refcue from the force . 
Of ¢#fell Giant, or fome fcore to unhorfe. 
Thefe were bold Stprias of our Arthur’s Age : 
But here are other Acts; another ftage : 
And Scene appeas ; it is not fince as then: . 
No Giants, Dwarfs, or Monfters here, but Men. 
His Arts muft be to govern, and give Laws’ 
‘To Peace no le(s than Arms. His face here draws 
An Empire with it, and defcribes each State 
Preceding there, that he fhould imitate. 
Firft, fair Adeliadss, hath fhe wrought an Ife. 
The happieft of che Earth (whiclr to your ftile 
In time mult add) and in it placed high o 
Britain, the only Name, made Cefar fly. : , 
Within the nearer parts, as apt, and due = 
To your firft Speculation you. may view 
The Eye of Fuftice fhooting through the Land, 
Like a bright Planer ftrengthned by the hand 
Of firft, and warlike Edward ; then th’increafe | 
Of Trades and Tillage, under Laws and Peace, | 


e 
~ aihae ‘ 


Begun by him, but fetled and promov’d 

By the third Herce of his Name, who loy’d , 

To fet his own awork, and not to fee 
The fatnefs of his Land a portion be | 


For . 


For ftrangers. This was he, erected firft . 

The trade of Clothing,by which Art were nurft 

Whole millions to his fervice,.and reliev’d. _ 

The golden Fleece, a 

If Induftry or.home’do not decline. 
To prove which‘trie, ‘ obferve what tréafiire 


heed no foreign Mitie, . - 
_, There 


The wife and fevenith dfewsof each yeat, | : ee 


To be the ftrength and finewsof'aWar, | 
When Mars fhould thpndey,or his peace butjar. | 
And here how she eighth Hesry his brave’ Soh: 


Built Forts, made général Muttets, train’d Youth of : 
re es b 


[boith, 


In exercife of Arms, and girt hisCoalt-° 


1 & 


‘So may poor, a finge they have eliewd. 3 


But here at Posters he was Mars indeed. 
Never did Valor with more ftream fucceed 
» | Thanhe had there. He flow’d out like a Sea 


’ |Upon their Troops, and lefe their Arms no way : 


Or like a Fire carricd with high winds 


Now broad, and fpreading, by and byit finds =. - 


A vent upright, to look which way'to burn: | 
Then fhoots along again, or round .doth turn, 
‘’ | Till in the circling fpoil ic hath embrac’t | 
., | All chat ftood nigh, or inthe reach to waft ; 


?" | Such was histage that day ; but then forgor 


‘|| Soon as his Sword. was theath’d, it lafted nor, 
After the King, the Dauphin, and French Péers 


With ftrength ; to which (whofe Fame no Tongue can| By yielding to him, wifely quit their fears, 


Up to her worth, thoygh all beft Tongués be.glad 

To name her ftill ) did great Eliz add 

A Wall of Shipping, and became,thereby 

The Aid, or Fear of ati the'Natiors nigh: “* 

Thefe, worthieft Prince, are fet you near to read, 

Thae Civil Arts the Martial muft precede : 

That Laws and Trade bring Honours in and Gain, 

And Arms defenfive a fafe Peace maintain. 

But when your Fate fhall eall you forth to affure 

Your Virtue more (though not to make fecure ) 

View here, what great Examples the hath plac’d. 
Fir, Two brave Britein Heroes, that were gracd 

To fight their Saviour's Battels,and did bring 

Deftruétion on the Faithlefs ; one a King, © 

Richard, farnamed with the Lions heart, — 

The other Edward, and the firft, whofe part 

(Then being but Prince)it was to lead chefe Wars 

In the Age after, but with better Stars. : 

For here though Cur de Li like a Storm: 

Pour onthe Seracens, and doth perform 


Deeds paft an Angel, arn’d with Wrath and Fire, 


Plowing whole Armies up, with zealous Ire, 

And walled Cities, while he doth defend 
That Canfe that fhould all Wars begin and end ;_ 
Yet when with Pride, and for. humane Refpect 
The Auffriens Colours he doth here deject. 

With too much corn, behold at length tow Fate 
Makes hima wretched Prifoner to that State ; 

And leaves him, asa mark of Fortune's fpight, . 
When Princes tempt their Scars beyond their hight: 
Whibft upright Edward thines no Jefs thane, 
Under the wings of golden Victory, 

- Nor lets out no lef Rivers of the blood : 

Of Infidels, but makes the Field a flood, ~ 
And marches through ir, with St. Georges Crofs, 
Like I/raels Hoft to the Egyptians loG, od 
Through the Red. Sea: che Earth beneath him cold, 


tA . 
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And quaking fuch an Enemy to behold. | 

For which, his temper’d zeal, fee Providence’ - 
Flying in here, and arms him with defence 
Againft ch’Affaflinate made upon hislife 
By afoul wretch, from whom he wrelts the knife, 
And gives him a juft hire: which yet remains 

A warning to great Chiefs, to keep their trains 
About ’em ftill, and not, to privacy, 

Admit a hand that may ufe treachery. 

Nearer than thefe, not for che fame high caufe, 
Yet for the next ( what was his Right by Laws 
Of Nations due) doth fight chat Mars of Men 
The Black Prince Edward, ’gainft the French, who 
At Creffey field had nomore years than you, [ then 
Here his glad Father has him inthe view 
As he is entring S the ea al War, : 

And alkblefgngs on him from atar 
ThacWithes id igi ah te (that clofe of day ) 
Like a young Lyon, newly taught to prey, 
Invades the herds, fo fled the French, and tears 
From the Bobemian Crown the Plume he wears, 
Which after for his Creft he did preferve 
To his Fathers ufe, with this fic word, J SERVE. 


Whom he did ufe with fach humanity, 

As they complain’d not of’ Captivity <’ 

But here to England without fhame camein. 

To be his Captives, was the next to win. _ 
Yet refts’ the other’thunderbolt of War, a 


| So like, as Fate would have you fo in worth, 
J Mluftrious Prince. This Vertue ne’re came forth, 
But Fame flue greater for him, than fhedid 
‘For other Mortals; Fate herfelf didbid‘ 
‘To fave his life: Thetime it reach’d unto, ~ 
War knew not how'to give him enongh to do. | 
‘His very Name made head againft his Foes. 
 fiAnd here at Agin.Court where firft it rofe, 
¢ there hangs ftill a Comet over France, . . 
Striking their malice blind, that dare advance 
|\A thought againft it, lightned by yourflame — 
‘That fhall fucceed him both in deeds and name. 
I could report more actions yet of weight 

Out of this Orb, ashere of Eighty-aight, © 
| Againft the proud Armada, ftil’d by Spain, 
Tbe Invincible; that cover’d all the Main, 


__ 4 As if whole iflands had broke loofe, and frvame ; 


Or half of Norway with her Firr-trees carne, 
| yo join the Continents, it was fo great; * * * 
et by the aufpice of Eliza beat: = = = 
That dear-belov’d of Heaven,whom.to.preferve 
The winds were call’d to fight, and ftormis ta fervez 
a tumor drown’d another. billows ftrove 
lo out-{well Ambition, water Air out-droye, 
Though fhe not wanted on that glorious day, . 
An éver-honor’d Howard to difplay 7 
_ it. Georges Enfign; and of that high race 
' & fecond, both which ply’d the Fight and Chace: 
nd fent firft bullets, then a fleet of fire, 


o ‘Then fhot themfelves like Ordnance; and a tire 


thips for pieces, through the Enemies Moon, 

at wan’d before it grew, and now they foon 
Are rent, fpoibd, (Catter’d, toft with all difeak, 

d for their. thirft of Brizeis drink the Seas. 

e Fifh were never better fed thanthen, 
Although at firft they fear’d the blood of men 
Had chang’d their Element ; and Neprune fhook 
As if the chunderer had his palace took. 

So here in Wales, Low-Countries,France and Spass, 
You may behold both on the land main 
The conquefts got, the f{poils, the Trophies rear’d 
By Britifh Kings, and fuch as no bleft heard 
Of all the Nation, whichmay make t’invite 
Your valure upon need, but not Pincite 
Your neighbour Princes, give them all their due, 
And be prepar’d if they will trouble you. 

He doth but {courge himéelf, his fword that draws 
Without a purfe, a counfeland a caufe. 

But all thefe fpurs to vertue, feeds of praife 
Mutt yield to this that comes.Here’s one will raife 
Your glory more, and fo above the reft, 

As if the acts of all mankind were preft 

In hisExample. Here are Kingdoms mixt 

And Nations join’d, a ftrength of Empire sa 
n- 
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Harry the Fifth, to whom in Face you are hy «files 
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358 —— Mafques. 
ae ek en ee 
Conterminate with Heaven ; the golden vein © | _ 
Of Satarns Age is here broke out again. CHAVALRY, 
Henry but joyn’d the Rofes, that enfignd | sae 7 | 
Particular families, but this hath joyn’d W it from death, that name would wake me. Say 
The Rofe and Thiftle, and in them combin’d | _ Which is the Knight? O, I could gaze a day 
A Union, that fhall never be declin’d. Upon his armour that hath fo reviv’d - . 
Ireland that more in title than in fat — . |My fpirits, and tells me that I am long liv’d 
Before was conquer’d is his Lawrels act! 23 In his appearance. Break you ruftydores 
The wall of Shipping by Elis made, That have fo long been fhut, and from the fhores 
Decay’d (as all chings fubject are ro fade) | Of all the world, come knighthood like a flood 
He hath new built, or fo reftor’d, that men | | Upon theft lifts, to make the field here, good, 
For noble ufe, prefer it afore then: And your own honors, that are now call’d forth . _ 
Royal and nsighty James, whofe name thall fee _. 4 Againft che with ofmen co prove your worth.' 
A goal for all pofteriry oe a | es | ee Bc, | 
In running at by actions bard and high: " p. 
This is the height at which your choughtsmuft fly. =. The B | ARR ; E R S. 
He knows both-bow to govern, how to fave, = — a at 
What fubjects, what their contraries fhould have, - After which Merlin fpeaks. 
What can be done by power, and what by love, | : , | 
What fhould to Mercy, what to Suffice move: [ Ay, ftay your valure, ’tis a wifdom high 
All Arts he can, and from the hard of Fate 7 In Princes to uf fortune reverently. 
Hath he enfored the making his own date He that in deeds of rms obeys his blood, 
Within his proper vertue hath he plac’d | Doth often tempt his deitiny Leyond good. 
His guards *gainft Fortune, and there fixed faft Look on this throne, and in lis temper view 
The wheel of Chance,about which Kings are hurl’d The light of all that muft have grace in you: 
And whofe outragious raptures fill the World. His equal Faftice, upright Fortitude | 
| _ And fetled Prudence, with tliat Peace indued 
LADYT. . | Of face, as mind, always himfelf and even. . - 
= | , So Hercules, and good men bear up heaven. 
This is he, Meliadus, whom you I dare not fpeak his vertues for the fear 
» Muft only ferve, and give your felf unto: Of flatt’ring him, they come fo high and near 
And by your diligent practice to obey { To wonders; yet thus much I prophefie 
So wife a Mafter learn the art of fway. , | Of him and his. All cares your felves apply. 
Merlin, advance the fhield upon his tent You, and your other you, great King and Queen, 


| Have yet the leaft of your bright Fortune feen, 


And now prepare fair Knight to prove th’ event 
Which fhall rife brighter every hour with Time, 


Of your bold Cdsllenge. Be your vertue fteel’d, 


cd 


And let your drum give note you keep the field. And in your pleafurre quite forget the crime in 
Is this the land of Brisas fo renown’d _ . § Of change; your ages night fhall be her. noon. ° ee 
For deeds of Arms, or are their hearings drown’d . —_ {And if this young Knight, thac now puts forth © foon 
That none do anfwer ? | | Into the World, fhafl in your names atchieve | 
| a More Gyrlands for this Spate, and fhall relieve 
MERLIN. Your cares in government; while that youngLord YG; “y ae 
; Shall fecond kim in Arms, and fhake a {wo Aes xr 
: Stay, methinks I fee And launce againft the foes of God and you. rs : 
A perfon in yond’ Cave. Who fhould that be ? Nor fhall lefs joy your royal hopes purfue me 
I know her Enfigns now: ’Tis Chevalry In that moft princely A¢aid,whofe form might call 4,44, 
Poffefs'd with fleep, dead as a Lethargy: The World to war, and make it hazard all offen A fe» 
If any Cherm will wake her, ’tis the name _ | His valour for her beauty, fhe fhafl be mee 
Of our Meliadus. Vil ufe his Fame. Mother of Nations, and her Princes tee 77 ¢ofr-fA- 
Lady, Melsadus, Lord of the Iles, _- Rivals almoft to thee. Whilit you fit high, Fe. 
Princely Leliadys, and whom Fate now tiles .{ And led by them behold your Britain fly : 
The fair Adciadus, bath hung his thield, _ | Beyond the line, when what the feas before 
Upon his tent, and here doth keep the field, } Did bound, thall to the sky then ftreteh his fhore. 


According to his bold and princely word ; 
And wants employment for his pike and fword. 


OBERON. 
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7 HE ace of the Scene appeared all obfcure, 
; and Rass st Boe but a dark Rock, with Trees 


beyond it ; and all wildne{s, that could be prefemted : 
Till, at one corner of the Cliff, above the Horizon, 


the Moon began to (hew, and rifing, @ Satyr was feen (by ber 
light ) to pat forth his bead,.and call. 
SATITR«. 

(a) (\ Hromis, (b) Mnafyl? None appear ? 
(a))Titey (4) ‘ See you not, who rifech here ? 
names of - + (c) You faw Silenus, late, I fear ! 
two + Ple prove, if this can reach your Ear. 
young Se. 


errs, I find in Vir. Eclog. 6, that took Silenw fleeping ; who Is fain’d to 
be the Pedagege of Bacchus: As the Satyrs are his Collufores, or 
Play-fellows. So doth Diedor. Siculus, Synefins, Futian. in Cefarib. 
report them. (c¢) A proverbial Speech, when they will tax one the 
other of drinking, or fleepinefs 5 alluding to that former place, in 


Virgil. Chroma (§ Mnafylus ie antro Silenum, pucri, fomno videresacen- 
sem, 


befterno venas, ut femper, Tacebo. 
He svound bis Cornet, and thought bimfelf anfwerd; but was 
deceyved by the Echo. | 


O, you wake then : Come away, 
Times be fhort, are made for play ; 
The hum’rous Moon too will not ftay : 


(d)S ilenus 


What doth make you thus delay ? 
is every- (@)Hath his Tankard toucht your brain? .’ 
where Sure, they’re faln afleep again : 
at i? Or I doubt it was the vain 


sine cusiit Eccho, did me entertain. 


Cyclops Eursp. and known by that notable enfign, his Tankard: out of 
the fame place of Virg. Er gravis attrita pendebat cantharus anfa. 
As alfo out of that famous piece of Sculpture, in a little gem or 
piece of Fafper, obferv'd by Monfieur Caufabon, in his Tract de Saty- 
rica Poéf, from Rafcafius Bagarrius: whereinis defcribed the whole 
manner of the Scese, and Chori,of Bacebus, with Silewus, and the Se 
eyrs. An clegant and curious Antiquity, both for the fubtilty and la- 


bour: where, in fo {mall a compafs, ( to ufehis words ) there is Re- 


rum, Perfonarum, Attienum plane flupenda varict a, 


Qu 
HENRYS. 


Prove aie thought *twasfhe. [ Hes wound be 

Idle N; I pray thee, be time 

Modett, and not follow me, Sounds. J P : 
(eI nor love my felf, nor thee. Os A 


that known Fable of Eecho's following Nerciffus; and hisSelt- Love, 


Here be svound the third time, and was anwer'd by another 
Satyr, who likewife foeaed bimfelf. Towbich be |poke. 


J, this Sound I better know : 
Litt! I would I could hear mo. 


As this they came running forth feverally, from drvers parts 
of the Rock, leaping, and making antick a ions, and geftures, to 
the wumber of ten ; forme of ther (peaking, forme adrmring : And 
among /t thems a Silene, who is ever the Prefect of she 


c 
and fo prefened in all their Chori, and imectings. se 
SATTR 2. | 
Thank us, and you thall do fo. 
SATIR 3- ; 
I, our Number foon will grow. 
SA 7 IT R 2. | 
See (4) Silenus ! (d) In the 
pomps of 
Dionyfeus, or Bacchus, to every company of Satyrs,there was itill given 


a Sslene, for their Overfeer,or Governor. And in that which is de 
(crib’d by Atheneus,in his fifth Book, Bins Sileni ros femel comme. 
morantur, gus totidem plurium Satyrorum gregibus prefine, Brant 
enim ecorum Epifiata, Prefules, O Corypbe:, proprer_grandem atatem, 
He was alfo purpures patio veftiens, cum albnfolen,€G perafarus, aurcum 


caducewan parvum ferens, Vid. Athena. Dipnof, |sb.6, de pempa Pteice 


mecia, 


SATTR 3. 
CERCOPS, too! 


: SATIR 


SATIR 4. 
Yes. What is there now to do 2 


-SATIR 5. 
Are there any Nympbs to woo? 


SATIR 4. 
(2)If there be, let me have two. 


\ 


(a) The. 
nature of ; 
the Satyrs the wife Horace expre(s'd well,in the word, when he cal- 
led them Rsfores (9 Dicaces,as the Greek Poets, Nonnus,&c. ftile them 
gircxSryuxs. Nec folum dicaces, fed & prons in Venerem, &F falta- 
bores affidut &9 credebantur,  fingebantur, a 

Unde Satyrica faltatio, qué eixipuis dicebatur , es a qua Satyri 
Ip omivvisat. Vel a Sicsno anventore vel X00 7 xsvnogps, td eff, 
& motu falsations Satyrorum, qas eft concitatsfimus, 


SILENUS. 


(b) But in (6)Chafter language. Thefe are Nights 
the Ss/e- Solemn, to the thining Rites 

dace Of the Fairy Prince, and Knights : 
He fae While the Moon their Orgies lights. 


petulance, and lightnefs, but on the contrary, all gravity, and pro 
found knowledge, of moft fecret my tteries. Infomuch as the moft 
Jearned of Poets, Yirgi/, when he would write a Poem of the begin- 
nings, and hidden nature of things, with other great Antiquities, at- 
tributed the parts of difputing them , to Ss/enus, rather than any 
other. Which whofoever thinks to be eafily, or by chance done by 
the moft prudent W. iter, will eafily betray his own ignorance, or fol- 
ly. _ To this fee the teliimonies of Plato, Syneftus, Herodotus, Strabo, 
Philoftratus, Tertullian, &c. 


SATIR 2. 
Will they come abroad,anon? 


SATIR 3. 
Shall we fee young OBERON ? 


* SATIR 4. 
Is he fuch a princely one, 
As you {peak him long agone ? 
SILENUS. 


Satyrs, he doth fill with grace, 
Every feafon, ev’ry place ; 
Beauty dwells, but in his Face : 


(c)JAmong (c)H’is the height of all our Race. 
the An- Our Pan’s Father, (4) god of tongue, 
cients, the Bacebus, though he ftill be young, 
sas oe . Phebus, (e) when he crowned fung, 
Centaures, Nor Mars,(f )when frit his armor rung, 
and Sa- Mighe with him be nam’d, that day. 
tyrs,iscon-— He is lovelier, than in May 

| eet Is the Spring, and there can ftay 
au As little, as he can decay. 


either. As fometimes the Saeyrs are faid to come of the Centaures, 
and again the Cevtaures of them. Eitherof them are Spués, but af- 
ter adiverfe manner. And Galen obferves out of Hippocrates, Com- 
ment.3.1n 6. Epidemior: that both the Asbentans and lonsans, called 
the Sutyrs giegs, OF enptas; which name the Centaures have with 
Homer = from whence, it were no unlikely Conjectures, to think our 
word Faerses to come. Viderint Critsct. (d) Mereury, who for the 
love of Penelope, while fhe was keeping her Father Icarzus Herds on 
the Mountain Tuygetan, turn’d himfelf into a fair Buck-Goat 5 with 
whote Sports and Flatteries, the Nymph being taken, he begat, on 
her, Pan: who was born, Capste cornuso ,barbaque,ac pedibus bircings, 
As Homer hathit,in Hymns: and Lucian.in dsaligo Panu & Morcy- 
vis. He wascall’d ebe Gsver of Grace, yaerd¥] ns, pati se@-, xy AdLxos. 
Hilarn, & aibus,nitens Cyllensus alm. As Bacchus was call’'d av@-, 
florsdus: and Hebe, a lanugine (5 molls arate, fempcr virens. (e) Apol- 
fois faid, after Fupster had put Saeurn to flight, to have fung his Fa- 
ther’s Victory to the Harp, Purpurea toga decorus,  lauro coromatus, 
maurificeque deos omnes qus accubuerant, sm convsvio delefaviffe.Which 
Tibillus, in sb. 2. Elegsar. points to. Sed nstidus,pulcherque vens. Nunc 
éndue veftem Purpuream, longes nunc bene nette comas. Quaiem te me- 
morant Saturno rege fugatol stor laudes tune ceciniffe Foun. (f) He 
was then lovely, as being not yet itain’d with blood, and called yeve- 
hits “Apns, guafi anreum flagellum (vel redtsus ) aureamgaleam ba- 
ens. 


Mafques. 


CHORUS. 
O, that he would come away! : ; 
SATIR 3. | 
(g/Grandfire, we thall leave to play (g) In Fa 
With (4) Lyess now; and ferve oe 
Only OB’RON. r5in that 


Part, which he entitles, de Saryrich perfonn, we read, that Sslemus is 
called mxrxr@-, that is, avus, to note his great age: as amongft the 
comick pei tons, the reverenced for their years, were called rarer? 
and with Fulsan, in Cef, Bacchus, when he fpeaks him fair, calls him 
manridioy. (hb) Anameof Bacchus, Lyeus, of freeing mens minds 


trom cares ¢ Og 7 Avw, folvo. ; 


SILENUS. 


| He’le deferve 
Allyou can, and more, my Boys. 


SATIR 4. 
Will he give us pretty Toys, 
To beguile the Girls withall 7 


SATTR 3. 
And to make ’em quickly fall? 


STILENUS. 


Peace my Wantons: be will do é 
More than you can aim unto. 


~ 


SATIR 4. 
Will he build us larger Caves? 
SILENUS. | 


Yes, and give you Ivory Staves, 
When you hunt; and better Wine : 


SATITRt. 
Than the Mafter of the Vine? 
SATTR2. | 
And rich Prizes, to be wun, a 
When we leap, or when we run? 
SATIR ti. 
I, and gild our cloven Feet ? 
SATTR3 ) 
Strew our heads with powders fweet? 
SATTYR x. 


Bind our crooked legs in hoops 
Made of fhells, with filver loops ? 


SATTIR 2. 


Tie about our tawny wrifts 
Bracelets of the Fairy twifts? 


SATTR 4. 


And, to fpight the coy Nymphs Scorns, 
Hang upon our ftubbed Horns, 
Garlands, Ribons, and fine Poefies ; 


SATIR 3. 
Frefh, as when the Flower difClofes ? 


SATTRr. 


Yes, and ftick our pricking Ears 
With the Pearl that Zethys wears. 


$ ATTR 


5 a , J P 
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fore ths gates lay two Sylvanes, armed with their 
Clubs, and aic(t in leafs, aflecp. At thu the Satyrs 
-qwondering, Silenus proceeds. 

~ Look! Do’s not his Palace fhow 

- Like another Sky of lights? 

Yonder, with him, live the Kn 

Once, the nobleft of the Earth, = 
Quickned by a fecond Birth; 

Who, for prowefé, and for truth, 
There are crown’d with lafting youth : 
“And do hold, by Fates Command,. 
Seats of Blifs in Fairy Land. 

But, their Guards. (methinks ) do flcep! 
Let us wake’em. Sirs, you keep’ 
Proper Watch, that thus do lie 
Drown’d in Sloth. 


SATIR «x. 
_ They’ha’ne’re an Eye 
To wake withall. 
SATTR +2. 
. Nor Sence, I fear ; 
for they fleep in either Ear. 
SATIR 3. ~ 
Holla, Sylvanes! Sure they’r Caves 
Of Sleep, thofe, or elfe they’r Graves! 
SATTR 4. 7 
Hear you, Friends, who keeps the Keepers? 
SATIRt. | 
They’r the eight and ninth Sleepers - 
— §ATIR® | 
Shall we cramp’em? | 
~STLENUS. | cn 
| SATYIRS,n0. 


Would we had Boreas here, to blow — 
Off their heavy Coats, and ftrip ’em 


‘ 
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SATTR2. * ws SATTR 4° 
And toanfwer all things els, [1,1; that we might whip’em. : 
Trap our fhaggy thighs with bells ; iv zs 
That aswe do firike a time, i SATTIR 3. 
In our Dance, fhall make a chime Or, that w’ad a Walp, or two 
| - For their Noftrils. : | 
| SATIR }3- | : 
Louder, than the ratling Pipes 5 SATTR = 
Of the wood-gods ; Hayres will do 
} | Evenas well: Take my Tail. 
SATIRY. : 
; Or the firipes _ SATITR 
- Of (a) the Taber ; when we carry What d’you fay t’a good Nail 
Bacchus wp, bis pomp to vary. Through their Temples? 
| CHORUS. SATTR 3. 
QO, that he fo long doth tarry! | a Or an Eel, . 
° | In their guts, tomake’em feel? 
SILENUS. SATTR 
~ See the Rock begins to ope, see 
Now you fhafl enjoy your hope ; Shall we fteal away their Beards? 
Tis about the hour, I know. |  -SATIR 3. 
There the whole Scene: cpened, and within was} For Pan’s Goat, that leads the Herds. ? 
difcover’d the Fromtifpiece, of « bright and glorjoms _ a 
Palace, whofe gates.and walls were tran[parent. Be- SATIR 2. 


Or try, whether is more dead, — 
His Club, or th’other’s Head. 


SILENUS 
Wags,no more: you grow too bold. 


SATFR 1. 

Iwould fain, now, fee ’em roul’d 

Downa Hill, or from aBridge 

Headlong caft, to break their Ridge- 

Bones: or to fome River take em; | 
Plump: and ee, if. that would Wake’em.- ~ 


SATTR2. 
There 20 motion, yet, appears. 


SIEENUS. 
Strike a Charm into their Ears. 
At which the Satyrs fell fuddenly into this Catch: 


‘Buz, quoth the blue Flie, . 

Hum, quoth theBee:) .. .-, 
Buz, and hum, theycry,. =< 
And fo dowe. Ts. 

In his-Ear, in his Nofe, =... 

' Thus,do youfee? ss 

He eat the Dormoufe; | 
+ Eifeicwashe 7 


by SILENUS, . 


How now, Syboanes! can you wake? — 

I commend.theCare you take 

Pyour Watch. Is this your guife 

To have both your Ears, and Eyes 

Seal’d fo faft; as chefe mine E/ves : | 
Might bave ftol’n you, froma your felves P 


SATTR 3. 
We had thought we.muft have got 
Stakes, and heated "em red-hoe, 


The two Sylvanes ftarti , gmaced, ahd bee 
: themfelves er this queftion’d 


Eee 


And have bor’d you, through the Eyes 
: Vid. o ( With the * Cyclops ) e’re you'ld rife. 
uUTtpsa, - | 
whi Satyrs Ubff auxslio fine ad amburendum oculum Cyclopa. 


SATTR2. 


Or have fetch’d fome Trees, to heave 
Up your Bulks, that fo did cleave 
To the ground, there. | 


SATTR 4. 


| Are you free 
Yet of fleep, and can you fee 
Who is yonder up, aloof? 


SATTR x. 
Be your Eyes, yet, Moon-proof ? 


SYLVANE. 


Satyrs, leave your petulance ; 

And go frisk about, and dance ; 

Or elfe rail upon the Moon: 

Your Expectance is too foon. 

For before the fecond Cock \ 
Crow, the Gates will not unlock. 

And, till then, we know we keep 

Guard enough, although we fleep. 


SATTYR x. 


Say you fo ? then let us fall 

To a Song, or to brawl: 

Shall we, grand fire? Let us fport, 
And make Expectation fhort. 


SILENUS. | 


Do my Wantons, what you pleafe: _ 
Ple lie down, and take mine eafe. 


SATITR1 


Erothers, fing then, and upbraid ' 
( As we ufe) yond? feeming Maid. 


SONG. 


Ne: my cunning Lady ; Moon, 
Can you leave the fide, fo foon, 
Of the Boy, you keep fo hid? 
___ Midwife Funo fure will fay, ; 
his is not. the proper way | 
Of your palenefs to be rid. 
_ But, perhaps,it is your grace 
‘To wear ficknefs i’your Face, 
That there might be Wagers laid — 
Still, by Fools, you are a Maid. 
Come, your Changes overthrow, 
What your look would carry fo ; 
Moon, confefé then, what youare, | 
And be wife, and free to ufe =" 
_ - Pleafures, that you now do lo@; 
. ‘Let us Satyrs have a hare. 
“Though our Forms be rough and rude, 
Yet ourAdtsmay beendu’d = 
With more vertue: Everyone. 
Cannot be ENDYMION... 


The Song ended: they fell fuddenly inte a autick Dance, “ll 
of gefture, and Jaift motion, and continued it, till the cro af 
of the Cock : At which they were interrupted by Silenus, ~~ 
SILENUS. | 


S Tay, the chearful Chantjeleere - 

Tells you, that the time is near: 
See, the gates already {pread! 
Every Satyr bow his bead. 


_ | Him, by his Title, is to fay, He's all. 


Mafques. 


There the avbole Palace open’d, and the Nation of Faies were 
difcover’d, forme with Inftruments, fome bearing Lights ; others 
finging ; and within afar off in per{pective, the Knights Maf- 

ers fitting in their feveral Sieges: At the frrther end of all, 

BERON, # @ Chariot, which to a loud triumphant Mufick 
began to move forward, drawn by two white Bears, and on 6i- 


ther fide guarded by three Sylvanes, with one going in front. 
SONG. 


Elt Earth to Sea, Sea flow to Air, 
And Air flie into Fire, 

Whil’it we in Tunes, to Arthur’s Chai 

Bear Oberon’s defire ; | 

Than which there nothing can be higher, 
Save F.4MES, to whom it flies : 
But he the wonder is of Tongues, of Ears, of Eyes. 
Who hath not heard, who hath not feen, : 

Who hath not fung his Name 2 
The Soul, that hath not, hath not been : 

But isthe very fame 

With buried Sloth, and knows not Fame, 
Which doth him beft comprife : 
For he the wonder is of Tongues, of Ears, of Eyes. 


By this time, the Chariot was come as far forth as the face of 
the Scene. And the Satyrs beginning to leap, and expre/s their 
Jo, for the wnufed State, and Solemmity, the foremoft Sylvane 
began to [peak. | a 


SILVANI. 


G Ive place, and filence ; you were rude too late : 
This is a Night of Greatnefg, and of State ; 

Not to be mixe with light,.and skipping {port : 

A Night of Homage to the Briti Court, | 

And Ceremony dueto Arthur’s Chair, 

From our bright Mafter, OBERON the Fair : 


{ Who, with thefe Knights, Attendants, here prefery’d 


In Faéry Land, for good they have deferv’d 

Of yond’ high Throne, are come of right to-pay 
Their annual Vows ; and alt their Glories lay 
At Feet, and tender to this only great, | 
True Majefty, reftored in this Seat: - 
To whofe fole Power,and Magick they do giv 
The honour of their being ; that they live 
Suftain’d in Form, Fame, and Felicity, 

From rage of Fortune,-or the fear to dye. ’ 


SILENUS. 


As D may they well. For this indeed: is he, | 
My Boys, whom you muft quake at, when you fee, 
isaboyevyour.reach ; and neither doth, 
, ante think, wchin a Satyrs tooth: 
BePrehis pet¥endy you mutt fall, or flie. - | 
He fa che’ maatisbf Vercue, and plac’d high. 
His Meditatioh®, his hgight, are even : 


‘find aff chenfneristikin to Heave ) 


He is & god; otre Kings 5. yéx Roops he the 
Neareft a Man, when he doth govern Men 
To teach them by the fweetne(s of his fway, 
And not by force. He’s fuch a King, as they, 
Who’re tyrannes Subjects, or ne’re tafted peace, 
Would, in their withes, form, for their releafe. 
"Tis he, that ftays the time from turning old, 
And keeps the Age up ina keadof Gold. 
That in his own true Circle, ftill doth run; - 
And holds his courfe, as certain as the Sun. 

He makes it ever Day, and ever Spring, 
Where he doth fhine, and quickens every thing 
Like a new Nature: fo, that true to call 
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; SYTLV ANE. . ie = ffier which, they danced forth their fecond Mafque-Dance, and 
a : were again excited by @ Song. : 
’ Thank the wife Silenus, for his praife. ; | | 

Stand forth bright Faies, and Elves, and tune your lays SONG. 


Unto his Name: Then let your nimble Feet 2 3 
Tread fubtil Circles, that may always meet . N OR yet, nor yet, O you in this Night bleft, 
Muft you have Will, or Hope toreft? 


In point to him; and Figures, to exprefs 
The grace of him, and his great Emperefs. 2 If you ufe the fmalleft ftay, 
That All, chat fhafl to Night behold the Rites, ~ You'll be overtain by day. 
Perform’'d by Princely Oberon, and thefe Knights, ' yg And thefe Beauties will fufpect 
May, Without ftop, point out the proper hair That their Forms you do neglect, — 


Defign’d fo long to Arthur's Crowns, and Chair. If you do not call them forth: 
; 2 Or that you have no more worth 


Than the coarfe, and country Fairy, 


The SONG, by two Faies. 
That doth haunt the Hearth, or Dairy. 


I. S*s you Majefty, to firike ? 
Bid the World produce his like. 
2. Seek you glory, to amaze? 
Here, let all Eyes ftand ac gaze. 

1. § Seek you Wifdom, to infpire ? 
2. Touch, then, at no other's Fire. 
x. Seek you knowledge, to direct ? — 

Truft to his without fufpect. 


2, Seek you Piety, to lead ? G Entle Knights, - 
: Know fome meafure of your Nights. 


Then follow'd the Meafures, Coranto’s Galliards, &<c. till Phof- 
phorus, the Day-ftar appear'd, and call'd them away ; but. « 
firft they were invited home, by one of the Sylvanes, with thy 
Song. | 2 ae 


= SONG. 


In hisFootfteps, only, tread. 
Ch Every Virtue of a King, Tell che high-gracd OBERON, 
a And of all, in him, we fing. It is time, that we were gone. 
Here be Forms, fo bright, and airy, 
And their motions fo they vary 
As they will enchant the Farry, 
If you longer, here, fhould tarry. 


Then, the leffer Faies dance forth thei Dance ; which ended, @ 
fall Song fellows, by all the Vosces. 


SONG. 


| HE folemn Rites are well begun; — - 
And,though but lighted by the Moon, 
They fhew asrich, asif theSun 
Had made this Night his Noon. : 
But may none wonder,that they are fo bright, 
The Moon now borrows froma greater light - 
Than, Princely OBERON, 
- Goon, .- 
This is not every Night. 
; | 


PHOSPHORUS. ee 


T O reft, to reft ; The Herald of theday, 

Bright Pofphorws commands you hence; Obey. 

The Joon is pale, and fpent ; and winged Night 

Makes head-long hafte, tofly the Morning's fight: 
Who, now, is rifing from her blufhing Wars, Pe 
And with her rofie hand, puts back the Stars. 

Of ‘which my felf, the laft, her Harbinger, 

But ftay towarn you, thatyou not defer 

Your parting longer.’ Then, do I give way, 

As Night hath done, and fo muft you, to day. 


There O'B ERON, and the Knights dance out the firft Ma/que 
Dance: swhich was follow'd with the Song. |, 


SON G. 


AY, nay, | 
. You muft not flay, 
Nor be weary, yet ; 
This's no time to caft away ; 
Or for Faies fo to forget | : 
The vertue of theirFeet. .- 4 4, | 
Knotty Legs, and Plants of Clay ¢.e- fret og ae, 
Seek for Eafe, or Tove Delay. ae ene Agere ) 
But with you it ftill thould fare “é 6" 4  - Left, taken with the brightnefs of this Night, 
As with the Air of which you are. 4 _ ‘TheWorld thould with it laft,and never mifs his light. 


After this, they dane'd their laft Dance, into the Work. And 
with « full Song, trait vanifi'd, and the whole Machine- 


clos d. 
SONG. 


. O Yet, how early, and before her time 
The envious Aorsing up doth clime, 
Though the not love her Bed: 
What hafte the jealous Sws doth make, 
His fiery Horfes up to take, | 
And once more fhew his head ! 
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REED FROM 


Ignorance and Folly. — 


A 


AS 


UE 


Of Her MAJESTIES. 


S O foon as the King’s Majefly was fet, and in expectation, { Cleareft Bofoms. 


there was heard a ftrange Mufick of wild Inftruments. To 


! 


which a Sphynx came forth dancing, leading Love bound. 
_ SPHINX leading LOVE bound. 


By this ™ Ome Sir Tyranme lordly Love, 7 

Sphynx \_/You that awe the gods above, . 

aohand As their Creatures, here below, 
Ignorance, With the Scepter, call’d your Bow ; 

who is al- And do all their Forces bear 

ways the In the Quiver, that you wear, 

py sH Whence no fooner you do draw 

han. Forth a Shaft, but is a Law : 


and ‘lies Now, they fhall not need to tremble, 
i When you threaten, or difflemble, 
Any more;. And, though you fec 
Whom to hurt, you ha’not free 
Will, to ag your Rage. TheBands 
~OF your Eyes, now tie your hands. 
_All the Triumphs, all the Spoils — 
Gotten by your Arts, and Toils, 
Over Foe, and over Eriend, 
Ore your Mether, here muft end. 
-And you,now, that thought co lay 
‘the nether The World wafte, muft be my Prey. 
parts of a we 


Bion, the wings of an Eagle, to fhew her fiercenefs, and fwiftnefs. to 
evil, where the hath powcr. 
‘ 4 fmt vy ’ 


LOVE 


C Ruel Sphynx, I rather ftrive _ 
How to keep the World alive, 


And uphold it ; without me, | 

All again would Chaos be. 

Tell me Monfter, what fhould move 
Thy defpight, thus, againft Love? 

Is there nothing fair, and good, 
Nothing bright, but burns thy blood ? 
Still, thou art chy felf, and made 

All of practice, to invade 


wait to 
entrap 
them: For - 
- whieh,<" 
Antiquity 
hath gi- ; 
ven her 


parts, and 
Face of a 


Hath this place 
None will pity Cupid's Cafe? 

Some foft Eye, .( while I can fee 
Who it is, that melts for me ) 

Weep aFic. Are all Eyes here 

Made of Marble? But a Tear, 
Though a falfe one ; It may make 
Others true Compaffion take. 

I would tell you all the Story 

If I thought you could be forry. 
And, in truth, there’s none have reafon, 
Like your felves, to hate the Treafon. 
For it practis’d was on Beauty, 

Unto whom Love owes afl Duty. 

Let your Favour but afrighe 

Sphynx here, I fhall foon recite 

Every paflage, how it was. 


SPHIN X. 


D O, Ple laugh, or cry alas, 
Thinks poor Love,can Ladies looks 
Save him from the Sphynx’s hooks 2 . 


LOVE 


Ne? but thefe can Witnefs bear 
Of my Capdor, when they hear 
What thy malice is ; or, how 
I became thy Captive now : 
And it is no fmall Content, 
Falling, to fall Innocent. 

Know then, all you Glories here, 
In che utmoft Eaft there were 
Eleven Daughters of the Morn. 
Ne’rewere brighter Bevies born, 
Nor more perfect Beauties feen. 
The eldeft of them was the Queén 
Of the Orient, and *twas fed, 
That fhe fhould with Phebus wed: 
For which high-vouch{afed Grace, 
He was lov’d of all ‘ Race. 


6 


‘And 


. 


Mafques 


And they would, when he did rife, 

Do him early Sacrifice. 

Of che rich, and pureft Gum, 

That from any Plant could come ; 

And would look at him.as far 

As they could difcern bis Carr : 

Grieving that they might not ever 

See him ; and when Night did fever 

Their Alpects, they fate and wept 

Till he came, and never flept : 

_ Infomuch, that at the length 

This their Fervor gat fuch ftrength, 

As they would a Journey prove, 

By the guard,and aid of Love. 

Hither co the fartheft Weft : 

Where they heard, as in the Eaft, 

He a Palace, no lefs bright, |. 

Had, to Feait in every Night 

Wirh the Ocean, where he refted 

Safe, and in all ftate invefted. 

I, that never left the fide 
Of the Fair, became their Guide. 

But behold, no fooner landing 
(a) The Qn (a) this Ifle, but this commanding 
of this is, that thefe Ladies being the perfect iffue of Beauty,and all 
_ worklly grace, were carried by Love to celebrate the Majelty and 
Wifdom of the King, figur’d in the Sun, and feated in thefe extreme 
parts of the World; where they were rudely received by Ignorance, 
on their firft approach, to the hazard of their Affection, it being 
her Nature to hinder all Noble Actions; but that the Love which 
brought them thither, was not willing to forfake them, no more than 
they wereto abandon it; yet was it enough perplex’d, in that the 
Montter Ignorance ftill covets to enwrap it elf indark and obfcure 


terms, and betray that way, whereas true Love affects to exprefs it 


felf, with all clearnefs and famplicity. 


Monfter Sphynx, the Enemy 
Of all Actions great, and high, 
Knowing, that thefe Rites were done 
To the wifdom of the Sun, 
From a Cliff furpriz’d them all. 
And, though I did humbly fall 
At her Lyons feet, and pray’d - 
_ As fhe had the face of Maid, 
That fhe would Compaffion take 
Of thefe Ladies, for whofe fake 
Love would give himfelf up; fhe 
Swift to evil , as you fee | 
_ By her wings, and hooked hands, - 
Firft did take my offer’d bands, 
Then, to Prifon of the Night 
_ Did condemn thofe Sifters bright, . 
There, for ever to remain, 
>Lefs they could the knot un-ftrain 
Of a Riddle, which fhe put, 
Darker, than where they’re fhut : 
' Or, from thence their freedoms prove . 
Wich the utter lofs of Love. 
They unwilling to forego . 
‘One, who had deferved fo , 
Of all beaury, in their names, 
Were content to have their flames 
Hid in lafting Night, e’re I 
Should for them untimely dy. . 
I, on th’other fide as glad 
That I fuch advantage had, 
To affure them mine, engag’d 
Willingly my felf,and wag’d - . 
With the Monfter, that if I 
Did her Riddle not unty, 
J would freely give my Life 
To redeem them, and the ftrife. 


SPHINX. 


Ha’ you faid, Sir? Will you try, 
Now, your known dexterity 2 


\ 


.| Yet, if you hit the right u 


A 


| | | ; So ee 
_ 365. 
You prefume, upon your Arts, 

Of tying, and untying Hearts: 


And it makes you confident ;_ 
But, anon, you will repent. 


LOVE. 


No, Sphynx, I do hot" preftunes 
But fome little heart-affame 
From my Judges here, that fit 


oly 3 


_| As chey would not lofe Love yet: 


SPHINA. 

You aré pleafant, Sir, ’tis good. 
LOVE. 

Love do’s often change his mood, 


SPHINX. 
I fhall make you fad agen. 
LOVE 
1 I fhali be the fortier, chen. — 


SPHINY. 
Come, Sir, lend it your beft Ear. 
LOVE. 
| [begin thave half a Fear. 


SPHINX. 


Firft, Cupid, you muft caft aboue 

To find a World the World without, 
Wherein what’s done, the Eye dothdos - 
And is the light, and creafure too. 

This Eye ftil] moves, and ftifl is fixed, 
And in the powers thereof are mixed 
TwoContraries ; which time, till now, 
Nor Fate knew where to join, or how. 


es ad 
You mutt refolve thefe, all, by one. 
LOOP &E. 


: € 
Sphynx, you are too quick of tongue: Aan iof | 
Say’t again, and take me along. a o." 4a fenne x Aint, 


ZA pense 

SPHTINX. Awtee, y ope 
I fay, you firft muft caft about to ee 7 
To find a World, the World without. 74 «= @¥>ser7 *~ ; 
ga er 
LOV E: ig avec Btgt £0 ~7 

I fay, that.is already done, pe of 
| And is the new World i’th’Moon. | ~ | 
SPHINN. 


Cupid, you do caft too far ; 
This World is nearer by a Star. 
So much light Ple give you to’t. 

LOP E., | 
Without aGlafs? Well, I. thall do’e. 
YourWorld’s aLady,then;each creature 
Humane, is a World in feacure, 


Is it not ? 
SPHTNX. 


0A: 
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Things moft eafie : Ignorance 


Thinks fhe doth her felf advance, 
, If of Problems clear, fhe:make 
Yes, but finfout Riddles, and the Senfe forfake, 


A World you muft, the World withour. 


LOP E. 


Why, if her Servant be not here, 
She doth a fingle World appear | 


Which came gentle from the Mufes, 
Till her uttring, it abufes. | 


SPHINX. 


Nay, your railing will not fave you 


Without her World. Cupid, I of right muft have you. 
SPHINX. conto beater n org 
Well, you fhafl run. pet a wt a prove, » 
LOVE | The Follies dance, which were twelve She- 
_ Nay, Sphynx, thus far is well begun. ss ) | 
- SPHINY. SPHIN &. 


Wherein what's done, the Eye dath do, 


OW, (2) go take him up,and bear him (4) This 
To the Cliff, where I will tear him thews,that 


And is the li | 
¢ light, and creafure too. Piece-meal, and give each a part. matters 
Of his raw, and bleeding heart. ee ane 


ELEOV E. 


That’s clear as light ; for wherein lies 
A Lady’s power but in her Eyes? 

And not alone her grace, and power, 
But oftentimes,her wealth, and dower. 


Yet throws her glances everywhere ; 
And, being but fingle, fain would do 


always ferious, till it be,divinely inftructed ; and that fometimes it 
may be in the danger of Ignorance and Folly, who are the Mother 
and Iffue: For no Folly but is born of Ignorance. 


LOVE. 


Ladies, have your looks no power 


SPHITN.X. 
| | To help Love at fuch anhour? 
I fpake but of anEye, notEyes. Will you lofe him thus? adieu, 
Think, what will become of you, 
LOVE. Who fhall praife you, who admire, 
| : * Who fhall whifper, by the Fire - 
A one-ey’d Miftrefs that unties. — As you ftand, foft tales ; who bring you 
eee. ‘o, Precty News, in Rimes —— you, 
SPHINX. |. Who hall bathe him in the ftreams 
_ be Of your blood, and fend you dreams 
This Eye ftill moves, and fill is fixed. Of delight. | | 
LOVE. |.  SPATNX. 
A rolling Eye, that Native there, | Away, go bear him 


Henee, they fhail no longer hear him. 


The Offices, and Arts of two. The Mufes Priefts, their Nember tavelve, their Song to a Mea- 
| fre. [fooled legis Loos. 9, | 
SPHTNX. | one aed re 
a | oo Entle (4) Love, be not difmay’d. (5) canta 
And in the Powers thereof dre mixed See, the Mufes pure, and holy, flood the 
Two Contraries. ---; By their Priefts have fent thy Aid power of 
| | _Againft this brood of Folly. - - Wifdom 
LOVFE. It is true, that Sphynx their Dame in the Mae 
Bee ee A Had the Senfe firft from the Mufes, fee dS 
That’s Smiles, and Tears, Which in utering the doth lame, which 
Or Fire, and Froft ; For either bears - | Perplexeth, and abufes. . name all 
Refemblance apt. ° But they bid, that thou fhould’ft look that have — 
In the brighceft Face here fhining, ay Spirit 
SPHINX. : And the fame, as would a Book, . gee 
Shall help thee in divining. 7 I'd, and 


Which time, cil] now, © 
Nor Fate knew where to join,or how. 
How now Cwpid? ata ftay? _ 


fuch they are that need to encounter Ignorance, and Folly: and are 
ever ready to affift Love in any AGtion of Honour, and Virtue, and 


infpire him with their own Soul. - 


Not another word, to fay ? 
Do you find by this, how long | LOVE. 
You have been at a fault, and wrong? Tis done, *tis done. I have found it out, : 
: | Britam’s the World, the World without. 
The King’s the Eye, as we do call 


LOPE. 


Sphynx, it is your Pride, tovex _ 
Whom you deal with, and perplex 


TheSuntheEye of this great All. 


And is the Light and Treafire too ; 
For tis his Wifdom all doth do. | 
Which 


—— od 


Mafqu 


Which ftill is fixed in his breft, 


Yet ftill doth move to guide the reft. 


ad 


The Contraries which Time till now 

Nor Fate knew where to join, or how, 
Are Majefty, and Love; which there, 
And no where elfe, have their true Sphere. 
Now Sphynx, Pve hit the right upon, 

And do refolve chefe All by one: 

That is, that you meane Albion. 


PRIESTS. 


Tis true in him, and in no other, 
Love, thou art Clear abfolved. 

Vanith Follies, wich your Mother, 
The Ridile is refolved.» ~~~ 

Sphynx mutt fly; when Phabus fhines, 


* And to aid of Loverenclines.. 
” EOVE. 


Appear then you my brighter charge, 
And co light your (elves enlarge, 

To behold that glorious Star, 

For whofe Love you came fo far, 
While the Monfter, with her Elves, 
Do precipitate themfelves. . 


GRACES. 
Their Song crowning Cupid. 


A Crown, a Crown for Loves bright head, 
Wirhout whofe happy Wit : 
All Form, and Beauty had been dead, 
| And wehad dy’d with it. 
For what are all the Graces 
Without goodForms, and Faces? 
Then Love receive the due Reward 
Thofe Graces have prepar'd. 


cif And may no Hand, no Tongue, no Ey¢ 


Thy Ment, or cheir Thanks envy. 
A Dialogue between the Chorus and the Graces. 


| | 
W Har gentle Forms are thefe that move 


To honour Love ? 


They are the bright and golden Lights 


Thae grace his Nights. 
| And fhot from Beasties Eyes, 
They look like fair Aurora’s ftreams, - 
They are her fairer Daughters beams, 
Who now dotb rile. 
Then Night is loft, or fled away ; 


| For where fuch Beauty thines, is eves day: © 


~. 
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The Mafque Dance followed. 
That done, one of the Priefts along fang. 


Prie. 1 @ daw a Faule nay, what a Sin 


n Fate,or Fortane had it been, 
So much Beauty to have loft ! 
Could the World with all her coft 


Have redeem’d it? Cho.4 No, no, oi 


Prie. 2 How fo ? 


Cho, ; It would Nature quite undo, 


NoY 


For lofing thefe, you loft her too: 
‘The Meafures and Revels follow. 
‘Then another of the Priefts alone. 


O W near to good is what is fair! 

Which we mn fooner fee, 

But with the Lives, and outward Air 

Our Senfes taken be. 

We with to fee it till, and prove, 
What ways We may deferve; 

We court, we praife, we mere than love: 
We are not griev’d to ferve. 


The laft Mafane-Dance. 
And after st, shis full Song. 
Hat juft Excufe had aged Time, 


His weary limbs now to bave eas’d, 


And fate him down without his Crime, 


While every thought was fo much pleas'd! 


But he fo greedy to devour 
His own, and all chat he brings forth, 
Is eating every piece of hour | 
Some Object of the rareit worth. 
Yet this ts refcued from his Rage, 
As not to die by Time, or Age. 
_ For Beauty hath a living Name, 


And will to Heaven, from whence it came, 


With the fight it (© much long’d to fee. 


»now, Gentle Love is free,and Beauty 
(, bleft 


Let us the Maufes Priefts, and Graces go to reft, 


For in them our labours happy be. [feet, 


| Then, then, angry Adufck found, and teach our 


How to move in time, and meafiire meet: | 


Thus fhould the Mafes Priefts, and’ Graces 20 to 
_ Bowing tothe Sun,thronedin the Welt. [reft 


LOVE 


i Sen 


{ 
4 
a 


adies, I pity you alli You are in expectation of 

a device to night, andJ‘am afraid you can do little 

elfe bit expect it. Fhough I dare not thew my face, 

I can fpeak truth, under a vizard. Good faith, an’t pleate 
your Majefty, your Mafquers are all ata ftand ; I can- 
not think your Majefty-will fee.any Show to night, at 
leaft worth your. patience. Some two hours fince, we 
Were in that forwardnefs, our dances learn’d, our maf 
quing attire on and. attired. A pretty fine fpeech was 
taken up o’the Poet too, which ithe never be paid for, 
now, itsno matter; His wit cofts him nothing. Unlefs 
we fhould come in like a Morrice-dance, and whiftle our 
ballat our felvés, I know: not what we fhonld do: we 
ha’ neither Milfician to play our tunes, but the wild Mu. 


| Would, I could make *hem a ‘thew my felf. Introth 


fick here, and the rogue Play boy that aéts Cupid, is got | | 
rude good-fellowfhip mult feek fome ‘orhex ‘Sphear for 


fo hoarfe, your Majeiry cannot bear him, half the bredth 
o’ your Chair. See, they ha’ thruit him our, at adventure. 
We humbly befeech your Majeity to bear with us. We 
had both hope and purpofe it fhould have been better, 
howioever weare loft inic. | i: 

Plut. What makes this light, fether’d vanity, here? 
Away, impertinent folly. Infect not this aflembly. 

Ma/q. How boy! | | 

Piut. Thou common: corruption of all manners, and 
places that admitthee. _ — — 
\ Mafq: Ha’-you recovered your voice, to rail at me? 
Plat: No, vizarded impudence. _1 am neither Player, 
nor Mafquer ; but the God’ himfelf, whofe deity is here 


profaned' by thee. Thou, and thy like, think your felves 


auchoriz’d in this. place, to al licence of farquedry. Bur 
you fhalf find cuftome hath not fo grafted yout here, but 
you may be rent up, and thrown out as unprofitable e- 
vils. Ytelf rhee, I will have ino’ more Mafquing ; I will 
not buy a‘falfe, and fleeting ‘délight fo dear: The merr 
madnefs of one hour fhall not coft me the repentance of 
an age. : 

Robin Goodfellow. How! no Mafque,-no Mafque? J 
pray you fay, are you fire on’t? no Maque indeed? 
What do I here then? Can you tell ? 

Mafg. No, Faith. 

Rob. Slight, Pll be gone again, and there be no Mafque: 
There’s a jeft. Pray you refolve me. is there any? or 
no? A Mafque ? : 

Plat. Who are you ?. 

_ Roby Nay, Bil tell you thac when I can. Do’s any body 
Know’ themfelves here, think you? I would fain know if 
there be a Mafque, or. no. 

Plut. There.is none, nor fhall be, fir; does that fatisfie 

ou? 


y | 
F the dA ag-¥re Rob, Slight, a fine trick! a piece of E lands Foy, this, 


wf An ad: 


, Are thefe your Court-fports! would Tha 
- my gamboles o’the country ftill, felling of fith, fhort fer- 
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vice, fhooing the wild Mare, or gofting of Robis Red. 
breft. Thele were better, than after all this time no 
Mafque: you look at me. I have recovered miy felfnow, 
for you, I am the honeit plain country Spirit, and harm. 
le(s: Rubin Good-fellow, he, that fweeps. the harth, and 
the houfe clean, riddles’ for:the‘Country Maids, and does 
all their other drudgery, while they are at hot-cockles - 
one, that has difcours’d- with your Court fpirits,e’re now : 
but was fain to night to run a thoufand hazards to arrive 
at this place; never poor Goblin, was fo put to his thifts, 
to get in, to fee nothing. So many thorny difficulties 
as I have paft, deferv’d the beft Mafque ; the whole fhop 


‘of the Revels. ¥ would you would adm fom of my 


TEL eens 


feats, butI ha? lictle hope. o'thar ifaich, -you Jet me in (0 


hardly. -e «= 
Plut. Sir, here’s no place far them, ner‘you. Your 


youradmite. 9 6. 7 

Rob. Nay, fo your fiff-necked Porter told me, at the 
gate, bus not in fo.good- words. His ftaff fpoké (omewhae 
to that boiftrous fenfe: } am  fure he coicluded all “in a 
non-entry, which made me, e’ne climb over the wall, 
and.im by the wood-yard, fe to tle tasrae, where when 
I came, I found the okes of the guard more unmov’d, and 
one of "hem, upon whofe arm I hung, fhov’d.me off o’the 
ladder, and dropt thedown Iike an Aco. - >Twas well 
there was not 4 Sow in the verge, I had'been eaten up 
elf. Then I heard fome.talk: o? the Carpenters way, and 
I attempted thar, but there the woodden rogues let a huge 
trap-door fadi ©’ my ‘head. . If E had’ not been a {pirit, I 
had been mazarded. . Though I conte t'am none of thofe 
fubril ones, that can creep-thorough at a key-hole, or the 
Cracke pane of a window, I muft come in at a door, 
which madé me once think’ of a trunks buc-that I would 


y | lot imitate fo Catholick a Cockefcomb as Coryat? There- 
fore Ttook another courte. 1 watch'd what kind of Per- 


fons the door moft open’d to, and one of their thdpes I 
would belie to get in with. Firft, I came with authority, 
and faid, I was an engineer, and belong’d to the motions. 
They ask’d me if I were the fighting Bear of laft year,and 
laught me out ofthat, and faid, the motions were Ceas'd. 
Then I took another figure, of an old tire-woman; but 
tir’d under that too, for none of the Ma/quers would take 
nore of me, the mark was out of my mouth. Then I 
pretended to be a Mufician, marry, I could not: fhew 
mine Inftrument, and that bred a difcord. Now, there 
Was nothing left for me that I could prefently think on, 
but a Feather-maker of Black-fryers, and in that fhape I 
told *hem, furely, I muft come in, let it be opened unto 
me; but they all made as light of me, as of my feather ; 
and wonder’d how I could be a Puritane, being of fo vain 
a vocation. lanfwer’d, We are all’ afquers {ometimes : 
with which they knock’d Hypocrifie 0? the pate, and made 

Vie a ak & . room 
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room for a bombard man, that brought bouge for a Coun- his belied figure, raigns; the world makiny fidtfhip;, 
’ ary Lady or tWo, that fainted, he faid, With fafting, for | contracts, aie = and .almof ‘ee ee 
the fine fight fince feven a Clock i the morning. ‘O how | breeding, and holding the.neareft.refpects of mankind : 
it griev’d me, that 1 was prevented o’,that fhape, and| and ufurping all thole offices, in. this: Age of gold, ' which 
had not toucht on it in time. It lik’d me fo well. But} Lovs himfelf perform’d in the-galden Age. *Tis-he. chat. 
thought I would offer at it yet. Marry before I could pro- | pretends to tye Kingdoms, maintain commerce, titpote 
cure my properties, alarum-came, that fome of the! of honours, make all places.and dignities arbitrary from 
Whimlen’s had too much ; and one fhew’d how fruitfully | him: eventothe very Country, where Love's: name can- 
they had watered his head, as. he ftood under.the grices ; | not be ras’d out, he has yet. gain’d:chere upon. bim, by'a 
and another came out complaining of a cataract, thot | proverb, infinuating his preeminence, Nor fon love, or:smo- 
into his eyes, by a planet, as he was ftar-gazing.. These . cy. There Love lives confin’d, by his tyrariny, co a cold 
was that device defeated. By this time | faw a fine Citi- | Region, wrapt up in furreg: like a Adsfcovite, and almoft 
zens Wife, or two, let in; and that figure provok’d me | frozen to death : while he, .in:his inforced thape, and with 


neceflity upon 


exceedingly ro take it; which I had no fooner done, but 
one o’ the Black-gward had his band in my veftry, and 
was groping of meas nimbly asthe Chrifmas cut-purfe. 
He thought he might be bold with me, becaufe I had not 
a Husband in fight to (queak to. I was glad to forgo my 
form, to be rid of his hot fteeming affection, it fo {mele 
o’ the boyling houfe. Forty other devices [ had, of W4re- 
men, and the Chandrie, and I know not what elfe : but all 
fucceeded alike. I otfered money too, but that could 
not be done fo privately, as it durit be taken, for the dan- 
ger of anexample. At laft, a troop of ftrangers came to 
the door; with whom I made my (elf fure to enter: byt 
before I could mix, they were all let in, and I lefc alone, 


without, for want of an Interpreter. Which, when I]: 


was fain to be to my felf a Coloffus, the company told me, 
I had Exglifh enough to carry me to bed ; with which, all 
the other ftatues of flefh laugh’d. Never, till then, did 


_ IT know the want of an hook,. anda piece of beef, to have 


baited three or four o’ thofe goodly wide mouths wich. 
In chis defpair, when all invention, and tranflation too, 


' faiP'd me, Ie’ne went back, and ftuck to this fhape you 
_ fee mein, of mine own, with my broom, and my can- 
_ dies, and came on confidently, giving out, | was a part 


o’ the device: At which, though they had little codo with 
wit ; yet, becaufe (ome on’e might be ufed here co night, 
contrary -to their knowledg, they thought it fit, way 
thould be made for me; and, as it falls out, to fmall pur- 


e. | ae : 
_ Plat. Juft as much as you are fit for. Away idle fpirit ; 
and thou the idle caufe of his adventring hither, vanith 
with him. °Tis thou, that art not only the: fower of va- 
nities, in thefe high places, but the call of all other light 
follies to fall, and feedon them. 1 will endure thy prodi- 

lity, nor riots no more; they are the ruine of ftates. 
Nor fhall the tyranny of thefe nights, hereafter impofe a 
me, of entertaining thee. Let. hem em- 
brace more frugal paftimes. Why fhould not the thrifty 
and right worfhipful game of Po and Pair content *hem ? 


Or the witty invention of Noddse, for counters? or God 


make them rich, at the Tables?’ but Masking, and Revel- 
? Were not thefe Ladies, and their Gentlewomen 
more houfewifely employed, a dozen of *hem to a light, 


- or twenty (the more the merrier) to fave charges i’ their |. 


chambers, at home, and their old night-gowns, at Drew- 
gloves, Riddles, Dreams, and other pretty -Purpofes, rather 
than to wake here, in their flaunting wires, and tires, 
lac’d gowns, embroidered petticoats, and other taken-up 


braveries. Away, I willno more of thefe fuperfluous ex: |. 


ceffes. They are chefe make me hear 0 ill,” both in town 


and country, as {do ; which, if they continue, I fhall be } 


the firft fhallleave*hem. | 
Mafq. Eicher Iam very ftupid, or this a reformed 


Rob. How? do’s any take this for Cupid ? the Love in 


Mafq. Yes, ist not he? 


Rob. Nay then, we fpirits (I fee) are fubtler yet, and |: 


fomewhat better difcoverers. No; it is not he, nor bis 
Brother Ants Cupid, the Love of Vertue, though he pretend 


to it with his phrafe and face: Tis that Impoftor Plutus, 


the God of money, who has ftoln Love’s enfigns ; and in 
‘} Ofn~ 

sa: Sat on Cmbhsge. §. 
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I have my fpirits again, ard feel my lims. 4 ee 
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his ravifh’d-Arms, walks aa if be were to fet bounds, and 
give laws to deftiny. ’Tis you, mortals, thac are fools ; 
and worthy to be fych, that warthip him : for if you-had 
wifdom, he had no God-head. - He. fhould. ftink ‘in the 
grave with thofe wretches, whofe: Slave he was. Con- 
tern him, and he is one. Come, follow me. [J bring 
you where you fhall find Love, and by the vertue of this 
Majefty, who projecteth fo pawerful beams of light and 
heat through this Hemifphere, thaw his icie fetters, and 
fcatter the darkne(s that obfcures him. Then, in defpighe 
of this infolent and barbarous ammmon, your {ports may 
proceed, and the folerinities of the night be compleae 
without depending on foearthy ag idol. - = -: : 
lut. I, do; attempt it: ’Tis like to find’ moft teceflary 
and fortunate event, whatfoever is enterpris’d without my ' 
aides. Alas! how bitterly che {pirit of Poverty {pouts ic 
felf againft my weal, and felicity ! but I feel it not. I che- 
rifh and make much of my felf, flow forth ia eafe, and 


delicacy, while that murmores, and ftarves. « *! 


Enter Cupid, in bis Charice guarded with the Mafquers.. __ 
SONG. a 
. ; : ae se. Pe | 
\, How came Love, that it him@lf a fire, to be fo cold ! 
Yes,tyran Money quencheth all defire,or makes it old. 
But here are beauties will revive 
: Loves youth, and keep his heat alive: 

As often as his Torch here dies, 
He need but light it at frefh eyes. 


Joy, joy, the more: for in all Courts, 
If Love be cold, fo are his fports. 


C U P Ib. i hes hse 8 : A re 
oe OT een aed 


Away with this cold cloud, that dims ie 
‘My light. Lie there my furres, and charms, °° 
Love feelsa heat, that inwardwarms, © =! -¢§ 0 - 
And guards him naked, in theft places, 
As at his birth, or ‘mongft the Graces. . | 
_ Impoftor Mammon, come, refign- Hs DS 


This bow and quiver; they are mine. “a 
Thou haft too long ufurp’d my rites, iat id 
{now am-Lord of minedwnnights “=. — * 
| Be gone, whilft yet I give thee leave.  ¢2' °° | - 
When, thus, the world thou wilt deceive, § = = = ‘- 


Thou canft in youth and beauty fhine, 

' Beliea God-headsform divine, 

Scatter chy gifts, and flietothofe, = =’: 
Where thine own humor may difpofe : : 
But when to g en thou art fent, oi 

. By Soves diref&& commandment, ate 
Thou then, art aged, lame, andblind, = Ss - 

- Ard canft nor path nor perfons find. 

- Go, honeft fpirit, chafe him hence, me 
T’ his caves ; and there Jet him difpence ee 
For murders, treafons, rapes, his bribes ae 

Unto the diftontented tribes ; 

_ Where, let his heaps grow daily lefs, 
And he, and they, ftill want fuccefs. 

b 
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~The 'Majefty, thacheredoth move, ) 
Shall triumph, more fecur’d by Love, — 
Than all his earth; and never crave 
His aids, but force him asia flave. 
To thofe bright beams I owe my life, 
And I will. pay it, in the ftrife 
Of duty back. See, here are ten, 2 
The fpirits of Court, and flower of men, - - 


Led on by me, with flam’dintents, 2°99: =~ 


To figure.the ten ornaments, ~ 

That do each courtly prefence grace. ' 
Nor will they rudely ftrive for place, 
One to precede the other ; but . 

As nufick them in form fhall put, 

So will they keep their meafures true, 
And mrake:ftill their proportions new,” 
Till all become, one birmsonic, 
Of honour, and of courtefie, 

True vnlout, and arbaxity, 


Of confidence, alacrity, 
Of smd and of induftry, 
jity, Reabsty. — | 
‘Nor thofe graces ever quit your Court : 
Or I be wanting to fupply their {port. | 
DANCES |. 
| SONG. 7 


; "*His.motion was of love begot, | 
Ic was 0 airy, light, and good, © 


v 


A Challenge at TILT, 


— Mafgues. a 


His wings into their feet he thot, 

Or elfe himfelf into cheir blood. 

But ask not how. The end will prove, 
That love’s in them, or they’re in love. 


| SONG. 


Ey": men beheld the Gracesdance, 
Or feen the upper Orbes ro move? 
So thefe didrurn, return, advance, =« ~ 
Drawn back by doubt, putonby love. =i 
And now, like earth, chemfelves they fix, _ 
‘Till greater powers vouchfafe to mix 
Their motions with them. Do not fear 
You brighter Planets of this Sphear : 
Not one male-heart you fee, 
But rather to his female eyes 
Would dye a deftin’d facrifice, 
Than live ar home, and free. 


SONG. 


Ox end unto thy paftimes, Love, 
Before thy labors prove: 

A little reft between, : 

Will make thy nexe Shows better feen. 
Now let them clofe their eyes, and fee _ 
If they can dream of thee, | 

Since morning haftes to come in view, 

And all the morning dreams are true. 


\ 


Ata MARRIAGE 
Tw CU PIDS ftriving the day after the Marriage. 


x. WT is my right, and f will have ir. 
oh what Jaw or neceflity? pray you come 


x. | ferve the man and the nobler creature. 


2. He cells my tale; he tells my tale; and pretends to 
my Act. It was I that did this for che Bride: I am the true 
Love, and both this figure, and thofe arms, are ufurp’d 


by moft unlawful power: Can you not perceive.it? Do 
2. But I the woman, and the purer; and therefore the] I not look liker a 


id than he? am # not more a child ? 


worthier: becayfe you are a handful above me, do you | Ladies, have none o you a picture of me in your bofom? 


. think to get.a foot afore me, Sir: No, I appeal to you 
Ladies. | 


x. You are too rude, boy, in this prefence. 

2. That cannot put modefty in me, te make me come 
behind you though ; I will ftand for mine inches with you, 
a8 perernptory as an Ambalfador ; Ladies, your Soveraignties 
are concern’d in me, I am the Wives page. 

x. And I the Husbands. a . 

2. How! — 

y. Ha! — | ° 

. _ 2. One of us muft break the wonder ; and therefore I 
that have beft caufe co be affur’d of mine own truth, de- 
mand of thee, by what magick thou wearit my enfigne? 
or haft putonmy perfon? - 7 

x. Beware, young Ladies, of this Impoftor : and Mo-. 
thers, look to your Daughters and Neeces: A falfe Cupi 
is abroad: it is.1 that am the true, who to do thefe glad 


is the refemblance of Love banifh’d your breafts? Sure, . 


they are thefe garments that eftrange me to you! If I were 
naked, you would know me better: No relique of Love. 
left, in an old bofome here? what fhould I do? 

x. My little thadow is turn’d furious. 

2. What can i curn other, than a Faery it felf, to fee thy 
impudence? If | be a fhadow, what is.fubRance? was it 
noc I that yefter night waired.on the Bride, into che nupti- 
al chamber, and. againft the Bridegroom came, made her 
the throne of Love? Had I not lighted my Torches in her 
eyes? planted my mothers rofes in her cheeks? were 
not her eye brows bent to che fafhion of my. bow? and 
her looks ready to. be loos’d thenee, like my: fhafts? Had 


I‘not rip’ned kiffes on her lips, fit for a Afercury to gather? — 
and made her language fweeter than his, upon her tongue? . 


as not the girdle about her, he was co untye, my me. 
ers? wherein all che joys and delights of Love. were 


: folemnities their proper rites, have been contented (not | woven. 


to put off, but ) to conceal my deity, and in this habit of 


_.x. And did not I bring on the bluthing Bridegroom, to 


a fervant to attend him who ‘was yefterday the happy | tafte thofe joys? and made him think all ftay a torment? 
3 Bridegroom, in the complement of his Nuptials, to make | didI not fhoot my felf, into him, like a flame? and made 
all bis endeavours and actions more gracious and lovely. | his defires and his graces equal? were not his looks of 


power, © 


Mafques. 


power, to have kept the night alive in contention with 
day, and made the morning never wifh’d for? was there 
2 curle in his hair, that I did not fport in? or a ring of it 
crifp’d, that might not have become ‘fano’s fingers? His 
very undrefling was it not loves arming? did not all his 
kifles charge? and every touch attempt? but his words, 
were they not feathered from my wings? and flue in fing- 
ing at her ears, like arrows tipt with gold? : 

2. Hers, hers did fo into his: and all his vertue was 
borrowed from my powers in her ; as thy form is from 
me. But, that this royal and honour’d aflembly be no 
longer troubled with our contention: behold, 1 challenge 
thee of falfhood; and will bring upon the firft day of the 
new year, into the lifts, before this Palace, ten Knights 
arm’d, who fhall undertake againft all affertion, that I 
am the child of Mars and Venus : and, inthe honor of that 
Lady ( whom it is my ambition to ferve ) chat, chat love 
is the moft true and perfect, chat ftill waireth on rhe wo- 
man, and is the fervant of that fex. 


this ? 

2. My Bow and Quiver, or what elfe I can make. — 

x. I take only them; -and in exchange give mine, to 
anfwer, and punifh this thy rafhnefs, ar thy time afligned, 
by a juft number of Knights, who, by their vertue, fhall 
maintain me, to be the right Cupid; and the true iflue of 
valour and beauty: and that no love can come near ei- 
ther truth or perfection, but what is manly, and derives 
his proper dignity from thence. 

2. It is agreed. : 

x. In the mean time, Ladies, fiufpend your cenfures, 
which is the right: and to entertain your choughts, till the 
day, may the Court hourly prefent you, with delicate and 
freth objects, to beget on you, pretty and pleafing fan- 
Cies : may you feed on pure meats, eafie of concoction, 


and drink that wili quickly turn into blood, to make your | 


dreams the clearer, and your imaginations the finer. 
| , So they departed. 
On New-ycars day, be that before ss numbred the fecond Cupid, 
-camse now the fort, with bis ten Kuights, attir'd in the Brides 
colours, and lighting from his Chariot, {pake. 


OW Ladies, to glad your afpects once again, with 

the fight of Love, and make a Spring fmile ? your 
_ faces, which muft have look’d like Waser without me ; 

behold me, not like a fervant now, but a Champion, and 
in.my true figure, as I ufe to reign and revel in your faces, 
tickling your foft ears with my feathers, and laying litcle 
ftraws about your hearts, to kindle bone-fires, fhall flame 
out at.your eyes; playing in your bloods, like fifhes ina 
ftream, or diving like che Joyes? the Bath, and then rifing 
on end, like a Monarch, and treading humour like water, 
bending thofe ftiff pickardil» of yours, under this yoke 
my bow, or, ifthey would not bend, whipping your re- 
bellious vardingales, with my bowftring, and made ’>hem 
run up into your waftes (they have lain fo flat) for fear 
of my indignation: What ! is Cupid of no name with you? 
have I loft all reputation (or what is lefs, opinion ) by 


x. But, what gage gives my confident counterfeit of | . 
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once putting off my deity? Becaufé I was a Page at this 
folemnitv, and would modeftly ferve one, for the honour 
of you all: am I therefore difhonour’d by all? and loft in 
my value fo, that every Juggler, that can purchafé hima 
pair of wings,. and a quiver, is committed with me in ba- 
lance? and contends -with me for fovereigntv? Well, t 
will chaftife you, Ladies, believe it, you hall feel my 
difpleafure for this; and Lwill be mighty in ie: Think noe 
to have thofe accefles to me you were wont; you fhall 
wait four of thofe Galleries off, and fix Chambers for me ; 
cen doors lock’d berween you and me hereafter, and I wif] 
allow none of you a key: .whenI come abroad, you thalt 
petition me, and will not hear you; kneel, I will not re- - 
gard you; I will pafg by like a man of bufinefs, and no¢ 


fee yon, and I will have no Mafter of Requefts for you. 


There thal) not the greateft pretender, to a ftate-face, li. 


‘ving, put ona more firpercilious look than I will do upon 


you. Truft me: Ha! what’s this ? 
The other Cupid enters with bis company ; 
Are you here, Sir? you have got the ftart of me now, 


7 by being Challenger, and fo the precedency, you 
think? I fee you are refolv’d to try your title by Arms 


‘then? you will ftand to be che right Cupid fill? how now!. 
‘What ails. you? that you-anfwer not? Are you turn’d a 
Statue upon my appearance? or did you hope I would 


not appear, and that hope has deceiv‘d you ? 

_ 1. Art thou ftill fo impudent, to belye my figure? that 
in what fhape foever, I prefent my felf, thou wilt feem to 
be the fame? Not fo much as my Chariot, but refumbled 
by thee? and both the Doves and Swans, I have borrow- 
ed of my Mother, to draw it? the very number of m 
Champions emulated? and almoft their habits? what in- 
folence is this ? 

2. Good little one, quarrel not, you have.now put your 
felf upon others valour, not your own, and you muft 
know you can bring no perfon hither to ftrengthen y our 
fide, but we-ean produce an equal.. Be it Per/wefin, you 
have got there, the peculiar Enchantre/s of your Sex; be 
hold, we have Mercury here to charm againft her, who 
gives all lovers their true and mafculine eloquence ; or are 
they the Graces, you prefume on ( your known Clients) 
Spring, Beauty, and Cheerfulnefs? Here are Youth, Audaci- 
ty, and Favour, to eacounter them, three more manly 
perfections, and much more powerful in working for love: 
Child, you are all che ways of winning too weak, there 
is no thinking, either with your honor or difcretion kepe 
fafe, to Continue on a ftrife, wherein, you are already 
vanquifhed ; yield, be penitent, early, and confefs it. 

1. I will break my Bow and Quiver into duft firft (re- 
ftore me mine own Arms) or be torn in pieces with Her- 
pyes, Marry one of the Furies, turn into Chaos again, and 
diffolve the harmony of Nature. 

2. O, moft ftiffy fpoken! and fit for the fex you ftand 
for! well, give the fign then: lec the Trumpets found, and 
upon the valour and fortune of your Champions put the 
right of your caufe. 

x. Tis done. 


\ 
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you not? 


OW Sir, you have got mightily by this Conten-{| 1. Why, what have you done, or wen? 
on, and advanc’d your Caufe, to a moft high 
degree of eftimation with thefe SpeGators? Ha’ 


2. It is enough for me (who was call’d ont of this 
tryal) that I have not loft, or that my fide is not van- 
quith’d. 


“Bbb 2 Enters 
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Exters Hymen to them. 


HIMEN. 


Ome, you niuft yield both: this is neither contention 
ca for you, nor time fit to contend: there is another kind 
of Tiling would become Love better than this ; to mect 


lips for lances; and crack kifles inftead of ftaves: which, | 


ehere is no beauty here, I prefume, fo young, but can 
fancy, nor fo tender, but would venter : Here is the palm, 
for which you mutt ftrive: which of you wins this bough, 
is che right and beft Cupid ; and whilft you are ftriving, let 


Hymen, the Prefident of thefe folemnities, tell you fome- | 


thing of your own ftory, and what yet you know not of 
your felves: you are both true Cspids, and both the fons 
of Versus by Mars, but this the firlt born, and was called 
Eros : who upon his birth prov’d a child of excellent beau- 
ty, and right worthy his Mother; but after bis growth 
not anfwering his form, not only Venws, but the Graces, 
who nursed him, became extremely folicitous for bim: 
and were impell’d out of their grief and care, to confuls 
the Oracle about him: Thems (for Apollo was not yet of 
years) gave anfwer there wanted nothing to this perfe- 
&ion, but that they had not enough ¢confider’d, or look’d 


-into the nature of the Infanc, which indeed was defirous 


of a Compation only ; for though Love, and the true, 


— ——— 


-might be born of Venus fingle and alone, yer ke could rot 
ichrive and encreafe alone. Therefore if fhe attectcd his 
‘growth, Venss muft bring forth a Brother to him, and 


fname him Anteres: that with reciprocal atiection, might 


pay the exchange of Love. This made, that thou wert 
born her fecond birth. Since when, your natures are, that 
either of you, looking upon other, thrive, and by your 
mutual refpects and interchange of ardor, flourith and 
profper ; whereas if the one be deficient or wanting to 
the other, ic fares worfe with both. This is che Love, thae 
Hymen requires, without which no Marriage is happy : 
when the contention is not, who is the true Love, bue 
( being both true ) who leves moft; cleaving the Bough 
between you, and dividing the Palm; This is a fife, 
‘wherein you both win, and begets a concord ‘worthy all 
married minds emulation, when the Lover transforms 
himfelf into the perfon of his beloved, as you two de 
‘now; By whofe example, let your Knights (all honora- 
ble friends and fervants of Love) affect the like peace, 
and depart the lifts equal in their friendfhips for ever, as 
today they have beenin their fortunes. And may this 
‘Royal Court never know more difference in humours; or 
thefe well-grac’d Nuptials more di{Cord in affections, than 
what they prefently feel, and may ever avoid. . aa 


‘o@ 


I. 2. 
To ths Love fays Amen. - 
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HE King being fet m expectation, ‘out ran a fellow 


Denniffe, Donnell,’ Dermock, Patrick. 


OR chreefhes fayk, phair ifh te King? Phich ith 
he an’t be ? fhow me te fhweet faith, quickly. 
By got, o’ my.confhénce, rifh ifh he! Ant tou 
- be King Yamifh, me name is Dennifh, I fherve ti 
Mayefties: owne cafhtermonger, be me trote ; and cry 
peep’th, and pomwater’h. ith Mayefties thervice, tis five 
year now. Ant, tou vilenot truth mé now, cal up ti clarke 
o’ti kirchin, be ant.-be,-fhall give hith wort, upon hith 
book, ifhtrue. = 0 te 7 
Don. Ithit te fafhion, to’ beate te Imbafheters , here ? 
and knocke *hem o’te heads, phit te phoit ftick? 
Der. Ant make ter ‘mefhage run out at ter mothfh, be- 
fore tey{hpeake vit te King. =e 4 
Den. Peath Dermock, here ith te King. — 
Der. Phairifhte King? | 
Don. Phich ith te King ? 
Den. Tat ith te King. | ) 
Der. Ith tat te King ? Got blefh him. 
Den. Peafh, and take heet, vat tou fhayfht, man. 
Der. Creefh:bleth him | fhay. Phat reafon I tayk heet, 


for tat?.... 


Don. Creth bleth.ti Srwaet faith, King Yaewifh ; and my | 


miftrefh faith ‘tog: Pre ge, jheare me now. lam comea 
@reat vay of milesto.fhe-te now, by. my faye and crete, 
andgrahoxgo, tr 

Den. Phat ith 1: meaning e’tith, Dore]? Didth tou not 
hay a gorth name, | fhould tell cy- cayle for tee 2 ant en- 
Rrayt me come to te Court, and leave my vare at fhixe, 
and feven? By got, ifhtruenow. | 

Don. Yefh. But I thanke got I can tell my tayle my 
thelfe, now I be here, I warrant tee: Pre dee hear me 
King Yarns(h. | : — 

Den. Pree dee heare me King Yamih. I can tell cee bet- 
ter ten he. a 

Pat. Pre dee heare neder noder on ’*hem : Here’th Der- 
mock vill (hpeake better ten eder oder on "hem. 
_ Der. No fayt Chweet hart tow lyefhe. Patrick here ith 
te velht man of bith tongue, of all de foure ; pretee now 
heare him. | | 

Pat. By chreefh fhave me tow lyesht. I have te vorfht 
tongue in te company at thy fhervifh. Vill fhome body 


fhpeake ? 


— AT COURT, | 
By Gentlemen the King’s Servants» 


attir’d ike a Citizen’: after bim, three or four fost- 


_ 'Lords here ant.bé. - 


Cash tey be poor. 
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Don. By my faye I vill not. “se alts 
Der, By my gothips hand I.villnot. ., .. 
Pat. Speake Demifhten., se 
Den. If {peake, te divell tayke me. I vill give cee leave 
to cram my mouth phic fhamrokes and butter, and vaiteg 
crefhesin ftead of pearfhand peepfhh =, ss sis 
Pat. If no body vill thpeake, 1 vill thpeake. Pleath ty © 
fhwect faith we come from Ireland. oe ar 
Der. We be Irith men and °c pleath tee. a 
Han Ty good fhubthects of Leeland, and pleafh ty Ma- 
yeuly. a ee ts Song oe te Sea eZ 
Den. Of Connough, Leymfter, Ulfter, Munfter. I mine 
one fhelfe vafh born in, the Englith payle and.pleath. cy-7</ 
Mayetty. ar _ ae ange os i ee 7 
Pat. Sacrament pg’. chreeth, tell ty tale; ey. fhelfe, and 
be all tree. tan eee 
Den. And pleath ty graith | vil} tell cee, Tere vath a 
great newefh.in Ireland. of a, great Brideadl-of-ane-o’ ty 


hh us Oh ig Waele ty Hab. Cate oF 
si Ty man Robyne ¢ hay. bbe LF « Lf te 3 
on. Mary ty man Tota ith act (én; tay thay. 

Der. I, ty good man, Toumaith, o’ Shuffolke. ee ieee St Goa by 
_ Don, He knoke uh o’te payc here afh we comeby, bys AF 
good token. - . in ae es on eo 
__ Der. I fayt tere ifh very muth phoyr ftick here ftirring 
to night. He takes ufh for no Shquires I tinke. : 

_Pat. No, he.rinkfh not.ve be Imbatheters. - : 

Don. No fayt | tinke tho too. But tith Marriage bring harden of 
over a dofhen of our besht Mayshters, to be merry perhe tn fOGJEALN Afk 
tee shweet faish, ande be ; and daunsh a fading at te Ved AEGEY Ca 
ding, ot | hth pore 

_ Dem. But tey vere Ieeke to daunsh naked, and pleash WAP, Pa 


Mayefty ; for te villanous vild Irifh sheas have casht away 

all ter fine cloysh, as many ash cosht a towfand cowes, 

and garraves I warrant tee. - 

‘ si And te prishe of a Cashtell or two upon teyr 
acks. 

Don. And tey tell ty Mayefty, tey have ner a great 
fish now, nora sheamoynshter to shave teyr Cloysh alive 
now. . 
Pat. Nor a devoish vit a-clowd to fesh hem out o’ te: 
bottom o’ te vayter. | 

Der. But tey musht eene come and daunch i? teyr man- 
tels now ; and show tee how tey can foot te fading and 
te fadow, and te phip adunboyne I trow. 

Don. | pre dee now, let not ty {weet faysht Ladies make 
a mock on *hem and fcorn to daunsht vit *hem now, be- 


Pat. Tey 


Feit ofr Hons (0 aa Mab) gam olt Hien a Byatt Ja. ie 
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Pat. Tey drink no bonny clabbe, i? fayt, now. 
Don. It ish better ten ufquebagh to daunsh vie Patrick. 
Pat. By my faters hand tey : ‘1 ‘daunsh very vell. 
Der. I by S. Patrick vill cey ; for tey be nimble men. 
Den. And vill leap ash light, be creesh fave me, ash he 
tat veares te biggeft fether in ty Court, King Yami(h. 
Der. For all tey have no good vindsh to blow tem he- 
ter, nor elementsh to presherve *hem. — . 
Dow. Nor all te four cornersh o°te World, to creep out 
on. , 
Pat. But tine own Kingdomes. 
Don. Tey be honeshe men. : 
Pat. And goot men’: tine own shubshects. 
Der. Tou hasht very good shubshetts in Ireland. 
Den. A great goot many, o’ great goot shubshedts. 
Don. Tat love ty Mayefty heartily. 
Den. And vill run trough fire and vater for tee, over te 
bog, and te Bannoke, be te graish o’ Got, and graish 0’ 
Kin 7 


g.. 
Der. By got, tey vill fight for tee, King. Yawxj{h, and for 
my mifirishtere.. | 
“Dew “And my little maishter. Sant 2. 7° 
fic bt] > A Pat. And te ufrow, ty daughter, tat is in Tuchland. 
ae, Don. Tey vill (pend ter heart, in ter belly for tee, as vel 
“7 pre Per as ter legs, in ter heels. io 
wetnaee 7 Der. By creesh,tey vill shpend all teyr cowesh for tee. 
NZ. 44. Dew. Pre tee make mush on’tem. 
| Pat. Pre tee, {weet faysh do. | 
2’ * Don. Bo not angry vit te honesh men,for te few rebelsh, 
‘and knavesh. aaa 
Pat. Nor beleeve, no tayles, King Yamsifh. 
- Der. For, by got, tey love tee in Ireland. 


Don. Pre tee, bid’em velcome, and got make’em rish | | 


fortee. | | 
Der. Tey vill make tern shelves honeshe. 
De. Tou basht not a hundret toufand fush men by my 
trote. . - as iS — 
Pat. No, nor forty, by my hant. 
Don. By juftish, Delounes hant, not twenty. 
| De. By- 
Brittayne. Shall I call hem to tee ? | 
= Don. Tey shit like poore men i’ te porsh yonder. © 
:. Pat. Shtay te peepe i?sh come! harke, harke. 
'. Der. Let ush daunsh ten. Daunsh Dennuife. 
Den. By creesh {a’me! ha’ forgot. | 
Don. ‘& little till our mayshtersh be ready. © _ 
Here the Foot-men had « dance; being ix men, and fix boys, to 
| the bagpipe, and otber rude mafick, after which they had a 
- fong, andthenthey cried, 
Peash. Peash. Now room for our mayshters. Room for 


our mayshters.! 


‘Then she Gentlemen dance forth a dance in their Irifh mantles, to 


a folemn Mufick of Harpes: which done, the foct-men fell\ 


to {peak again, till they were interrupted by @ crvil Gentle- 
" man of the-Nation, who brings in @ Bard. 


Mafques. 


4 Her fame.from barbarifme, ber ftate from wWahe, : 
| And in her afl-che fruits of bleffing plant. 


my Lord Deputish hant not ten, in all a great! 


Der. How like tou tish Yami(h? And tey had fine cloyshs 
be : 


now, and liveries, like tine own men and be. 
Don. But te rugs make ’em shruy a lirele. 
Der. Tey have shit a great phoyle i’ te cold, andbe 
Don. Isht not pitty te cloysh be drown’d now? 
Pat. Pre tee shee another daunsh, and be not veary. 
Gent. He may be of your rudenefs. Hold your tongues. 
And let your courfer manners feek fome place, 
Fit for their wildnefs. This is none, be gone. 
Advance, immortal Bard, come up and view - 
The gladding face of that great King, in whom * 
So many prophecies of thine are knit. ' : 
This is that ‘fames of which long fince thou fung%t 
Should end our Countries moft unnatural broiles 7 
And if her ear, then deafned withthe drum, 
Would ftoop but to the Mufick of his peace, 
She ‘need not with the Sphears change harmony. 
This is the man thou promis’dit should redeem 
If she would love his counfels as his laws, ‘ 
Her head from fervitude, her feetfrom fall, < . 


Ye 


Sing then fome charme, made from his prefent looks 
That may affure thy former prophecies, ; 
And firm the hopes of thefe obedient {pirits, mete 
Whof love no lef; than duty; ‘hath call'd forth. 
Their willing powers: who if they had much more 
Would do their All, and think they could not move 
Enough to honor that, which he doth.love. a 


OW both your heads at once, and hearts: 

Obedience doth not well in parts... .. 

It is but ftanding in biseye,-. 2 0 6 cas, 
You'll feel your felves chang’d-by andby.: 
Few live, that know, how quick afpring’:: .: 
_ Works ia the prefence ofa King: «11. ~ 
Tis done by this; your flough ler-fall;...- .: 
_ And come forth new-bogn creatures all, . 


In this fong, the Mafquers le: fall theér piouiles 4 i 
their mafquing apparel. Then dance ‘forth. ae — 


oN 


. | 
t as 


| After she dance the Bard frags this. = é i | 


partis 


Here the Bard fings to two Harps... 5.77 ~ 


a DIE ee ee 


Fier the lewd mufick, the Scene difcovered ; bei 


‘Vulcan looks 


ratory, or Alchywsifts work-boufe : 
2 amit to the Corsets be- 


Regifters, while a Cyclope, tending she fire, 
gan to fing. 
CYFCLOPE. 
@ Oft, fubtil fire, thou foul of Art, 


‘Now do thy part : 7 - 

On weaker Nature, that thro age is lamed. 
Take but thy time, now fhe is old, 
And the Sun her friend grown cold,‘ — 


She will po more, in ftrife with thee be named. . 


a 


Look, but how few confefs her now, 

_' In cheeke or brow! 

every head, almoft, how the is frighted : 
The very age abhors her (0, _ 

"That it learns to fpeak and go 

As if by. art alone it could be righted. 


The Song ended, Mercury appeared, thrusting’ ont bis bead, and 
afterward bis body, at the Tomsel of. the middle furnace; 
qwhich Vulcan efpying, cried ont to the Cyclope. 


FULCAN. 


S* , fee! our Mercury is coming forth ; Art and all the 
| Elements affift. Call forth our Philofopbers. He will 
be gone, he will evaporate. Dear Mercury! help. He 
flies. He is fcap’d. Precious golden Mercury, be fixt ; be 
not fo volatile.’ Will none of the Sons of Art appear? 


’ From 


Is which gi Mercury having run ounce or tavice about the 
room, aro breath, and {peaks. : a 


ae MERCURY. 
N OW the place and goodnefs’of it protect me. One 
tender-hearted creature, or other, fave Mercury, 

and free him. Nere an old Gentlewoman ? che houfe, 
that has a wrinkle about her, to hide me in? I could run 
jnto a Serving-womans pocket now; her glove, any little 
hole. Some merciful Verdingale among fo many, be 
bounteous, and undertake me: I will ftand clofe up, any 


where, to efcape this polt-footed Philofopher, old Smug ‘here 
of Lenmos, and his fmoaky family. Has he given me time 


# 


to breath? O the variety of torment that I have endured | which is nothing of nothing, a trifle. And fo. the Bla 
files fu fhig a Ph x Ie fr~% ile GYuirt, pres WY fee Aled wel fe or men 
| | | 7 . se cw C es A* pte 


through the world, and make Adcreery their inftrument: 
[am their Crude, and their Sublimate ; their Precipicate, 


and their UnCtuous ; their Male and their Female; fome- 
times their Heremapbrodse : what they lift‘to ftile me. Ie is 


I, that am corroded, and exalred, and fublim’d, and re- — 


duc’d, and feteh’d over, and filtred, and: wath’d, and 
wip’d; what between theis falrs and their fulphures, their: 


oyls and their tartars, their brines and their vinegars,. you : 
might take me out now a fous’d Merery, now a fated: 


Mercury, now a fmoak’d and dry’d Mercy, now. a-poul- - 
dred and picke?d Mercury> never Herting, Oyfter; or 
Coucumer paft fo many vexations: my whole: life: with: 


*hem hath been an exercife of torture; one, cwo, three, 
four.and five times an hour ha’ they made me dance. the! 
Philofopbical circle like an Ape thorow a hoope, or a dog’ 
ina wheel, 1am their curn.{pit indeed: they-eac or finell: 
no roaft-meat:but in my name. I am their bill of credie’ 
ftill, that paffes for their -Victuals. and Honfe-room.: It is: 


through me, they ha’ got this.corner o’ che Court to Coozen: 


in, where they. fhark for a hungry dyet below fairs, and 


cheat upon your under-Officers, promifing mountains for. 


their meat, and all upon Mércuries fecurity. A poor Page 


o’ the Ladder, they have made obftinately believe, be 
thall be Phyfician for the boufhold next Summer: they will: 
give him a quantity of che quinteflence, thall ferve him co. 
cure kibes or the mormall o’ che fhin, take:away the pu- : 
ftles i’the nofe, and Mercury is ingag’d for it. A child o° - 


che Scullery fteals all cheir coals for *hem too, and he is bid 
fleep fecure, he thall find a corner o* the Philofepbers ftone 
for’, winder his bolfter, one day, and have the Proverb in- 


in fo many Firkins. of Asruns porabile, as it delivers out Bom- 
bards of Budge to them, between chis and that. 
Pancry, they are at-a Certainty with me, and keep a Tally, 
an Ingot, a Loaf, or a wedge of fome five pound wei 


ght, 


“ 


verted. Againft which, one day I am to deliver the Buttry Cow-=< 5 Cards 
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puard are pleafed with any leate of life (for {ome 999 ) |Vapor’d o’er the helm with Tobacco, and the rofin of 


Medeas kettle hung up, that they may foufe into it when | tincture, the bufinefs. Let me alone with the bufiness 
Fl will carry the bufinefs. Ido uferftand Gye bufinds, | 

dQ find an affront.i’ che bufineis. ; ilhen another is 
cet i the Masbentaticks, or the ; 


thing. They will calcine you a grave matron (as it 
might be a mother 0” the maids) and {pring up a young 
Virgin, out of her afhes, as frefh as a Phenix: Lay you, 
an old Courtier o’ the coales like a fawfedge, or a bloat 
herring, and after they ha’ broil’d him enough, blow a 
foul into him with. a pair of bellows, ti he feare up in- 
$19: 4 . to his Galliard, that was. made when Monfreur*was here. 
/ They profe(s familiarly to melt Gown alf the old finners 
o’ the Suburbs once in a half-year, into frefh Gamefters 
again. Get all the crack’d Maiden-heads, and caft ’em 
into new Ingots, half the Wenches ©? the Fown; are 4/- 
chymy. See, they begin to mufter again, and draw their 
Forces out againft me! The Genius of the place defend 
me. You that are both the Sol and ‘Fupiter of this 


nacks, extraction of Epbererides, {cales of the Globe, filings 
of Bigures, duft othe cwelve Houfes, conferve of Que- 
ftions, falt of Confederacy, a pound of Adventure., a 
grain of Skill, and a drop of Truth. I faw Vegitals too 
ba al as Minerals, put into one glafs there, as Adders. 
toughe, Title.bahe, Nitre of Clients, Tartar of fale 
Cohveyance, Awrum palpabile, with a huge deal of talk 
to which they added tincture of Confcience, ‘with the fa. 
ces of Honefty ; but for what this was, I could not leam- 
only, I have over-heard one o’ the Artifts fay, out o? the 
corruption of a Lawyer was the beft generation of a Bro- 
ker in fuits: whether this were he or no, I know not. 


: 7 


Sphear, Mercury jnyokes y6ur Majefty agajnit the footy | 

Tribe esd bitsy’ ydup-taxour ofily, 1: grbwe récover’dl | } Pe | eee eee | | 

and warm. | Y fe art a fcorner, Mercury, and out of the pride of 
thy protection here, mak’ft it thy ftudy to revile 


De eget 4 Le 4g which time Vulcan entring with a troop of :bredbare Al- 
a, oe _chymifts, prepares thems to rhe firft Antima(que. 
b/d ts’ whad y veh Ae fl 


3c yidita ve Les : x Yj one | \ 
Mf) = pth ee, IGS ibe cic him in, and 


{tothe harmony of our hear, till the flanderer have 


7 6 
yo oe 


forth che Creatures of the firft claf, and let them moye 

the harmony of ou feat 

up his own lips, to hisown torment. “ 
MERCURY. 


ET *hem come, let *hem come, I would not witha 


. 


greater punifhment to thy impudence. . ¢ 


There enters the fecond Antima{que of i cE Creates » with 
belryses of lymbecks on their aks hae dance parts = 


MERCURY proceeded, 


A® T chou not afham’d, Vulcan, ‘to offer in defence of 
thy fire and Art, againft the excellence of the Sun 
and Nature, creatures more imperfect than the very flies 
and infects, that are her tre{paffes and Capes? Vanith 
with thy infolence, thou and thy impoftors, and all men- 
tion of you melt, before the Majefty of this light, whofe 


T is in vain Vislean, to pitch your net in the fight of che 

fowl thus: Iam no fleepy Mars, to be catch’d ’ your 

fubtile toys.. I Know what your aimes are, Sir, to tear 

the wings from my head, and heels, lute me up ina glafs, 

*“es-with my own feals, while you might wreft the Caduceus 

f #<. out of my hand; to the adulrery and {poil of Nature, and 
| make your accefles by it, to her difhonor, more ealfie. 


Sir, would you believe it fhould be come to that height | Afercury henceforth I profefs to be, and never again the. . 
Philofopbers. Vanith, I fay, that all who have .bue their ~ 


: of impudence, in Mankind, that fuch a neft of fire-worms 
as chefe are.( becaufe cheir Patron A4u/ciber heretofore 
has made ftools ftir, and Statues dance, a dog of brafs to 
bark, and (which fome will fay, was his worft act, a 
Woman to fpeak ) fhould therefore with his heats call'd 
Balnei, Cmers, or Horfe-dung, profefs to outwork the 

- Swn invertue, and contend to the great act of generation,! twelve Mafquers, fending about them. After they bad been 
nay-almoft creation? Ic is fo, tho. For, in yonder veffels| 4 awhile viewed, Prometheus defcended, and Nature efter 
which you fee, in eheir laboratory, they have inclos’d| im, fingeng. | | | - 
Materials, to produce Men, beyond the deeds of Deuea- a 
lion, or Prometheus (of which, one, they fay, had the Pé- NATORE. 
lofopbers ftowe, and threw it. over his fhoulder, the other 


fenfes, may fee and judge the difference between thy ri- 
diculous Monfters and his abfoluce features. =~ | 


At which the swhole Scene changed to « glorions bowwre, wherein 


the fire, and loft ir.) And what:men are they, they are H OW young and frefh am I to night, ‘ 
{4'bufie about, think you ?. not common ordinary crea- To fee’t kept day by fo much light, 

tures, buc of rarity.and excellence, fuch as the times And twelve my fons ftand in their Makers fight ? 
wanted, and the Age had a fpecial deal of need of: fuch, Help, wile Promethens, fomething muft be done, 
as there was a_neceflicy, they fhould be artificial; for To fhew they are the Creatures of the Sun, - 


That each to other 
. Is a brother, — 
And Nature here no ftepdame, but.a mother. 


Nature could never have thought or dreamt o'theis com- 
pofition. 1 can remember fame o’ their titles to you, and. 
the Ingredients do.not look for Paracel/us man among em, 


Wa ~qa->, that he pramifed you out of white bread, and dele-wine,| Cho. Came forth, come forth, prove all the numbers 
4 for he never:came to light. Bue of thefe, let me fee; the then,  - 3 ate 

Q firft that occurs; a Matter of ‘the Duel, a Carrier of the | That make perfection wp, and may abfelve you 
differences. To him went fpirit. of ale, a good quantity, men, — 


with the Amalgama of fugar and nutmegs, oy! of Oathg, | 
filphure of quarrel, ftrong Waters, Valour precipitate, , — But 


a 


ois 
4 


® 


Art, but it will turn cto thine own Contumely foon. Cal] - 


Nature was placed, with Prometheus at her feet, and the 


= 


~ Mafques. 
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But fhew thy winding ways and arts, Pro. Nature is motions mother, as (he is yours. _ 
Thy rifings, and thy citnely ftarts Cho, The fpring, whence order flows, chat all direéts, 


Of ftealing fire from Ladies eyes and hearts. _ 
'Thofe fofter circles are the young mans hedver, — 
And there more Orbs and Planets are than ieven, 

To know whofe motion 
Were a Notion 

As worthy of youths ftudy, as deyotion. . 

Come forth,come forth,prove-all the time will gain, 
For Natere bids the beft, and never bade in vain. 


The firft Dance. | 


After which this Song. 


PROMETHEVUS. NATO RE. 
Pro EYOW many, *monglt thet Ladies here, | ’ 


_ Wifh now they fuch a mother were! =| Cho. 


Nat. Nor one I. fear, 

And read it in their laughters. 

There’s more I guefs would wifh to be my daughters. 
Pro. You think they would noc be fo old,for fo much glory. 
Na. I chink that thought fo told 

Is no falfe piece of ftory, - 

"Tis yet wich them, but Beauties noon, | 

They would not Grandames be too foon. : 
Pro, Is chat your Sex-s humor ? 

Tis then fince Niobe was chang’d, that they have left} 

(that tumor. | Cho. 


Cho. Move, move again, in forms as heretofore. 
Nat 


° : Tis form allur-s. 
Then move, the Ladies here are ftore. 


_And knits the caufes with th’ ettects, 


The maine Dance. 
Then dancing with the Ladies. 
Then their laft Dace. 


Afver which, Prometheus cals to them i in ig 


PROMETHEUS. 


Hat have you done 
So foon? 
And can you from fuch beauty part ? 
'“¥ou'll do a wonder more than I. 
I Woman with her ills did fly ; 
. But you their good, ‘and them deny: 
Sure each hath léfe bis heart | 


In pawn to come Again, or elfe he durft not ftart.: 


NATURE. 


Hey are loth to go 
know, : 
Or fure they are no fonsofmine. _ 
-Theére is no banquet, boys, like-this, ’ 
If you hope better, you will mif; 
Stay here, and take each one a kif, 
Which if you can refine, wine, 


The tafte knows no {uch cates, ‘nor yet the om 


No caufe of rerrying fhun, - 


They are not worth his lighe, go backward fromthe 


(Sun; 


380. - _ Mafques. 


Golden Age Reftored. - . 
ane 


Fou fli VQ PG. | 
Gai pod? IN A 


At COURT, ‘1615. 


By the Lords and Gentlemen the King’s Servants. 


¢ 


e 


Lowd Mufick. | _,{ | The King of Gods bath.on us? ; er 
Pallas in ber Chariot de{cending. He is not of the iron breed, 7 ie 
| «Toa fofter Mufick. That would, though Fate did help tbe deed, _. 
n | | Let fhame in fo upon us. - 
Ook, look! rejoyce, and wonder ! ife, rife chen up, thou Grandame Vice 
That you offending mortals are Of all my iffue, Avarice, 
(For all your crimes) fo much thecare| Bring with thve Fraud and Slander, : 
Of him that bears che thunder! Corruption witt. the golden hands, 
te Or any fubtler if}, chat ftands 
‘ove can endure no longer, ‘| To be a more Commander. 


Your great ones fhould your lefs invade; | Thy Boys, Ambition, Pride, and Scorn, . 
Or that your weak, tho bad, be made Force, Rapine, and thy babe laft born, 
A prey unto the ftronger. 7 Smooth Treachery call hither, 
| | AmmrFolly forth, and tgnorance 


a 

And therefore, means to fettle . And teach them all our Pyrrbick dance: 
Aftres in her feat again ; : We may triumph together, 

_ And let down in his golden chain Upon this enemy fo great, 

The Age of better metrle. Whon, if our forces can defeae, 

And but this once bring under, 

Which deed he doth the rather, We are the mafters of the skies, 

That even Envy may behold Where all the wealeh, height, power lies, 
Time not enjoy his head of gold | The fcepter, and the thunder. | 
Alone beneath his father. | | Which of you would not in a war 
Attempt the price of any fcar, 

But that his care conferveth To keep your own ftates even? 
Astime, fo all timeshonorstoo, Bur, here, which of you is that he, 
Regarding ftill what heaven ffiould do, Would noc himfelf the weapon be, 

And not what earth deferverh. To ruine Fove and Heaven? 


" About it then, and let him feel, 
A tumult But hark,whae tumult from yond? cave is heard! The iron-age is curn’d to fteel, 
and clafh- = What noife, what ftrife, what earthquake and| Since he begins to threat her : 


(ROE alarms! And though the bodieshereareleG 8. 
heard As troubled Nature for ber Maker, fear’d; | Than-were the Giants; he'll confefa 
within, And all the iron-age were up in arms ! Our malice is far greater. 
Hide me, foft cloud, from their prophaner eyes, | 74¢ Antima/que, and their Dance, tavo Drums, Ts j, and 
Till infolent Rebellion take the field, an. confufion of Martial Mufick: at the end of which Pallas 
And as their f{pirits with their counfels rife, fhewing ber field, — 


I fruftrate all with fhowing of my fhield. S° change, and perith, {carcely knowing how, - 
| — That *gainft the Gods do take fo vain a vow, 
 Tron-age prefents x felf, calling forth the Evils. | And think to equal with your mortal dates, 
| | Their lives that are obnoxious to no fates, 
Ome forth, come forth, do we not hear | Twas time’ appear, and lect their folly fee, 
What purpofe, and bow worth our fear, | "Gain whom they fought, and with what deftiny. 


\ . Dre 


—_ 


And chat befeen awhile, and then be nang.‘ 


Now, now, defend you both below’d of ove, 


And of the good on earth no lef the love ; 


Defcend you long long with’d,and wanted pair, 


And as your fofter times divide:the air, « 


So fhake all-clouds off with your golden hair ; 
For fpight is.fpent: the iron-age is fled, * 
And,with ler power on earth, her name isdead. 


x ASTRA. 2 AGE. defeending. 
i, 2. And are we then, — 
To live agen, 
With men ? i: ao, 
1. Will Fore fuch pledges to th’ earth reftore 


_As Juftice? 2. Or the purer ore? 
PAELAS. 
ASTR&A. AGE. 
2. But do they knaw, 
How much they owe, - 
/ below ? 

x. And will of grace receive it, not as due ? 
| PALLAS. 
If not they harm themfelves, not you. 

ASTRA. AGE. 
1 True. 2 True. | 


| QUIRE. 


Let narrow Natures (how they will) miftake, 
The great fhould {till be good fortheir own fake. 


PALLAS. 


F. Welcome to earth and raign. 


ASTREA. AGE. 


* But how without a train 
Shall we our ftate fuftain ? 


PALLAS. 


Leave that to Fove: therein you are 
No little part of his A4nerva's care. 
i | "Expect a while, 
You far fam’d fpirits of this happy Ifle, 
That, for your facred fongs have gain’d the ftile 
Of Phebus fons: whofe notes the air afpire 
— Of th’ old -£gyprian, or the Thracsan lyre, 
That Chaucer, Gower, Lidgate, d raed hight, 
Puc on your better flames, and larger light, 
To wait uponthe age that fhall your names 
| new nourifh, 
Singe vertue preft fhall grow, and buried arts 
thall flourith. 


Poets defcend. 


- .g Wecome. 2 Wecome. 
4 Our beft of fire : 
“Is thae which Pallas doth infpire. 


PALLAS. 
_ (thade, 


Then fee you yonder fouls, fet far within the 
-Andin Ejifies bowers che blefled fears do keep, 


i oe | Mafques. ’ 


‘Die all, that can remain of you, but ftone,- That for their living good now femy- gods are made. 


2, And ftrife, 2 And hate, 2 And fear, 2 And - 


— - 38y 


And went away from earth, as if but tam’d with fleep: 
Thefe we muft joynto wake ; for chefe are of the ftrain 
That juftice dare defend, and will the age fixftain. 


QUIRE 
Awake, awake, for whom thefe timés were kept, 


O wake, wake, wake, as you had never flepr, - - 
Make haft and put on air, to be their guard, 


| Whom once but to defend, is ftill reward. 


PALL AS 
Thus Pallas throws a lightning from her fhield.: 
QOUvIRE . TheSceng 
; : of light 
To which lec all that doubtful darknets yeild. —_—“tifeovered 
1ASTR#A. 2 AGE. 
x Now peace. 2 Andlove. 1 Faith. 2 Joys. 
1, 2. All all increafe —s | 
POETS. A panfe. 


pain, 4 All ceafe. 
PALLAS. . 


No tymour of an iron vain. 
The caufes fhall not come again. 


QUuIRE 


But, as of old, all now be gold. 
Move, move then to thefe founds. | 
And, do, not only, walk your folemn rounds, 
But give thofe light and ayry bounds, 
That fit the Genss of thefe gladder grounds, 


The firft dance, after which, PALL AS. 
Already ? Do not all things fmile ? | 
ASTREA. 


But when they have enjoy’d a while, 
The ages quickning power : 


AG E. 


That every thoughe a feed doth bring, 
And every look a plant doth (pring, 
And every breath a flower: 


PALLAS. 


Then earth unplough’d thal yield her crop, 
Pure honey from the oak fhafl drop, | 
The fountain fhall run milk : | 
The thiftle shall the lilly bear, 
And every bramble rofes wear, 
And every worm make filk. 


QUIRE. 


The very shrub shall bal/ame fweat, 

And Neéar mele the rock with heat, 
Till earth have drunk her fill: 

That sheno harm uweed may know, 

Nor barren Ferse, nor Mandeake low, 
Nox Masri to kill. 


Mafques. 
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The main dance, after which, 
PALLAS. 


But here’s not all: you muft do more, 
Or elfe you do but half reftore 
The 4ges liberty. 


POETS. 


The male and female us’d to joyn, 
And into all delight did coyn 
That pure fimplicity. 
Then feature did to form advance, 
And Youth call’d Beauty forthto dance, 
And every grace was by. 
At was a time of no diftruft, 
So much of Love bad nought of luft, 
None fear’d a jealous eye. 
The language melted in the ear, 
Yer all without a bluth might hear, 
They liv’d with open vow. 


QvIRE. 


Each touch and kifs was fo well plac’d, 
They were as fweet as they were chaft, 
And fuch muft yours be now. 


Dance with Ladies. 
PALLAS afcending, calls them. 


‘Tis now enough, behold you here, 
What Fove hath i-uile to be your fphere, 
You hither mut retire. 2 
And as bis boo ty gives vou caufe, 
Be ready ft] without your paule, 
To thew the wor'd vour fire. 
Likes lights about Ajiress throne, 
You here mutt thine, and all be one, 
In fervor and in flame. 


fatten Lefye fm oe 


a a an a ce ne 
That by your union fhe may grow, 
And, you fuftaining her, may know, - 

he age ftill by her name. 


Who vows, againft, or heat or cold, 
To fpin you garments of her gold, 
‘That Want may touch you never, 
And making garlands every hour, 
To write your names in fome new flower, 
That you may live for ever. 


QUIRE. 


To Fove, to Fove, be all the honour given, 
-] That thankful hearts can raife from earth to heaven. 


ASTREA. 


What change is here! I had not more 

Defire to leave the earth before, = * 
Than I have now co {tay ; - 

My filver feet, like roots, are wreath’d 

Into the ground, my wings are fheath’d, 
And I cannot away. 


Of all there feems a fecond birth, - 
It is become a heaven on earth, 
And ‘fove is prefent here, 
I feel the God-head: nor will doube 
But he can fill che place throughout, 
Whole power is every wherc. 


This, this, and only fich as this, 
The bright A/free’s region 18, 
Where fhe would pray to live, 
And in the midft of fo much gold, 
-}unboughe with grace or fear unfold: -. 
The law co mortals give. 


Galliards and Coranto's. 
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BARTHOLMEW. F AIR. 
A @ O ME D Y. 


Aé@ed’ in the Year — 7 th — res _—" 


= then pe ay to Ki NG 7 MES. of moft bleffed Memory. 
Ui che ws Lhe Hope Fpiest Kine Jawes of moftbleffed hes Ching lylovt AP 
| Kehyp WES pw oks a Covet GbE Lh, bjahd Ae ping Arte ‘Heo rrel Y 
4 Ary . aidan J Nt fe x Lela hata fasfind « Linhet fof. fs Jae Lag 
LET Den sn 7 G a aeatlal 


—~ Byt the Author Benjamin John on, Vandi, Ct ug fy 


Df. 


Si foret in terri, rideret Democritus :* - a 
Speétaret populan dudis attentins ipfis, 
Ut fbi prabentem, mimo Jpe&tacula oe 

Scriptores autem narrare putaret fell 


Fabellam a Hor. lib. -2- Epift. . Ne ne 


. 
- « _- a a 


| T H E. 
. Prorocus to he KINGs MAJESTY. . 


Our Majelty i is welcome to 4 Fair ; 

Such Place, Such Mer » fuch Language, and fuch ala _ _ 
- You mup expel : with thefe, the zealous ale’ Pahee % 
Of your Lands Faction, feandaliz’d at Toys, Re 

As Babies, Hobby-borfes, Puppet-plays,« 

And fuch like rage, whereof the petulant ways 

Your felf have known; and:have bin vext with long. 

Thefe for your S port, without particular wrong, 

Or juft complaint of any private Man,: °° 

(Who of himJelf, or fhall think well or cai ) 

The Maker doth prefent: and: hopes; to‘Nighe 

To give you for a Fairing, trae delight. 3-2 


The. Pensons of the. Pray. . 


: a 


Joun jennie -WIT, - A Prollor. 
Win Litrreswit, Big 
Dame Punetnart, | et 4 Fr Mather and a Widow... 
ick ov-THE-LAND Busy, "Ele Suiter, a Banbury Man. pu: fesctones 4 
, WiratWareg si. 0... Bie Rival, ii taka nf 
(Quakrous, 7 is Companion, a GameSter. F | 
Wie ‘Coes, * eae An Efqiare of Hatrow. ; 
Humparer Wasps, His Man, 
~ApvaM Over DO; A Faftice of Peat, 
Dame Overn 0, Tidal His Wife. a 
Grace Wersorn, ied bs Fis Ward, e . i 
Lant. euiak wagons ae Akl Ha files, man} 
Joan Trasn, ~ a. on A Gingér Bread Worgn. 
Ezecuren Eps won ae ad Cutpaefe. ist Yl ee cterge ae, Ort 
““WIGHTINGALBE, A Ballad finger 9.3 Se sage eo ee 
| glue Le Lagat Turn » DurTtaagg am A 
UrRsxa, | - A Pig-Woman. cndenTarek. Y 
Moon-catg, "Her Taper. 


Jorpan ee Ss  AHarfecoufer, nda ranger Turnbull. 
Vat Currtine, : sabes a ae Mish BE thins | 


a HA bee Poe eS et og 
| CapPrain W MIT, A Bawd, wry /. re ee ar ach. kx 
os a 4 . GP gee as? Re ace ek , ¥ ee . 
Punane Auice, ° Mifife the Gang, 24 “3 
“ge oS Fe a, he Senha eae he 
. 7: rs At Vtg é. te 
TROUBLE-ALL, ~ _ A Mad merle, at, $y Se hetlin 
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Entlemen, have a little patience, they are e’en 
upon coming, inftantly. He chat fhould be- 
gin the Pisy, Mafter Little-wit, the Proétor, 
has a ftiech new faln in his black filk Scock- 

ing ; ’ewill be drawn up ere you can tell twenty. He 
plays one o’ the Arches*that dwells about the Ho/pital, 
and he has a very pfetty part. But for the whole Play, 
will you ha’ the truth on’e? (I am looking, left the Poet 
4$shear me, or his Man, Mafter Broom, behind the Arras ) 
it is like to be a very conceited {curvy one, in plain Ex- 
glifb. When’t comes to.the Fair once, you were een 
as good go to Virginia, for any thing there is of Smith- 
field. He has not hie the Humours, he do's not know 
em; he has not conversd with the Bartholmew-birds, 
as they fay 3 he has ne’er aSword and Buckler Man in 
his Fair; nor a little Davy,fto take Toll 0° the Bawds 
there, asin my time; nor a Kind-heart, if any bodies 
Teeth fhould chance to ake inhis Play ; nor a Jugler 
with a well-educated Ape, to come over the Chain for 
the King of England, and back again for the Prince, 
and fie {till on his Arfe for the Pope, and the King of 

Spain! None o’ thefe fine fights! Nor has he the_ Can. 

vas-cut i’ the Night, for a Hobby- -ma in- 

to hi -neighbour, and take his leap there! Nothing! 
o,and fome writer (that I know) had had but the Pen- 
ning o'chis matter, he would ha made you fuch a fig 
ajog i the Boothes, you fhould ha’ thought an_Earth- 
quake had been? che Fair! But thefe Mafter-Poets, 
they will ha’ cheir own abfurd Courfess they will be 
jinform’d of nothing. { He has ( /irreverence ) kick’d me 
ee or four times about the Tyring-houfe, I thank him, 

for but offering to put in with my experience. [ll 
be judg’d by you, Gentlemen, now, but for one conceit 

of mine! Would not a fine Pump upon the Stage ha’ 
done well, for a property now? and a Punque fet under 
upon her Head, with her Stern upward, and ha’ been 
Aous’d by my witty young Mafters o’ the Inns 0’ Court ? 
What think you o’ this for a fhew, now? he will not 
hear ’othis! Tam an Afs! [! and yet I kept_the Stage 

49 in Mafter Tarleton’s time, I thank my Stars’ Ho! and 

that Man had liv’d to have play’d in Bartholmew Fair, 
you fhould ha’ feen him ha’? come in, and ha’ been co- 
zened i? che Cloath-quarter, fo finely! And Adams, 
the Rogue, ha’ leap’d and caper’d upon him, and ha’ 
dealt his Vermine about, as though they had coft him 
nothing.. And then a fubftantial Watch to ha’ ftoln in 
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ook-bolder, Scrivener. CX | 

y 2,/ he om roy aa Hs A tim 
ow now ? What rare difcourfé are you faln ial andy, 
: hse Pus 
gt PLA, 


(Sta. Nothing, but the underftanding Gentlemen othe” a 
a here, ask’d my idgMeHt Ee aU I, 4S that 
eae fas 
the Stage ? or gathering up the broken Apples for the 4 Ty 
it’s come to tine degree 273 £24] 


£m AXdé * 


Ook. 


~~ el ae 
Meridian, and the Scale of the grounded Judgments here, he othe 
his Play-fellows in wit. Gentlemen, not for want of a za, 4, 


Prologue, but by way of a new one, I am fent out to you”, Vfewk- 
here, witha Scrivener, and certain Articles drawn out, ay 
zoe 


in hafte between our Author and you; which if you (jou 
pleafe to hear, and as they appear reafonable, to copter hey bean! of 
of ; the Play will follow ey: Read, Scrige, gi’meve--hésy Lt 
the Counterpaift. dé» Xk Zek god tfin ot oe Aa, 
Scr. Articles of Agreement, indented, bétween the 4.44;°.5¢ 
Spectators or Hearers, at the Hope on rhe Bankjide, in wx her 48 ay 
County of Swrry on the one party; And the Author of ntZ, ZA. 
Bartholmew Far in the faid place and County, on the Zt as 
other party: the one and thirtieth day of Ofob. 1614..f/. « ' 


the Parties above-faid, and the faid Specfators, and Hear- Ast 
ers, as well the curious and envious, as the favouring £1. Joel | 
and judicious, as alfothe grounded judgments and un fi67 7 
derftandings, do for themfelves feverally covenant and ,.' ah. 
agree to remain in the Places their Money or Friends... Ba 
have put them in, with patience, for the {pace of two vt YF PS 
Hours and an half, and fomewhat more. In which 4 %.,°.. pen 
time the Asthor promifeth to prefent them by us, witha ek SEES 
new fufficient Play, called Bartholmew Fair, merry, and a3 

as full of noife, as {port : made co delight all, and to of-.z Ze Yai 


fend none ; provided they have either the wic or the ho- %.” Piven 
nefty co chink well of themfelves. eh 


It is further agreed, That every Perfon here, have his 
or their free-will of Cenfure, to like or diflike ac their &% 
own charge, the Author having now departed with his 

Eee 2 righe:. 


pager. 
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396. 


Sight: it fall be fawful for any Man to judge his fix 
Pen’orth, his twelve Pen’orth, fo to his eighteen Pence, 
cwo Shillings, half a Crown, to the value of his Place ; 
provided always his Place get not above his Wit. And 


if he pay for half a dozen, he may cenfure for all chem. 


too, fo that he will undertake that they thall be fileric. 
He fhall put in for Cen/ures here, as they do for Lots at 
the Lottery: marry, if he drop but fix Pence at the 
Door, and will Cenfure a Crowns worth, it is thought 
there is no Confcience, or Juftice in chat. 

It is alfo agreed, That every Man here exercife his 
own Judgment, and not Cenfure by Contagion, or upon 
truft, from anothers Voice, or Face, that fits by him, 
be he never fo firft in che Commiffion of Wit: As alfo, 
that he be fixt and fetcled in his Cenfure, that what he 
approves, or not approves to day, he will do the fame 
to morrow; and if to morrow, the next day, and fo 
the next week (if need be:.) and not to be broughe 

‘“tabout by any that fits on the Bench with him, though 


it vertuous and ftaid Ignorance; and next to truth, a con- 


*s 


i 


4 ‘Y gd ¢-* Where to find him. | 
: A of. 147. Ie is further covenanted, concluded and agreed, That 
ia how great foever the expectation be, no Perfon here is 
to expect more than he knows, or better Ware than a 
Fair will afford: neither to look back to the Sword and 
Buckler-age of Smithfield, but content himfelf with the 
refent. Inftead of a little Davy, totake Toll o’ the 
lft feib~ Bawds, the Author doth promifé a ftratting Hor(e-courfer, 
A YA cob with a Jeer-Drunkard, two or three to attend him, in as 
ON: f-llow-good Equipage as you would with. And then for Kind- 
+" heart, the Tooth-drawer, a fine Oily Pig-woman with her 

Tapfter, to bid you welcome, and a Confort of Roarers 

for Mufick. A wife Fuffice of Peace meditant, inftead 

of a Fugler, withan Ape. A civil Cutpurfe fearchant. A 

{weet Sixger of new Ballads allurant: and as frefh an 
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Hypocrite, as ever was broach’d,rampant. IF there be ne- 
ver a Servant-monfter Y the Fair, who can help it , he 
fays, nor a Neft of Astiques ? He is loth to make Na-4 72 
ture afraid in his Plays, like thofe that beget Tales, Tem- 
Kf and fuch like DrolerjesJ to mix his Head ‘with other 

ens Heels ; let the concupifcence of Figs and Dances, 
reign as ftrong as it will amongft you: yee if che Pap- 
pets will pleafe any body, they hall be entreated to 
come in. : 

In confideration of which, it is finally agreed, by the 
forefaid Hearers and Speciators, That they neither in 
themfelves conceal, nor fuffer by them to be concealed, 
any State-decipberer,or Politick Picklock of the Scene, fo fo- 
lemnly ridiculous, as to {earch out, who was meant by 
Ginger-bread-woman, who by the Hobby bcr/e-man, who by | 
the Coftard-monger, nay, who by their Wares. Or chae 


will pretend to affirm (on his own in/pired Ignorance ) 
what Mirror of a Sade is meane ty the Fuftice, A; 
what great Lady By the Pig-woman, what conceal’d States- 
man, by the Seller of Moufe-traps, and fo of the reft. 
But chat fuch Perfon, or Perfons fo found, be left difco- 
vered to che mercy of the sthor, as a forfeiture to the 
Stage, and your laughter aforefaid. As alfo, fuch as 
fhall fo defperately, or ambitioufly, play the fool by his  - 
place aforelaid, to challenge the Author of fcurrility, be- 
caufe the Language fomewhere favours of Smithfield, che 
Booth, and the Pig-broath, or of prophanenefs, becaufe 
a Mad-man cries, God quit you, or blefs you. In witne/s 
whereof, as you have prepofteroufly puc to your Seals 
already ( which is your Money ) you. will now add the 
other pare of fuffrage, your Hands. The Pésy hall pre- 
fently begin. And though the Fair be. not kept in che 
fame Region, that fome here, perhaps, would have ic; 
yet think, chat therein the stbor hath obferv’d a fpeci- 
al Decorum, the place being as dirty as Smithfield, and 
as ftinking every whit. 3 
How/foever, he prays you to believe, his Ware is ftill . 
the fame, elfe you will make him juftly fufpe@ thae he 
that is fo loth to look on a Baby, or an Hobby-borfe here, 
would be glad to take up a Commodity of them, at any 


other place. | 
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_ BARTHOLMEW FAIR. 


hey 
2 pots ba SA en yt Is 
5 At fk def Madge toe, pognasal 
LE ¢ fat ven 1 x toy USF eng, ad 
| Act I. Scene rae ee 
itne-wit. [To him] Win val- 
[fe Tar Wad inane Whe» G folcwr J 
rétty Conceit, and worth the finding ! I ha’ 
fuch luck to {pin out thefe fine things ftill, 
and like a Silk-worm, out of my felf. Here’s 
Mafter Bartholomew Cokes, of Harrow 0° tb’ 
Hil, * th’ County of Middlefex, Efquire, 
takes forth his Licence to marry Miftrefs Grace Well-born, 
of the faid Place and County : And when do’s he take 
ie forth ? to day! the Four and Twentieth of Auguf ! 
Bartholmew-day! Bartholmew upon Bartbolmew ! there’s 
the Device! who would have mark’d fuch a Leap-Frog 
Chance now? A very]lefs than 4mes-ace, on two Dice! 
Well, go thy ways, Fob Listl-wit, Proctor Fobp Little- 
Wits 0” Pauls, the Little-wit of 
London (fo thou art call’d) and fomething befide. When 
a Quirk or a Quiblin do’s {cape thee, and thou doft not 
watch and apprehend it, and bring it afore the Con- 
{table of Conceit: (there now, I fpeak Qusb too) lec 
’em carty thee out o° the Arch-deacons Court into his 
Kitchin, and make a ‘ack of thee, inftead of a ‘Fobn. 
‘(There I am again 1a!) Win, 
marry, Win! Now you look finely indeed, Win! this 
Cap do’s convince! yould not ha’ worn it, #7, nor ha’ 
had ic Velvet, but a rough Countrey Bever, with a 
Copper Band, like the Conney-skin-woman of Budge- 
Row ?] Sweet Win, let me kifs ic! And her fine high 
Shooes, like the Spanifh Lady ! Good Wis, go a little, I 
would fain fee thee pace, pretty Win! By this fine Cap, 
I could never leave kiffling on’t. | 
Win, Come indeed la, you are fuch a Fool ftill” 
Litt. No, but half a one, Win, you are the ec’orher 
half: Man and Wife make one Fool, Win». , (Good !) 


_ thae ever had che Fortune to win him fuch a Win! 
(There I am again!) I do feel Conceits coming upon 
me, nore than I am able toturn Tongue too. A Pox 
o’ chefe Pretenders to Wit!/ Your Three Cranes, Mater 
and Mermaid-men! Not a Corn of true Sale, not a 
Grain of right Muftard amongft them all. They. may 
ftand for Places, or fo, again the nexe Ws fall, and 
pay Two Pence in a Quart more for their Canary 
than other Men.- But gi me the Mar-ean ftart up a 
Fupice of Wit out of Six Shillings Beer, and give the 
Law to all the Poets and Poet-Suckers *? Town, becaufe 
‘they are the Players Gofllips. Slid, other Men have 
Wives as fine as the Players, and.as well dreft. Come 
hither, Win. [Loren of oem Qu Pogt- 9. 
Act I. Scene: If. 

Win-wife, Little-wit, Win. 


We», how now, Mafter Little-wis ! meafuring of 
Lips? or molding of Kiffes ? which is it? 

. Litt. Troth, Iam a little taken with my Was dref 

fing here! Doft not fine, Mafter Win-wife? How do 

bi apprehend, Sir? She would not ha’ worn this Ha- 
it. I challenge all Gheapfide to thew. fuch another : 


More-fields, Pimlico-path, or the Exchange, in a Summoer-" | 


Good Morrow, Win. If 


Evening, with a Lace to boot, asthishas: Dear Wm, 
let Matter Wirwsfe kifs you. He comes a wooing to our 
Mother,Win, and may be our Father perhaps, Win. There’s 
no harm in him, Wm. 

Winw. None? the Earth, Mafter Lettle-owit. 

Litt. Tenvy no Man my Delicates, Sir. | 

Wia-w. Alas, you ha’ the Garden where they grow 
ftill! A Wife here with a Strawberry-Breath, Ch. - 
Lips, Apricot-Cheeks, and a foft Velvet Head, ‘like a 
Melicotton. gin Jocduite Li Jota | Fear» Mah. @ Lapa 

Litt. Good, ?faith! now dulnefs u pon me, that I had 
not that before him, chat I fhould not light on’t as well 
ashe! Velvet Head! | 

Win-w, But my tafte, Mafter Littl-wit , tends to 
Fruit of a latter kind : che Sober Matron, your Wives 
Mother. 

Litt. 1! we know you are a Suitor, Sir; Win, and I 
both, with you well: By this Licence here would you 
had her, that your Two Names were as faft in it as here 
are a Couple. Wis would fain have a fine Young 
Father. i? Law, with a Feather: that her Mother 
might Hood it, and Chain it, with Miftris Over 
doe. But you do not take the right courfe, Malftec 
Win-wife. is 
Wiww. No? Mafter Litthewit, why ? 

Ist. You are not mad enough. - 

Win-w. How? Is Madnefs a righe courfe ? 

Lit. I fay nothing, but I wink upon Win. You have 
a Friend, one ( Mafter Quarles) comes here fome- 
times. ee a 

Win-w. Why ? he makes no Love to her, do’s he ? 
eo Not a Tokenworth that ever I faw, I aflure you: 

C. . ‘4 : 

Worw. What? BaP sk 

Lit. He is the more Mad-cap o’ the Two. You do 


not apprehend. me. 
Is there the Podctor, or Dodtor indeed, 7 the Déoce/s, | 


Win. You have a hot Coal i’ your Mouth now, you 
cannot hold. | : | | | 
Lit. Let me out with it, dear Win. 
Wis. Vl cell him my (elf. 7 
Lit. Do, and take all the Thanks, and much do good 
thy pretty heart, Win. 
Win. Sir, my Mother has had her Nativicy-water 


caft lately by the Cunning-Men in Cow-lene, and they 


ha’ told her her Fortune, and do enfure her, the thail 
never have happy hour, unlefs fhe marry within this 
ecg and when it is, it muft be a Mad Man, 
they fay. : Ce | 

Lit. I, but ic muft be a Gentleman-Mad Man. 

Win. Yes, fo the ¢’ other man of More-fields fays. 

Win-w. But do’s the believe ’em ? 

Lit. Yes, and has been at Bedlams twice fince evety 
day, toenquire if any Gentleman be there, or co come 
there mad! | : 

Wirw. Why, ee a = 

actice upon her by thele Jmpofors. Aw “an AW frets 
aes I elt her fo ce elfe, fay I, chat t fo nrean fome 
Young Madcap-Gentleman (for the Devil can equivo- 
cate as well as a Shop-keeper) and cherefore would I ad- 
ie you to be a lictle faadder than Mafter Quarlous here« 

a cer. 
Win. Where is the? ftirring, yet ? 


Lit. 


ip at 


» a meer pieceof “rena, - 
ra, % 
Sv y 
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Lit. Stirring! Yes, and ftudying an Old Elder come 
from Banbury, a Suitor that puts in here at Meal-tide, to 
praife the painful Brethren, or pray that the Sweet 
Singers may be reftof’d; Says a Grace as long as his 
Breath lafts him! Some time the Spirit is fo ftrong with 
him, i gets quite out of him, and then my Mother, or 
Win, are fain to fetch,it again with Malmfey, or Agua 
Celeftis, Wete vs CT Weaftoy Yi rt (pant 
“Win. Yes indeed, we have flicti a tedious Life 
with him for his Dyet, and his Clothes too , he 
breaks his Buttons, and cracks Seams at every Saying 
he fobs our. | ° aa | 

Fobs. He cannot abide my Vocation, he fays. 

VVin. No, he told my Mother, a Proctor was a 
Claw of ‘the Beat, and that fhe had litle lefs chan 
committed domination in' marrying me fo as fhe has 


done. a | 

~ Job, Every Line Che fays) that a Proctor writes, 
when ‘ic comes to be read in the Bifhop’s Court , 
is a long black Hair, kemb’d out of the ‘Tail of a- 


— th Chrift. 


VVin-w, When came this Profelyte ? 
‘Fob. Some three days fince. — 


A&I. Scene Tif. | 
Quarlous, John, VVin, VVin-wife. 3 


ry 


40, ‘Sir, ha’ yon tane Soyl here? it’s well a Man may 
O reach you after three hours running yet / what an 


AIF 


py fe 


unmerciful Companion art thou, to quit.chy Lodging 
at fuch ungentlemanly hours? None but a fcatter'd 
Govey of Fidlers, or one of thefe Rag-rakers in-Duhg- 
hills, or fome Marrow-bone-man at moft, would have 
been up when thou wert gone abroad, by all Defcri- 
ption. I pray thee what: aileft thon, chow canft. not 
fleep ? haft thou horns i thy Eye-lids, or Thiftles 
Pethy Bed? 
‘Winrw, 1 cannot tell: It feents you had neither 
Feet, that took this pain tofind:m&. J) » -- - 
Seer. No, and I had, all the Lime-hounds 0’ the Ci- 
ty thould have drawn after you by ‘the Scent‘rather. 
Mr... ‘Fobn Littleswit ! God fave you,. Sir. “Twas a 
hot Night with fome of ri se ease f - fhall 
we pluck a Hair o; the fame, Woll today, Proétor 
ole? IPH SH ettyere( Lov utra. a 
Fob.“Do you remémber, Mafter Qusrlous,. what wer 
ditcours’d on laft night ? a ot 
Quar. Not I, ‘fobn: nothing that I either difcourfe o 
do, at thofe times I forfeit all to forgetfulnefs. 
‘fob. No? not concerning Win, look you: there fhe 
is, and dreft, as I rold you the fhould be: Hark you, Sir, 
had you forgot? . . | 
* Quay. By this Head, Pil beware how I keep you 
company, ‘fobs, when I am drunk, and you have this 
dangerous. memory ! chat’s certain. > 
- Fob. Why Sir ?- _ 
 Quar. Why = we were all a little ftain’d laft Night, 
{prinkled with a Cup or two, and I agreed with Pro- 
ctor ‘Fohn here, to come and do fomewhat with ix 
(I know not what -?twas) to day; and he puts me in 
mind on’t now; he fays he was coming to fetch me: 
Before Truth, if you have chat fearful Quality, fobs, 
co remember when you are fober, ‘fobs, what you pro- 
mife drunk, ‘fobs; I fhall take heed of you, ‘fobs. For 
this once I am‘content to wink at you; where’s your 
Wife? Come hither, .#n. He kiffeth ber. 
Win. Why, Fobs!. do you fee: this, ‘fobn? look you! 


i your 


help me, fobs. 


Soh. O Win, fie, what do you mean, Wins? Be wo- 
manly Wis; make an Out-cry ed your Morher, Win:? 
Matter Quarlous is an honeft Gentleman, and our wor- 


fhipful good Friend, Wes: and he is Mafter VWVimeawifes | 
Friend too: And Mafter VVinwife comes a Suitor to 


Bartboluew F om 


Ve a far foc ite Jisvet/ rau tone ae 
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your Mother, VVin; as I told you before, VVin, and 
may perhaps be our Father, Vin :they’l do you no 
harm, VVin, they are both our Worfhipful good 
Friends, Mafter Quarlous! you muft know Matter 
Quarlows, VViny you muft not quarrel with Matter 
Quarlom, VV in. Bk 

. Quar. No, we'll kifs again, and fall in. 

Fob. Yes, do, good VVin. 

VVin. Pfaich you area Fool, Fobs, °° 

Fob, A Fool-Fobn, the calls me; do you mark 
Ga Gentlemen? Pretty Little-wit of Velvet! a Fool- 

0)n. 

ar. She may calt you an Apple Jobs, if you ufe 
this’ anf “Hythe o » Uy 
hid thee forbear, for my Réfpea, fome- 
what. 

Quar. Hoy-day ! how -refpective you are become 
oO the fudden! I fear this Family will turn you reform- 
ed too; pray you come about again. Becaufe the is in 
poffibiliry to be your Danghter-in-Law, and may fask 
you Blefling hereafter, when fhe courts it to Totnam 
to eat Cream. Well, I will forbear, Sirs but? faith, 
would thou would’ft leave thy Exercife of Widow- 
hunting once! this drawing after an Old Reverend 
Smock by the Splay-Foot: There cannot be an anci- 
ene Tripe or Trillibub i’ the Town, but thou art ftraighe 
nofing i, and ’tis a fine Occupation thou'lt confine thy 


ra 


felf to, when thou haft got. one; fcrubbing a piece of 


Buff, as if thou hadft.che perpetuiry of Pann er+ Alley 
to ftink in’ or perhaps worfe, currying a Carkafs thar 
thou haft bound thy felf to alive. Til be fworn, fome 
of them (that thou art, or haft been a Suiror to) are 
fo old, as‘no chafte or married pleafure can ever be- 
come ‘em : the honeft Inftrament of Procreation’ has 
(Forry Years fince) lefe co belong to ’em; thou muft 
vifit em as thou wouldft do a Jom), with a Torch, or 
Three Handfuls of Link, flaming hot, and fo chou 
maift hap to make’em feel-thee, and after, come to in- 
herit according to thy Inches. A fweet courfe for a 
man to wafte the Brand of Life for, to be ftill raking 
himfelf’a Fortune in an Old Womans Embers; we 
fhall ha?thee, after thou haft been bute a Month marri- 
ed to one of ’em, look like the Quartame Ague and the 
Black Faundife met in a Face, and walk as it thou hadft 
borrow’d Legs of a Spinner, and Voice of a Cricket, I 
would endure to hear Fifteen Sermons a week for her, 
and fuch courfe, and loud ones, as fome of ’em muft 
be; I would e’en defire of Fate, I might dwell in 3 
Drum, and take in my Suftenance with an old broken 
Tabacco-pipe and a Straw. Doft thou ever think to. 
bring thine Ears or Stomach to the patience of a dry 
Grace, as long as thy Table-Cloath ? and droan’d oue 
by thy Son here (that might be thy Father), cill all che 
meat o’ thy Board has forgot it was that day i’ the 
Kitchin?’ Or to brook the noife made in a Queftion of 
Predeftination, by the good Labourers and painful Eat 
ers allembled together, put co em by the Matron your 
Spoufe ; who moderates with a Cup of Wine, ever and 
anon, and a Sentence out of Knoxe between? Or the 
perpetual {pitting before and after a fober drawn Exbor- 
tation Of Six Hours, whofe better part was the Hum-ba- 
bum? Or to hear Prayers groan’d out over thy kon 


Chefts, as if they were Charms to break ’em? And all 


Caper - Mae 


this for the hope of Fwo Apoffle-Spoons, to fuffer ! and a 476 


Cup to eat a Cawdle in! For that will be chy Legacy. 
She'll ha’ convey’d her State fafe enough from thee, an? 
fhe be a right Widow. | 
VVin. Alas, 1am quite off that Scent now. 
Quar. How fo? | — 
VVin-w. Put off by a Brother of Banbury, one that, 
they fay, is come here, and governs all already. — : 
Quar. ‘What do you call him? I knew divers of thofé 
Banburiens ‘when LwasinOxford. a 


 WVin-w. 


 Prin-w. Mitter Littk-wit can tellus. | 
Fob. Sic! good Via, go in, and if Mafter Bartbol- 
now Cobes his Man conte for the Licence (the little Old 
Fellow) let him fpeak with me; what fay ‘you, Gen- 
tlemen? | a 
“VVin-w. What call you the Reverend Elder you told 
me of? your Banbury-man? 
Fob. Rabbi Bisly, Sir, he is more than an Elder, he is a 
Prophet, Sir. shat ‘ 
war, O, know him! a Baker, is he not 2 
Fh He was a Baker, Sir, but he do’sdream now, and 
fee Vifions, he has given over his Trade. | 
war. Lremember that too: opt of a Scruple he took, 
that (in fpic’d Confcien¢e) thole Cakes he made, were 
ferv'd to Rridales, May-Poles, Morriffes, and fuch pro- 
phanre Feafts and Meetings; his Chriften-Name is Zeal- 
of the-land. | 
' fob, Yes, Sir, Zealof:rbe-lima Ba/y. 
View. How! what a Name’s there: | 
ob. O, they haveall fach Names, Sirs he was Wic- 
nek for VVin here, (they will not be call’d God-fathers) 
and nam’d her VVin-the- fight, you thought her Name had 
been VVinnifred, did you not : 
VVin-w, 1 did indeed. | | 
, Fob. He would ha’ chought himfel¥ a ftark Reprobate, 
if it had. | 
Duar. 1, for there was a Blew-ftarch-woman o’ the 
Name, at the fame timé, A notable a | soe oga Ver- 
mite it is; I know him. One that ands upon his 
Face, more than his Faith, at all eimes; Ever in fedi- 
tidus motion, arid réproving for Vain-glory : of amo 
Lenatich Conttience and Spleen, arid affects the Vio- 
lence of Singularity in all he do’s: (He has undone a 
Grocet Here, in Newpate- Market, that broke wich him, 
rrufted him with Currans, as etrant a Zeal as he, that’s 
by the way :) By his Profeffion, he will ever be i’ the 
State of Innocence, thoughs and Childhood; de- 
rides all Anti “id , defies any other Learning than 
Infpiration ; and hat Difcretion foever Years fhould 
afford him, it is all prevented in his Original Ignorance ; 
ha’ not to do with him: for he is a Fellow of a 
moft arrogant and invincible dullnefS, I affure you 3 
who is this ? : | 


Ac& I. Scene IV. 
VV. afpe, Fobn, VVin-wife, Quarlous. 


B* your leave, Gentlemen, with all my heart to 
you: and God give you good morrow , Matter 
= my bufinefs is to you. Is this Licenfe 
ready : | | 
. Fob. Here I ha’ it for you in my hand, Mafter Hem- 
phrey. - ae . 
: Pal That's wells nay, never open of read it to me, 
i’s labour in vain, you know. Iamno Clerk, I feorn 
to be fav’d by my Book, i’faich I'll hang firft; fold ic 
A he your word, and gi’ it me; what muft you ha 
Sob. We'll talk of that anon, Mafter ee, 
_» Wwaf. Now or nor at all, good Mr. Proéter, 1am for no 
anon’s, I affore you. — , | 
- Fob. Sweet Win, bid Sotomton fend me the lictle black 
Box within in my Study. 
<-> Waf. I, quickly, a Miftris, Epray you: for I have 
Both Eggs o’che Spit, and Iron i’the Fire, fay what you 
muft have, good Mr. Little-wst. 

Fob. Why, you know che price, Mr. Nemps. 

Waf. | know? I know nothing. I, whac tell you 
me of knowing? (now I am in hafte) Sir, I do riot 
know, and I will not know, and I fcorn to know, and 
yet, (now. I think on’r) I will, anddo know as well as 
another ; you muft have a Merk for your thing here, 
and Eight Pence'for the Box; I could ha’ fav’d Tivo Pence 


Bartbolmew Fair. 
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? that, an’ I had boughe ie my felf, bue here’s Fourteen 
Shillings for you. Good Lord! how long your little wife 
ftays! pray God Solomon, your Clerk, ‘be not looking 
1’ che wrong Box, Mr. Proéfor. a 
Job. Good i? faith! no, I warrant you, Solomon is wi- 
fer than fo, Sir. | | 
_ Wag. Fie, fie, fie, by your leave, Mafter Zittle sit, this 
is {Curvy, idle, foolifh and abominable, withall my heart; 
I do not like it. . | 
Winw. Do youhear? Fack Little-wit, what bufinefs 
does thy pretry head think this Fellow may have, that he 
keeps. fuch a coy! with ? | | 
Quar. More than buying of Ginger-bread i’ the C/oy- 
fr here, (for chat we allow him) or a guilt pouch?’ the 
air 


ee ee ee - 


Fob. Mafter Sgarlow, do not miftake him: he is his 
Mafter’s Both-harids, J affure you. 
| Quer. What? to pull on his Boots a Mornings, or his . 
Stockings, do’s he ? | 
b. Sir, if you have a mind to mock him, mock him 
foftly, and look other way: for if he apprehend you 
flout him once, he willfly at you prefencly. A terrible 
refty old Fellow; and his Name is Wa/pe too. 
~ Quar. Pretty Infed make much on him. — 
Waf. A Plague ©’ this Box, ahd the Pox. too, and on 


thim chat made ir, and her that went for’c, and all chat 


at gg ha’ foughr it; fenc it; or brought it! do you fee, 
ir? 7 | 
Fob. Nay, good Mr. Wafpe. | 
VVaf. Good Mafter Horner, turd i’ your teeth, hold 


ft | you your tongue: do not Iknow you? Your Father was 


a Potbecary, and fold Glifters, more than he gave, I wufle: 
and turd? your lictle Wivesteeth too (here fhe comes), 
*twill make her fpit as fine as the is, for all her Velvet 
Cuftard on her head, Sir. | : 

Fob. O! be civil, Mafter Numps. 

. Va. Why, fay I have a Humour not to be civil; how 

then? who fhall compel me? you?. | 

Fob. Here is the Box now. 

VVaf. Why a Pox 0’ your Box, orice again: let your 
little Wife ftale in ic, and the will. Sir, I would shave 


a 
. 
s 


you to underftand, and thefe Gentlemen too, if they 


pleafe | a 

VVin-w. With all our Hearts, Sir. 

_ V¥af. That I have a charge, Gentlemen. 

Fob. They do apprehend, Sir. 

VVaf. Pardon me, Sir, neither they nor you Cah 4p- 
rehend me yet. (You are an AfS) I have a Young Ma- 
er, he is now upon his making and matring ; the whole 

care of his well-doing, is now mine. His foolifh School- 

mafters have done nothing, but run up and down the 

Countrey with him to beg Puddings, and Cake.bread of 
his Tenants, and almoft fpoiled him; he has learn'd 

nothing but to fing Carches, and repeat Rattle Bladder, 

rattle, and O, Madge. Idare nottet him walk alone, 

for fear of learning of vile Tunes, which he will fing ae 

Supper, and in the Sermon-times: If he meet but a 

Carman? the Street, and I find him not talk to keep 

him off on him, he will whiftle him, and all his Tunes 

aver at Night in his Sleep ! he has a head full of Bees! 

I ami fain now (for this little time I am abfent) to leave 
him in charge with a Gentlewoman :: “Tis true, fhe is 
a Juftice of Peace his Wife, and a kentlewoman o’ thé 
Hood, and his Natural Sifter: But what may happen 
under 2 Womans Government, there’s the doubr. Gen- 
tlemen, you do not know him: he is another manner of 
piéce than you think for! bue Nineteen years old, and 
yet he is caller chan either of you by the Head, God 
blefs him. 

Quar. Well, methinks this is a fine Fellow: 

VVin-w. He has made his Mafter a finer by this Defcrip- 

Quer, "Faith, much atout one, ir’s Crofs and Pile, 

WK af. 


wherlidt for s New Farthing. 
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VVaf. V\\tell you, Gentlemen 
Fob. Wille pleafe you drink, Mafter VVa/pe ? 


you fee no Duft or Cobwebs come out o’ my Mouth: 
do you? you'ld ha’ me gone, would you ? 
Fob. No, but you were in hafte e’en now, Mr. 
Numps. 3 : 
Waf. What an’ I were? fo I am ftill, and yet I will 
ftay too; meddle you with your match, your Win, there, 
fhe has as lictle Wit as her Husband, it feems: I have o- 
thers to talk to. , - 
Fob. She’s my match indeed, and as lictle Wit as I, 
Good ! a 
VV af. We ha? been but a day and a half in Town, 
Gentlemen, ’tis true, and yelterday i’ the Afternoon 
we walk’d London, to thew the City to che Genrlewo- 
man he fhall marry, Miftris Grace; but afore I will en- 


dure fuch another half day with him, Pll be drawn wich 


a good Gib-cat, through che great Pond at home; as his 
Uncle Hodge was! why, we could not meet that Heathen 
thing all day, but ftaid him: he would name you all the 
Signs over, :: he went, aloud: and where he fpi'd a 


Parrat, or a Monkey, there he was pitch’d, wich all the. |. 


litcle Long-Coats about him, Male and Female; no get- 
ting him away! I thought he would ha’ run mad o’ the 
black boy in Bucklers-bury, that takes che fcurvy, roguy 
Tabaccothere. ; | 

P her You fay true, Mafter Numps : there’s fuch a one 
indeed. | ; 

VVaf. Ie’sno matter whether there be or no, what's 
that to you? . a oe 

Quar. He will not allow of ‘fobn’s reading at any 
hand. | 

A& I, Scene V. 
Cokes, Miftris Over-doe, VVa[pe, Grace, Quarlous, VVin- 
wife, ‘fobn, VVin. : 
Numps ! are you here, Numps? look where I am, 
O Numps! and Miftris Grace too! nay, do not look 
angerly, Numps: my Sifter is here and all, [do not come 
without her. 7 : 

VV af. What the mifchief do you come with her? or 
fhe with you? * 

Cok. Wecame all to feek you, Numps. , 

VVaf. To feck me? why, did you all think I was laft, 
or run away with your Fourteen Shillings worth of {mall 
Ware here? or that I had chang’d iti’ the Fair for Hob- 
by-horfes? S’ precious to feek me! 

Over. Nay, good Mr. Numps do you thew difcretion; 


tho he be exorbitant, (as Mr. Over-do fays) and’t be but 
for confervation of the Peace. : 


“3 Pothatvt VVaf. Marry gip, Goody She-Juftice, Miftris Frencb- 
ae) op ye bood ! turd 7 your teeth; and turd i? your French-boods 


rN 
) sa,teeth too, to do you fervice, do you fee? muft you 
gh eh quote your Adam to me! you think you are Madam Re- 


aA dy, gv7™ ¢ 


gent ftill, Miftris Over-do; when I am in place? No 
fuch matter, I aflure you, your Reign is out, when I am 
in, Dame. | : 

Over. I am content to be in abeyance, Sir, and be go- 


-_vern’d by you; fo. fhould he too, if he did well; bue 


"ull be expected you fhould alfo govern your Paffions. 
— Waf. Will'c fo, forfooth? good Lord! how fharp you 


_ are! wich being at Berh’lem yefterday ? VVhet/fone has fet 


el hae le yf ee AM or wy 


‘aa Aad 


an Edge upon you, has he? P* is 
Over. Nay, if you know not what belongs to your 


_ Dignity, I do yet to mine. 43 


VVaf. Very well chen. 

Cok. Is this the Licence, Numps ? for Loves fake let me 
fee’ ; I never faw a Licence. | 

VV af. Did you not fo? why, you fhall not fee’t then. 
- Cok, An? you love me, good Numps. io. Th 

VVaf. Sir, 1 love you, and yet I do not love you j’thefe 
ladle 2 dae, Jot only tr Fenn en Foc 
fine Bie fh eil ar nY or~ lb F Lee 


bpy—e 7 Au fa Pre’: 


Bartholmew Fair. 


Fooleries; 
_ | hard words ;- and what would you fee’e for ? 
VVaf. Why, I ha’ not talk’c fo long to be dry, Sir; |: 


‘ment and knowledge of matters. 


a Gs ye WI Huny 


fet your heart at reft ; there’s nothing in’t but 
Cok. I would fee the length and the breadth on’t, that’s. 


all ; and I will fee’t now, fo I will. 
VVaf. You tha’ not fee it here. 


Cok. Then T’ll fee’ at home, and Fl look upon the 


Cafe here. 

VVaf. Why, do fo; a man muft give way to him a 
little in Trifles: Gentlemen. Thefe are Errors, Difeafes 
of Youth: which he will mend when he comes to Judg- 
I pray you conceive 
fo, and Ithank you. And I pray you pardon him, and 


Ichank you again. 


Quar. Well, this Dry-Nurfe, I fay ftill, is a delicate man. 

VVin-w. And Iam, for the Coffer® his charge! Did you 
ever {ce a Fellows Face more accufe him for an AG? 

Ruar. Accuféhim? it confeffes him one without accu- 
fing. Pe pity ‘tis yonder wench fhould marry fuch a 

ORCS ; 
VVin-w. Tis true. | | 
war. She feems to be difcreet, and as fober as the is 

handfome. 

VVin-w. I, and if you mark her, what-a reftrain’d 
{corn fhe cafts upon all his behaviour and {peeches? 

Cok, Well, Nursps, 1am now for another piece of bu- 
finefs more, the Fair, Numps, and then— 

VVaf. Blefs me! deliver me, help, hold me! the Fair ! 

Cok. Nay, never fidg up and down, Numps, and vex it 
felf. Tam refolute Bartholmew in this; Pll make no fuie 
on’tto you; “twas all the end of my Journey indeed, to 
thew Mrs. Grace my Fair: Leall’t my Fair, becaufe of 
Bartholmew: you know my Name is Bartholmew, and 
Bartholmew Fair. ‘ 

ob. That was mine afore, Gentlemen: ‘this morning. 
I had that i’faith upon his Licence, believe me, there he 
comes after me. 

Quer. Come, Fobn, this ambitious Wit of yours (Iam 
afraid) willdo you no good i’ che end. oe | 

Fob. No? why Sir? e 

Quar. You grow fo infolent with ic, and over-doing, 
‘fobs; that if you look not to it, and tie it up, it will 
bring you to fome obfcure place in time, and there ’cwill 
leave you. | | 

VVin-w. Do nottruft it too much, Fobn, be more fpa- 
ring, and ufe it but now and then; a Wit is a dangerous 


thing in this Age; do not over-buy it. 


Job, Think you fo, Gentlemen ? Pll take heed on’t 
hereafter. 

VVin. Yes, do Fobx. | 7 

Cok. A pretty little Soul, this fame Mrs. Little-wit 
would F might marry her. © 

Gra.So would I, or any body elfe,fo I might {Cape you. 

Cok. Numps, I will fee it, Numps, tis decreed : never 
be melancholly for the matter. : 

VVaf. Why, fee it, Sir, fee it, do, fee it! who hinders 
you? why do you not go fee it? ’Slid fee it. 7 

Cok, The Fair, Numps, the Fair. | 

VV af. Would the Fair, and all the Drums and Rattles 
in’t were 1° your belly for me: they are already i? your 
Brain: he.that had che means to travel your head now, 
fhould meet finer fights than any are i the Fars and 
make a finer Voyage on’t; to fee it all hung with Cockle. 
fhels, Pebbles, fine Wheat-ftraws, and here and there a 
Chicken’s Feather, and a Cob-web. . 

Quar. Good faith, he looks, metkinks, an’ you mark 
him, a ns ie made to i a with his Sir 
Cranion- Legs. Cpciiatac men rhnion A Pre afin fl Ce 4, 

Wine And his Numps, to flap ’em HAZY AG 7 

VVaf. God, be w’you, Sir, there’s your Bee in a Box, 2: 
and much good do’t you. | 

Cok. Why, your Friend, and Bartbolmew ; an? you be, 
fo contumacions. a: : . 

Quar, What mean you; Numps ? 
_ VVaf. Til not be guilty, I, Gentlemen. 5 

; Over. 
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eee ane, ake : 


the Fair, why do you ftop, am 
will you go? Sir, why do you not go? 


Over. You will not let him go, Brother, and lofe 
him 2? Tre eopech Fr a, | 

Cok. Who catr h6ld_that will away ? I had rather 
tofe him than The Far, Lwolle. | 

.Waf. You do not know the inconvenience, Gentle- 
tlemen, you perfwade to, nor what trouble [ have with 
him in thefe humours. If he gotothe Fair, he will buy 
of every thing to a Baby there; and Houfhold-ftuff for 
that too. If a Leg or an Arm on him did not grow 
on, he would lofé ic? the Prefs. Pray Heaven I bring 
him off with one Stone! And then he is fuch 4 &vener 
after Fruic! you will noe beliéve what a coil’ I had 
@orther day, to compound a bufinefs between a Katern- 
pear-woman, and him, about fnatching! ’tis iritolerable, 
Gentlemen. — 

Win-w. O! but you muft not leave him now to thefe 
hazards, Numps. ; co. 

Waf. Nay, he knows too well, I will not leave him, 
and that makes him prefume: well, Sir, will you go 
now ? if you have fuch an itch i’ your feet, to foot it to 
Vyour Tarriars? go, 

aed ae 
Cok. O Numps! have I broughe you about? céme 
Miftrifs Grace, and Sifter, I am refolute Bat, 1 faith, 
fill. 

Gra. Truly, Ihave no fuch fancy tothe Fair; nor 
ambicion to fee it; there’g none goes thither of any qua- 
liry or fathion. a ae 
' ‘Cok. O Lord, Sir! you fhall pardon me, Miftrifs Grace, 
we are enow of our felves to make it a fafhion: and for 
qualities, let Numps alone, he'll find qualities. 


Quar. What a Rogue in apprehenfion is this! to un- | 


dertiand her Language no better. — : 
Win-w.1, and offerto marry coher. Well, I will leave 
the chafe of my Widow, for to day, and dire@ly to the 
Fair. Thefe Flies cannot, this hot feafon, but engender 
usexcellent creeping fport. -— 
- Quar. A Man that has but a Spoon full of Brain 
would think fo. Farewel, -‘fobn. : | 
| Fob. Win, you fee, ’tisin fafhion, to goto the Fair, 
Win: we mult to the Fair too, you and I, Wi». I have 
an affair i? the Fair, Win, a Puppet-play of mine own 
making : fay nothing, that I writ for the motion Man, 
which you mutt fee, Win. : , 
Win. 1 would I might obs; but my Mother will 
never confent to fuch a prophane' ‘motion: fhe will 
call it. | 
. Fob. Tut, we'll havea device, a dainty one : ( Now, 
Wit, help at a pinch, good Wit come, come good Wit, and 
*e be thy will. ) I have ic, Win, Lhave it? faith, and ’tis 
afineone. Wi,long toeat of a Pig, fweet Win, i’ the 


Fair; do you fee? ithe heart o’the Fair 5 not at Pys-' 


corner. Your Mother will do any thing, Wm, co farif- 
fie your longing, you know; pray thee long prefently, 
and be fick o’ the fudden, good Ws«. ll go in and tell 
her ; cut thy Lace i the méah time, and play the Hy- 
pocrtte, {weet Win. fins perry Pee Fe ne 
Win. No, 
: pees enough, though I were never fo ftraight 
ac’d. - aoe Saat ae 
Fob. You fay true, you have bin bred 7’ the Family, 
*and broughe up to’. Our Mother is a-moft ele@ Hygo- 


like Gentle-folks, =‘ - 


‘me, you fhall fee, fetch her, fecch her, ab,ah. 


~ Bartholumew F ii 


come ? look up, 


Pil not make me unready_ for it. I can. 


ed | one of the high Places. 

Win. 1, Let her alone, ‘fohn,-fhe is not a wife wilful. 
Widow for nothing; nor a fanétified Sifter for.a Song. | - 
And let me alone too, I ha’ fomewhat o’ the Mother in: 


A& i. Scene VI. 
; Purecraft, Win, ‘fokbn, Bufy, S alomon. 
KTOw, the blaze of the beauteous Difcipline, fright/“~<- 


away this evil from our Hoife! how now Wm- 
the-fight, Child : how do you? Sweet Child, fpeak to me. 

Win. Yes, forfooth. —_ 

Per. Look up, {weet Win-the-fight, and {uffer not the 
Enemy to enter you at this Door, remember that your 
Education has bin with the pureft ; what polluted one 
was it, that nam/d firft the unclean Beaft, Pig, to you, 
Child 2 : 
| Win. ( Ub, uh.) | 7 

Fob. Not I,o’ my fincerity Mother : the long’d above 
hee hours e’er fhe would let me know ic; who was it 

$n , | | 

Win. A prophane black thing with a Beard, Fobn. 

Par, O! refilt ic, Win-the fight, it is che Tempter, the 
wicked Tempter, you, may know it by the flefhly mo* 
tion of Pig, be ftrong againft it, and it’s foul temptati- 
ons, in thefe affaules, wheréby ic broacheth Flefh and | 
Blood, as it were on the weaker fide, and pray againft 
it’s carnal provocations ; good Child, fweet Child, pray. 

Job. Good Mother, I pray you, that fhe may eat fome 
Pig, and her belly full too; and do not you caft away 
your own Child, and perhaps one of mine, with your | 
Pe of the Tempter: how do you, Win? Are you not 
ICK ¢ | 
Win. Yes, a great deal, Fobn, ( uh, uh. ) 

Pur.. What fhall we do? call our zealous Brother ‘By- 


hither, for his faithful fortification in this charge of 


the adverfary:; Child, my dear Child, you thall eat Pig, 
be comforted, myfweerChild. = - : 

Win. I, but ? the Fair, Mother. | 

Pur. 1 mean-i’ the Fair, if ic can be any way made 
or found lawful; — is our Brother Bu/y? Will he not 

11. . & ashore 

Fob. Prefently, Mother, .as foon as he has cleans’d 
his Beard. I found him faft by the Teeth, 7 the cold 
Turkey-pie 1 the Cupboard, with a’ great white Loaf’, 
on his left-hand, ‘and a Glafs of A¢a/mfey on his right. 

Pur. Slander not the Brethren, wicked one. 

‘fob. Here he is now; purified Mother. | 

‘Part © Brother Bu/y! your help here to edifie and 
raifé us up in a fcruple; my Daughter Wixn-the-fight is 
vificed with a natural Difeafe eles call’d, 4 long- 
ing toeat Pig. Zip os‘at a vou 1 MAT Proytha. F, 

Sob, I Sir, Y Bartbolmen ig : andin the As 4 

Pur. And I would be fatisfied from you, Religioufly- 
wife, whether a Widow of the fanctified Affembly, or 
a Widows Daughter, may commit the ac wichout of- 
fence tb che weaker Sifters. oe: 

Buf. Verily, for the Difeafe of Longing, it isa Di- 
feafe, a carnal Difeafe, or Appetite, incident to Women: 
and. as it is carnal, and incident, ic ismatural, very natu- 
tale.Now Pig, it isa Meat, and a Meat that is nourifh- 
ifig? and may be long’d for, and fo confequently eaten; 
it may be eaten; very exceeding well eaten: but in the 
Fair, and as a Bartholmew-Pig, it cannot-:be eaten; for 


: | che very calling it a Bartholmew-Pig ; and to eat ic f0, is - 
crite, and has maintain’d us all this feven. year, with it, 


a {pice of Idolatry, and you make the Fair no better than 
This I take ic is the ftace of the 
queftion. A high — a 
Fob. 1, but in ftate of neceflicy : Place thould give 
place, Mr. Bu/y, (I haveaconceit left yer.) , 
‘Pur. Good Brother, Zeal-of-the-land, think to make ie 
as lawful as you can. | 
Fob. Yes Sir, and.as foon as you can : for it muft be 
Sirs you fee the danger my lictle Wife is in, Sir. | 
Pur. Truly, Ido love my Child dearly, and I would 
not have her mifcarry, or hazard her firft fruits, if ie 
might be otherwife. 2 
F ff | Buf. Sarely, | 
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Buf. Surely, ic may be otherwife, but ic is fubje@ to 
conftru@ion, fubje&, and ‘hath a face of offence with 
the weak, a great face, a foul face, but that face may 
have a veil put over it, and be fhaddgwed as it were, 1¢ 
may be eaten, and in the Fasr, I take it, ina Booth, che 
Tents of the wicked: the place is not much, not ve 

' mauch, we may be Religious in midft of the prophane, 

it be eaten with a reformed Mouth, with fobriety, and 
humblenefs 3 not gorg’d in with gluttony, or greedinefs; 
there’s the fear : for, fhould fhe go there, as taking pride 
in the place, or delight -in the unclean dreffing, to feed 
the vanity of the Eye, or the luft of che Palate, it 
were not well, ic were not fit, it were abominable, and 
not good. 

Fob. Nay, I knew that afore, and told her on’e 3 but 
courage, Win, we'll be humble enough, we'll feck out 
‘the homelieft Booth i? the Fair; that’s certain, rather 
then fail, we'll eat ic o’ the Ground. 

Pwr. 1, and I'll go with you my felf, Ws-tbe-fight, and 
my Brother Zeal of-the-land thall go with us too, for our 
better confolation. ; | 

Win. Uh, uh. | 

Fob. 1, and Salomon too Win, (che more the merrier ) 
Win, shape Rabby Buy Lik a er 3 Ss m 
Cloke. oF . oe “ eo ; on, 

Sal. Here, Sir. Lb th Wtc4 ieee Ae Fun 

Buf. Inthe way of comfort to the weak, I will go 

’ and eat. I will eat exceedingly, and prophefie ; there 
may be a good ufe made of it too, now I think on't: 
by the publick eating of Swines Flefh, to profefs our 
hate and loathing of Fudai/m , whereof the Brethren 
ftand caxed. I will therefore eat, yea I will eat exceed- 
ingly. — 

feb Good 7 faith, I will eat heartily too, becanfe I 

- 24:r7will be no Few,T could never away with that {tiffnecked 
ty Ob, f generation : and truly, I hope my [little one will be like 

y me, that cries for Pig fo i the Mothers Belly. 

Buf. Very likely, exceeding likely, very exceeding 


likely. 
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chen ‘ vs Vina senefar Fuftice Overdoo. 
Cc v 
obs hed, |, in Juftice name, and the Kings, and for the 
) ‘Commonwealth! defie all the World, Adam 
Overdoo, for a difguife, and all fory; for thou haft fitted 
thy felf J {wear ; fain would I meet the Lincews now, 
that Eagles Eye, that piercing Epidawrian Serpent (as 
my Quint. Horace calls him ) ae could difcover a Ju- 
{tice of Peace, (and lately of the Quorum) under this 
covering. ‘They may have feen many a fool in the ha- 
bit’of a Juftice; bue never till now, a Juftice inthe ha- 
bie of afool. Thus muft wedo, though that wake for 
the publick goad: and thus hath the wife Magiftrate 
done in all Ages. ‘Thereis a doing of right out of 
wrong, if the way be found. Never fhall I enqugh 
commend a worthy worfhipful Man, fometime a capi- 
tal Member of this City, for his high wifdom in this 
point, who would take you now the habit of. a Porter, 
now of a Cafman, now of the Dog-killer, in this month 
of Auguf; and in the Winter, of a feller of Tinder- 
boxes ; and what would he do in all thefe thapes ? mar- 
ry, go you into every Alehoufe, and down into every 
_Celler; meafure the length, of, Puddings, take thegage 
of Black-pots, and Cans, I, and Cuftards with a Stick ; 
and their circumference with a Thread; weigh the 
Loaves of Bread on his middle-finger ; then would he 
Jend for °em Home; give the Puddings to the Poor, the 
Bread to the Hungry, the Cuftards to his Children ; 
break the Pots, and burn the Cans himfelf; he would 
noe truft his corrupe Officers, he would do’t himfelf. 
Would all Menin Authority would follow this worthy 
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prefident. For (alas) as we are publick Perfons, what 
do we know? nay, what can we know? we hear with 
other Mens Ears, we fee wich other Mens Eyes. A foo: 
lith Conftable, or a fleepy Watchman, is all our infor- 
mation, he flanders a Gentleman, by the vertue of his 
place, (as he calls it) and we by the vice of ours, mult 
believe him. Asa while agone, they made me, yea me, 
to miftake an honeft zealous Purfivant, for a Seminary: 
and a a proper young Batchellor of Mufick, for 2 Bawd. 
This we are fubject to, chat live in high place, all-our 
intelligence ig idle, and moft of our intelligencers 
Knaves: and -by your leave, our felves thought tittle 
better, if not errant Fools for believing em. I dans 
Overdoo, am refolv’d therefore, to {pare {py-mony here 
after, and make mine own difcoveries. Many are the 
yearly enormities of this Fair, in whofe Courts of Pye- 477 
pouldizs I have had the honour, during the three days, 
ometimes to fit as Judge. Bue thisis the fpecial day tor 
dete&ion of thofe forefaid enormicies. Here is my 
black Book for the purpofe ; this the Cloud that hides 
me; under chis Covert I thall fee and not be feen. On 
— Brutus, ger as - began, fo V’ll end; in Ju- 

ice name, and the Kings, and for the - 
wealth, re- Jelzendnn crcl Sy: Ll os Pen 
Jt Bugs fur 4! age cg. : , 
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Leatherbead, Trafh, ‘Fuftice, Urs'la, Moorcalf, Nightingale 
“% Coftermonger, Paffengers. fs Nighringae, 


e 


Gag, 


HE Fair’s peltlence dead methinks; People come 
x not abroad to day, what ever the matter is. Do 
you hear, Sifter Trajfh, Lady o’ the Basket? fit farther 
with your Ginger-bread progeny there, and hinder not 
the profped of "y Shop, or Pil ha’ it proclaim’d i’ the 
Fair , what ftuff they are made on. ; 
Tra. Why, what ftuff are they made on, Brother 
Leather bead? nothing but what’s wholfome, I affure 


you. 

Lea. Yes, ftale Bread, rotten Eggs, mufty Ginger, and 
dead Hony, you know. 

Jaf. I! have I met wich enormity fo foon? 

Lea. I fhall mar your Market, old Fone. - 

Tra. Mar my Market, thou too-proud Pedler ? do 
‘thy worft, I defie thee, I, and thy Stable of Hobby- 
_ I pay for my ep. as well as chou doft, and 
thou wrong it me for all thou art parcel-Poet, and an +r 
Ingincer/” Tl find a Friend fhall right me, and make ° 
a Ballad of thee, and thy Cattle all over... Are you paft 
up with the pride of your Wares? your Arfedine 2 ** 

Lea. Go too, old Fone, Pil talk with you anon; and 
take you down too, afore Juftice Overdoo, he is the Man 
mutt charm/you, Pll ha’ you 7’ the Pie-pouldres. : 

Tra. Charm me? I'll meet thee Face to Face, afore 
his Worfhip, when thou darft: and though I be a lit- 
tle. crooked o' my body, I'll be found as upright in my 
dealing as any Womanin Smithfield; I, charm me? . 

Ju. Lam glad to hear.my name is their terror, yet 
this is doing of Juftice. . Ss 2 

Lea. What do you lack? what ist You buy ? what: 
do you lack? Rattles, Drums, Halberts, Horfes, Babies 
o2 the beft? Fiddles 0” th’ fineft 2 {Enter Coft.” 

Cof. Buy any Pears, Pears, fine, very fine Pears. 

Tra. Buy any Gingerbread, guilt Ginger-bread ! 
Nig. Hey, now the Fairs a a 
 O, for a Tune to ftartle 7 
The Birds 0 the Booths bere billing : 
Yearly with old Saint Barthle! 
The Drunkards they are wading, 
The Punques, and Chapmen trading ; 
Who'ld fee the Fair without his lading ? Buy any 
Ballads ; new Ballads ? 

Ur. Fie upon’e: who would wear ont their youth, 

and primg thus, in roafting of Pigs, that had any cooler 
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vocation ? Hell’s a kind of cold Cellar to’t, a very fine 
Vault, o my Confcience! what Moon-calf. 
Moo. Here, Mitftrifs. | 
Nig. How now Urfla ? in a heat, in a heat? 
"Urf. My Chair, you falfe Faucet you ; and my Morn- 


ings draught, quickly, a Bottle of Ale, to quench me, 


Raskal. I am all fire, and fat, Puigbtingale, I thall een 
melt away to the firft Woman, a Rib again, I am afraid. 
I do water the Ground in knots, as I go, like a great 
Garden-pot; you may follow me by the S.S. I make. 
- Nig. Alas, good Urs, was Zekies here this morn- 
ing ? 

Url. Zekiel 2? what Zekiel 2 

Nig. Zekiel Edgworth, the civil weed pu, you know 
him well enongh ; he that talks bawdy to you ftill: I 
call him my Secretary. : 

Urf. He promis’d to be here this morning, I re- 
member. . 

Nig. When he comes, bid him ftay : Pll be back again 
prefently. | Moon-calf brings in the Chair. 

Urf. Beft take your morning Dew in your Belly, 
Nightingale: come, Sir, fet it here ; did not Ibid you 
fhould get this Chair let out o’ the fides, for me, thdt my 
Hips might play ? you'll never think of any thing, till 
your Dame be rump-gall’d ; ’tis well, Changeling : be- 
caufe it can take in your Grafs-hoppers Thighs, you 
care for no more. Now you look as you had beeni’ 
the corner o the Booth,’ fleaing your Breech with a 
Candles end, and fee fire o’ the Fair. Fill, Stote: fill. 

Fuf. This Pig-woman do I know, and I will put her in, 

ity ; fhe hath been before me, 


ty years upol Record 1° the Pie-posdres. 


or my fecond enormi 
/ Punk, Pinnace, and Bawd, any time thefe two and twen- 


r 


oA: Sy ae gore x 


Urf. Fill again, you unlucky. Vermine. 
Moo. Pray you be not angry, Miftrifs, Pil ha’ ie wi. 
den’d anon. o 


_ Urf. No, no,! thall e’en dwindle | away to’t, e’er the 


. Fair be done: you think, now you ha’ heated me? A 


poor vex’d thing I am, I feel my felf dropping already, 
as faftas I can: two Stone a Sewet a day is my propor- 
tion: Ican but hold Lafe and Soul together, with this 
( here’s to you, Nightingale ) and a whiff of Tabacco, 
at moft. Where’s my Pipe now? not fill'd? chou errant 
Incubee. 

Nig. Nay, Urfla, thou'lt gall between the Tongue and 
the Teeth, with fretting, now. | | 


Urf. How. caneI hope that ever he'll difcharge his } 


place of truft, Tapfter, a Man of reckoning under me, 
that remembers nothing I fay to him? but look too’t, 
Sirrah, you were beft, three Pence a Pipe full, I will ha’ 
made, of all my whole half Pound of Tabacco, apd a 
quarter of a Pound of Colssfoor, mixt with it too, to/eech 
it out. I that have dealt fo long in the fire, will not be 
to feek in fmoke, now. Then fix and twenty Shillings 
a Barrel I will advance o’ my Beer, and fifty Shillings a 
hundred o’ my Bottle-Ale ; Tha’ cold you the ways how. 
to raife ic. Froth your Cans well i’ the filling, at lengch 
Rogue, and jog your Bortles o’ che Burteck, Sirrah, 


, then skink out the firft Glafs, ever, and drink with all 


Companies, thongh you be fure to be drunk; you'll 
mif-reckon the better, and be lefs afham’d on’t. But 
your true trick, Raskal, muft be, to be ever bufie, and 
mif-cake7' away the Bortles and Cans, in hafte, before 
they be half drunk off, and never hear any body call, 
(if they fhould chance to mark you) till you ha broughe 
i and be able to forfwear ’em. Give me a drink of 

€. ; 
Ful; This is the very Womb, and Bed of enormity ! 
grofs as her felf! this muft all down for enormity, all, 
every whit on’r. | | [One knocks. 

Urf. Look, who's there,Sirrah ? five Shillings a Pig is 
my Price, at leafts if it be a Sow-pig, fix Pence more ; 
if fhe bea great bellied Wife, and long for’c, fix Pence 


more for thar. | 
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Fuf: O tempore! O mores! I would not ha’ loft my dif 
covery of this one grievance, for my place, and worfhip 
o the Bench, how is the poor abus’d here! well » 1 +d7 
will fall in with her, and with her Mocn-calf, and win 
out wonders of enormity. By thy leave, goodly Wo- 
man, and the fatnefs of the Fair : oily as the King’s Con- 
ftables Lamp, and fhining as his Shooing-horn! hath thy 
Ale vertue, or thy Beer ftrength.? that the Tongue of 
Man may be tickled ? and his Palate pleas’d in che Morn- 
ing? let thy pretty Nephew here, go fearch and fee. 

Urf. What new Roarer is this ? 

Moo. QO Lord ! do you not know him, Miftris ? ’tis mad 
Arthur of Bradley, that makes the Orations. Brave Ma- 
fter, old Arthur of Bradley, how do you ? welcome to — 
the Fair; when fhallwe hear you again, to handle your 
matters? with your Back again a Booth, ha? I ha’ bin 
one o’ your little difciples, i my days! 

Fuf. Let me drink, Boy, wich my Love, thy Aunt, 
here; that I may be eloquent: but of chy beft, left 
it be bitter in my Mouth, and my words fall foul on 
the Fair. | 

_Urf. Why doft. thou not fetch him Drink? and offer 
him to fit ? 

Moo. Is’e Ale,-or Beer? Mafter Arthur? 

Ju. Thy beft, precty ftripling, thy beft; the fame 
thy Dove drinketh, and chou draweft on Holy-days. 

Urf. Bring him a fix Penny Bottle of Ale; they fay, 

a Fools hanfel is lucky. | 

Fuf. Bring both, Child. Ale for Arther, and Beer 
for Bradley. Ale for thine Aunt, Boy. My difguife takes 
to the very wifh and reach of Te T fhall by che benefice 
of this difcover enough, and more: and yet get off 
with the reputation of what I would be. A certain 
midling thing, between a Fool and a Madman. 


A& IL Scene II. 


Knockburn. [To them. 


Hat! my little lean Urfla! my fhe-Bear! are 
thou alive yet ? with thy litter of Pigs, to grunt 
out another Bartholmew Fair? ha!’ 

Urf. Yes, and to amble afoot, when the Fair is done, 
to hear you groan out of a Cart, up the heavy Hill. 

Kno. OF Holborn, Urfle, mean’ft thou fo? for what ? 
for what, pretty Urs? 

Urf. For cutting Half-penny Purfes : or ftealing lictle 
penny Dogs, out o° the Fasr. : 

Kno. O! good words, good words, Urs. 

Fuf. Another fpecial enormity. A cut-purfe of the 
Sword, the Boot, and the Feather! thofe ‘are his 
marks. + | 

Urf; You are one of thofe Horfe-leaches that gave 
out I was dead, in Turn bull ffreet, of a furfeit of Bottle 
Aleand Tripes? 

Kno. No, ’cwas better Meat Urs: Cows Udders, Cows 
Udders! : 

Ur/. Well, I fhall be-meet with your mumbling Mouth @: 
oneday. 

Kno. What? thou'lt poyfon me with a Neuft in a Bot- 
tle of Ale; will’r thou ? ora Spider in a Tabacco pipe, 

th Fuel, 


Urs? Come, there’s no malice in thefe fat Folks, I never Zz 

fear thee, and I can {cape thy lean Adocn-calf here. Let’s A¥ <+0 && 

drink it out, good Urs, and no vapours - 0 gl Coagner Ay ev 
LA aS KH Lo% 


Ful; Doft thou hear, Boy ? (there's for thy Ale, an 
the remnant for thee ) fpeak in chy faith or a Faucet, <->. 
now; is this goodly Perfon before us here, this Vapours,4*Y 3-7 94 
a Knighe of the Knife? | oe a Vint Ian 

Moo. What mean you by that, Malter Arthur ? ae = 

‘Fuf: mean a Child of the Horn thumb, a Babe of 4-4. %% «% 
booty, Boy, a Cutpurfe.<Ceccrptoexs7 a= Cady ob Ww Ls 9 GTi Hy 

“Moo, O Lord, Sir! far from ite This is Mafter Dan. 8 7-L. ed, 
Knockbum : Fordane Os Ran er of Turnbull. He is a rupy am’ 
a Ai MeS Crsvn Fe iian dn ps AF o% 

ek. Cambs rE ff 9 SI! PA ok Ful. Thy 
q' SF Lk at Coy. verdes eceh Corer Ace) veal a dy Ck e g 

fd ST fi wn to ton rut Jn3 9 Cad Uf) Pte tecd , “a” j s 
amen Opa. eae Gvisu, car ae" ar 


ALE wr 


3 : oe ites Foul 4. * te yacg vO reeled 
fale hi. rat fom pose frtta tarde pet ODE Ls dp -- Doge. 78% barr, gel 


404 


Bartholmew Fair.! lobes 


LL 
~ Fuf. Thy Dainty Dame, though, call’d him Cutpurfe. | you chufe good places for your ftanding 7’ the Fair,when 


Moo. Like enough, Sir, fhe’'ll do forty fuch things in 
an hour (an you liften coher ) for her recreation, if the 
toy take her i’ the greafie Kerchief : ic makes her fat you 
fee. She bagtens wich ic. | 

Fu/. Here might I ha’ been deceiv’d, now, and ha’ 
put a Fools blot upon my felf, if I had not play’d an af- 
Gamc o’ difcretion. . rfla comes in agai dropping. 

Kno. Alas poor Urs, this’s an ill feafon for chee. 

Urf. Hang your felf, Hackney-man. 

Kno. How? how? Urf, Vapours, motion breed Va- 

_ pours ¢ v | _ 2 

Urf. Vapours? never tusk, nor twirle your Dibble, 
good Jordane, 1 know what you'll take to a very drop. 
Though you be Captain o’ the Roarers, and fight well 
at the cafe of pifs-pots, you thall not fright me with 
your Lyon-chap, Sir, nor your Tusks; you angry you 
are hungry: come, a Pigs-head will ftop your Mouth, 
and {tay your Stomach at all times. 

Kno. Thou art fuch another mad merry Urs, ftill! 
Troth I do make confcience of vexing thee, now 7? the 
Dog-days, this hor weather, for fear of foundring thee 
i’ the Body, and melting down a Pillar of the Fair. Pray 

- theetakethy Chair again, and keep ftate; and let's have 
a freth Bottle of Ale, anda Pipe of Tabacco ;.and no 
Vapours. Til ha’ this Belly o’ thine taken up,’and thy 
Grafs {cour’d, Wench ; look, here’s Ezekiel Edgworth ; 
a fine Boy of his inches, as any is i’ the Fazr ! has ftill 

_ Money in his Purfe, and will bay all, with a kind heart 
hy a 


A Saeus NS a ty” hein Gulhacod 
Act If. Scene IV. 


To them.| Edgworth, Nightingale, Corn-cutter, Tinder-box- 
man, Paffengers. 


Te I will indeed, willingly, Mafter Knockbum, fetch 
fome Ale, and Tabacco. 
Lea. What do you Iack, Gentlemen? Maid, fee a 
‘fine Hobby-horfe for your young Mafter: coft you but 
a token a Week his Provender. 
blag « orce@ Cor, Ha’ you any Corns i’ your Feet and Toes? 
Lor Tin. Buy a Moule, a Moufe-trap, or a Tormen- 
tor for a Flea. a 
Tra. Buy fome Ginger-bread. 
Nig. Ballads, Ballads! fine new Ballads: 
Pos rosie bat, Hear for your Love, and buy for your Money. 
Jad. man t A delicate Ballad o the Ferret and the Coney. 
Gof be “1 A prefervative again’ the Punques evil. 
hei pe gcgiosber of Goole green-ftarch, and the Devil. 
Piney doxen of Divine Points, and the Godly Garters, 
ft flrs, be Fairing of good Counfel, of as Ell and three quar- 
« pte yo c q 
What is’e you buy? 


7 yen 

4: 9 o fers. | 
aon he Fe ‘i he Wind-mill blown down by the Witches Fart! 
we 


yoo 


Lun LG A Or Saint George, that O! did break the Dragons Heart ! 
Ligeets , Edg. Mafter Nightingale, come hither, leave your 
Mart a ligtle. 
Nig. O my Secretary! what fays my Secretary ? 
Fuj- Child o’ the Bortles, what’s he? what’s he? 
Moo. Acivil young Gentleman, Mafter Arthur, that 
keeps company with the Roarers, and disburfes all ftill. 
He has ever Money in his Purfe ; He pays for them; 
and they roar for him : one do's good offices for another. 
They call himthe Secretary, but he ferves no body. ‘A 
great Friend of the Ballad-mans,they are never afunder. 
Fuf. What pitty ‘cis, fo civil a young Man fhould 
haunt this debaucht company ? here’s the bane of the 
- youth of our time apparant. A proper pen-man, I fee’r 
in his countenance, he has a good Clerks look with him, 
and I warrant him a quick hand. 
Moo. Avery quick hand, Sir. 
4&%( Edg. All the Purfes, and purchafe, I give you to day 
by conveyance, bring hither to Urfle’s prefently. Here 
we will meet at night in her Lodg, and fhare. Look 


you fing, Nightingale. 
This the ya that Overdo bears it not. 

Urf. I,near the fulleft paflages 3 and fhift ’em often. 

Edg. And i’ your finging, you muft ufe your Hawks 
Eye nimbly, and fly che Purfe to a mark, ftill, where ’tis 
worn, and o’ which fide; that you may gi’ me the fign 
with your Beak, or hang your head that way ?’ the tune. 

Urf. Enqugh, talk no more on’t: your friendthip 
( Mafters) is not now to begin. Drink your draught 
of Indenture, your fup of Covenant, and away, the 
Fair fills apace, company begins to come in, and I ha’ 
ne'er a Pig ready yet. 

Kno. Well faid! fill che Cups, and light the Fabacco: 
let’s give fire?’ th’ Works, and noble Vapours. 

, es And fhall we ha’ Smocks Ur/le,and good whim- 
ies, ha: | 

Urf; Come, you are i’ your bawdy vain! the beft the 
— will afford, Zeksel, if Bawd Ka keep his word ; 

w do the Pigs, Moon-calf ? Asm Zequecr gry 9 hit ys. 

Moo. Very Peas hi on’ oneny hat wept 
ouc_an Eye. Mafter Artbsr o° Bradley is melancholy, 
here, no body talks to him. Will you any Tabacco 
Mafter Arthur ? 

Fuf. No, Boy, let my meditations alone. 

Moo. He’s ftudying for an Oration, now. 

ju. Wf I can with this daystravel, and all my policy 
but refcue this youth here oat of the hands of the lewd 
Man, and the ftrange Woman ,’ I will fic down at night, 
and fay with my Friend Ovid, Famque opm exegi, quod 
nec Fovis ira, nec igns, &C. 

Kno. Here Zeksel; here’s a Health-to Urfle, and 2 
kind Vapour:] thou haft Money i’ thy Purfe ftill, and 
ftore! how doft thou come by it? Pray thee Vapour thy 
Friends fome in a courteous Vapour. 

Edg. Half Thave, Mafter Dan. Knockbum, is always at 
your fervice. , . 

' Fuf. Ha, fweet nature! what Gofhawk would prey 
upon fuch a Lamb? 

Kno. Let's fee, what ’tis, Zekiel! count it, come, fill 


im to pledge me, ‘ ae 
ey ohio, wc Yeoman Hx ial | 
| Act Tf. Scene V. 
Winwife, Qyarlons. 


E are here before ’em, methinks. 
Quar. All the better, we fhall fee’em come in 


{ Zo them. 


now. 
Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen, what is’t you 
lack? a fine Horfe? a Lyon? a Bull? a Bear ? a Dog, 
or a Cat? an excellent fine Bartholmew-bird? or an 
Inftrument ? what is’e you lack ? 


Quar. ’Slid! here’s Orpbeas among the Beafts, with his 
Fiddle, and all! 


Tra. Will you buy an comfortable Bread, Gen- 
tlemen ? Pat pipe) im ; aad ae he : 
— Quar. And Ceres felling her Daughters Pidture, in 
Ginger-work ! | | 
Win. That thefe People fhould be fo ignorant to 
think us chapmen for’em! do we look as if we would 
buy Ginger-bread? or Hobby -horfes ? | 
Quar. Why, they know no better Ware than they 
have, nor better Cuftomers than come. And our very 
being here makes us fit to be demanded, as well as o- 
thers. Would Cokes would come! there were a true 
cuftomer for ’em.. | 
‘Kno. How much is’t ? thirty Shillings 2? who’s yonder! 
Ned Winwife ? and Tom Quarlows,1 chink! yes, (gi me it 
all) (gi? meit all) Mafter Wiswife: Matter Quarlow ! 
will you take a Pipe of Tabacco with us? do not dif- 
credit me now, Zeksel. 
Win. Do not fee him! he is the roaring Horfe-courfer, 
pray thee let’s avoid him ; turn down this way. | 
Quer. ’Slud 


_ —_— ee ee ee —_— 


a 


en, 


Quar. ’Slud, Pll fee him, and roar with him too, and 
he roar'’d as loud as Neptune; pray thee go with me. 

VVix. You may draw me to as likely an inconvent- 
ence, when you pleafe, as this. 

Quar. Go to then, come along, we ha’ nothing to do, 
man, but to fee fights now. 

Kno. Welcome Mafter Quarlous, and Mafter Win-wife! 
will you take any froth, and f{moak with us? 

Quar. Yes, Sir,but you’l pardon us, if we knew not of 
fo much familiaricy beeween us afore. 
Kno. As what, Sir? i 

Quar. To be fo lightly invited to Smoak and Froth. 

Kno. A good Vapour! will you fic down, Sir? this is 
Old Urfla’s Manfion, how like you her Bower? here you 
may ha’ your Punck and your Pig in State, Sir, both pi- 


hot. 
wer. 1 had rather ha’ my Punck cold, Sir. 
Fuf. There’s for’‘me, Punck! and Pig! _ } 
Urf. What Mooncalf, you Rogue? — [She calls within. 
Moo, By and by, the Bottle is almoft off; Miftris; here 
Mafter Arthur. | 
Urf. Til pare you, and your Play-fellow there, i’ che 
garded Coat, an’ you funder not the fooner. 
Kno. Matter Win-wife, you are proud (me thinks) you 
do not talk, nor drink, are you proud ? . = 
Win. Not of the company I am in, Sir, nor the place, 
I affure you. oo 
Kno. You do not except at the Company! do you! 
are you in Vapours, Sir ? | 
Moo. Nay, good Mafter Dan. Knockbum, refpect my 
Miftris Bower, as you call its for che Honour of our 
Booth, none o’ your Vapours here. 

"Urf. Why, you thinlean Polecat you, and they have 
a mind to be i’ their Vapours, muft you hinder ‘em? 
what did you know, Vermine, if they would ha’ lofta 
Cloak, or fuch a Trifle? muft you be drawing the Air 
of Pacification here? while I am tormented within i’the 
fire, you Weafel ? [She comes out with a fire brand, 

Moo. Good Miftris, ’twasin the behalf of your Booth’s 
‘Credit that I fpoke. | : | 
Urf. Why! would my Booth ha’ broke, if they had 
faPn out in’t, Sir? or would their heat ha’ fir’d ic ? In, 
you Rogue, and wipe the Pigs, and mend the Fire, chat 
they fall not, or Pll both bafte and roaft you till your 
Eyes drop out, like °em. (Leave the Bottle behind you, 
‘and be curftawhile.)* 
“ar. y o the Fair ! what's this? Mother o’ the 
Bawds ? | | 
_Kno. No, the’s Mother o’ the Pigs, Sir, Mother o’the 


Eigs. 
Win. Mother o’ the Furies, I think, by her Fire 
brand. | a: . | 

Quar, Nay, the is too fat to bea Fury, fure fome walk- 
ing Sow of Tallow! | a 

VVin. An infpir'’d Veffel of Kitchin-ftuff! 

Quar. She'll make Excellene Geer for the Coachma- 
kers here in Smithfield, to anoint Wheels and Axel-trees 
with, —« . [She drinks the while. 

Urf. I, I, Gamefters, mock a plain plump foft Wench 
o” the Suburbs, do, becanfe fhe’s juicy and wholefome : 
you muft ha’ your thin pinch’d Ware, pent up i’ the 
compafs of a Dog-Collar, (or ’rwill noe do) that looks 
like a long lac’d Conger, fet upright, anda green feather, 
like Fennel? theJollon’t. | "3 
Kao. Wellfaid, Urs, my good Urs ; to’em Urs. 

Qear. Is fhe your Quag-mire, Dan: Kockbum? is this 
your Boe 
Nig. We fhall haye a quarrel prefently, = 

Kno. How, Bog ? Quagmire ? foul Vapours! hutnh! 

Quar. Yes, he chat would venture for’t, I affure him, 
might fink into her, and be drown’d a week, e’re any 
Friend he had could find where he were. . : 

VVin. And then he would be a fortnight weighing up 


a7ain. ? 
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Quar. *T were like falling into a whole Shire of But 
ter: they had need bea Team of Dutchmen fhould draw 
him out. | 
Kno. Anfwer ’em, Urs, where's thy Bartholmew-wit 
now, Urs, thy Bartholmew-wit ? 


Urf. Hang ’em, rotten, Roguy Cheaters, I hope to | 


fee ‘em plagn’d one day (pox’d they are already, I am 
fure) with lean Play-houfe Poultry, that has che Bony 
Rump, fticking out likethe Ace of Spades, or the point 
of a Partizan, that every Rib of ’em is like the Tooth 
of a Saw: and will fo grate ’°em with their Hips and 
Shoulders, as (take ’em altogether) they were as good lie 
with a hurdle. 

Quar. Out upon her, how fhe drips! She’s able to 
a a Man the Sweating Sicknefs with looking on 

er. , 7 

Urf. Marry look off, with a patch o’ your face, and 
a Dozen i’ your Breech, ehothey be o’ Scarlet, Sir. I ha’ 
feen as fine out-fides as either 0’ yours, bring lowfie Li- 
nings to the Brokers, e’re now, twice a week. 

Quar. Do you think there may be a fine new 


Cucking-ftool i? the Fair, 2 be purchas’d ? one large 4. chp nee 
enough, [mean I know there is a Pond of Capacity 402*7~ 
Aer GYan / Oni ° ’ 


out you Rogue, Ay 6 e- pet 


for her. £6 GZ, 1 7 oreIrs o 

Urf. For your Mother, you Rafcal, 
you Hedge-bird, you Pimp, you Pannier-man’s Ba- 
ftard, you. 

Quar. Ha, ha, ha. 

Urf; Do you {neer, you Dogs-head, you Trendle Tail ! 
you look as you were begotten a’ top of a Cart in Har- 
veft-time, when the Whelp was hot and eager. Go, 
{nuff after your: Brother's Bitch, Mrs. Commodity 3 
that’s the Livery you wear, "twill be out at the EI- 
bows fhortly. It’s time you wene to’t for the to’ther 
Remnant. - : 

Kno. Peace, Urs, peace, Urs, they'll kill the poor 
Whale, and make Oilof her. Praythee goin. =~ 

Rg Pil fee °em pox’d firft, and pil’d, and double. 
pud. - | 

Win. Let’s away, her Language grows greafier chan 
her Pigs. | 

Urf. Does’t 
{niveling ? You were engendred on a She-beggar, in a 
Barn, when the bald Thrafher, your Sire, was {carce 
warm. : | 

Win. Pray thee let’s go. | | 
* Quar. No, faith: Pll ftay the end of her now: I know 
fhe cannot laft long ; I find by her Simifies the wanes a 


ace. | 
: Urf. Does fhe fo ? Til fet you gone. Gi me my Pig- 
pan hither a little. Tl fcald you hence, and you will 
not.go. 7 : , 7 
Kno. Gentlemen, thefe are very ftrange Vapours ! and 
very idle Vapours! I affure you. 
Quar. You are a very ferious Afs, we aflure you. 
Kno. Humh! Afs? and ferious? nay, then pardon 
me my Vapour. have a foolifh Vapour, Gentlemen : 
any man that does vapours me the Afs, Maiter Quai- 
lous——- : 
Quar. What then, Mafter ‘fordan 2 
Kno. Ido vapour him the lie. , 
Quar. Faith, and to any man that vapours me the lie, 
I do vapour that. ; 
Kno.. Nay then, Vapours upon Vapours. 
Edg. Nig. ’Ware the Pan, the Pan, che Pan, fhe 
comes with the Pan, Gentlemen. God blefs the Wo- 


man. : . (Urila comes in with the Scalding-Pan. 
Urf: Oh. They fight. 
Era. What’s the matter ? . 
Ful: Goodly woman! | 
Moo. Miftrefs! [She falls with it. 


Urf. Curfe of Hell, that ever I faw thefe Fiends, oh!. 


I ha’ fcalded my Leg, my Leg, my Leg, my Leg. I 


and 


fo, Snotty-nofe? good Lord! are ‘you | 


"e 


ogni 


é 
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nd Sallad. Oil, quickly. Are you under-peering ,]° Cok. Avoid i? your Sattin Doublet, Numps. 

ae Baboon ? rip off my Hofé, an’ you be men, men,| ‘Fa/. The creeping Venome of which fubtil Ser 

mien. | pent, as fome late Writers affirm, neither che cut- 
Moo. Run you for fome Cream, good Mother Fone. | ting of the perillous Plant, nor the drying of it, nor 


Pil look to your Basket. the lighting or burning, can any way perfway or af- 
Urfla. Help, Gen- : 


Lea. Beft fit up 1 your Chair, {wage. 
tlemen. 

Kno. Be of good cheer, Urs, thou haft hindred me 
the currying of a Couple of Stallions here, that abus’d 
the good Race-Bawd 0” Smithfield, “twas time for ’em 
to go. 

Nie. I’faith, when the Pan came, they had made you 
run elfe. (This had been a fine time for purchafe, if you 
had vencur’d.) 
 Edg.- Not a whit, thefe fellows were too fine to carry 
Money. 

aid Nightingale, get fome help to carry her Leg out 
o’ the Air; take off her Shooes ; a Q hp pers the 

/ arte Mallanders, the Scratches, the Crown Scab, and the Quit- 
a ¢ ter Bone i’ the to’ther Leg. 

Urf. Oh, the Pox! why do ths put mein mind o” 
my Leg thus, to make it prick and fhoot ? would you ha’ 
me i’the Hofpital afore my time ? 

Kno. Patience, Urs, take 2 good heart, ’tis but a Bli- 
fter as big asa Windgall ; P'lltake is away with the white 
of an Egg, a little Honey and Hogs Greafe, ha’ thy Pa- 
ferns well roll’d, and thou fhalt pace again by to mor- 
row. Illtend thy Booth, and look co thy Affairs the 
while: Thou fhale fit i? thy Chair, and give Diredtions, 
and fhine Ur/a majer. j 


A& If. Scene VL 


Fuftice, Edgworth, Nightingale , Cokes, Wafpe, Miftris 
Overdoo, Grace. . 


Cok. Good ? faith ! is’e not, Sifter ? 

Fuf. Hence it is thae the Lungs of the Tabacconitt. 
are rotted, the Liver fpotted, the Brain imoak’d like 
the Back-fide of the Pig-womans Booth here, and the 
whole Body within, black as her Pan you faw e’en now 
without. — : 

Cok. A fine Similicude, that, Sir! did you fee the — 
an: 

Edg. Yes, Sir. _ « 

‘Faf. Nay, the hole in the Nofe here, of fome Ta- 
bacco-takers, or the Third Noftril, (if I may fo call ic) 
which makes, that they can vent- the Tabacco out, 
like the Ace of Clubs, or rather che Flower-de-lice, is 
caufed from the Tabacco, the meer Tabacco! when 
the poor innocent Pox, having nothing to do there, is’ 
miferably and moft unconfcionably flander’d. : 

Cok. o would ha’ mift this, Sifter 2 

Over. Not any body but Nuss. 

Cok. He does not underitand. 

Edg. Nor you feel. [ He picketh bss Parfe. 

Cok. What would you have, Sifter, of a Fellow 
ee crip ae but a ray Pee and an Old 

in’c? the Mufick i’ ghe Fair will not move a 

Edg. In, to Urfla, Nightingale, and carry her comfort: 
fee it told. This Fellow was fent to ts by Fortune, for 
our firft Fairing. 

Fuf. Bue what fpeak I of 
Children of the Fair? - 
Cok, That’s to us, Sifter. Brave? faith! 

F«f Hark, O you Sons and Daughters of Smithfield! 
and hear what malady ie doth the Mind: It caufeth 
{wearing, it caufech fwaggering, it caufeth {nuffling and 
{narling, and now and then a hurt. aa 

Over. He hath fomething of Mafter Over-doo, me 
thinks, brother. 

Cok. So me thought, Sifter, very much of my Brother 
Over-doo : And *tis when he {peaks. . Z 

Juf: Look into any Angle.o’ Town, (the Streights, or 492 
the Bermuda’s) where the Quarrelling Leffon is read, ° 
and how do they entertain the time, but with Bottle 
Ale and Tabacco? The Le@urer is o’ one fide, and his 
Pupils o* the other ; Bue the Seconds are ftill Bottle Ale 
and Tabacco, for which the Le@turer reads, and che 
Novices: pay. Thirty Pound a week in Bottle Ale! 
Forty in Tabacco! and Ten more in Ale again. Then 
for a Suit co drink in, fo much, and (that being flaver’d) | 
fo much for another Suit, and then a Third Suit, and a 
Fourth Suit! and ftill che Bottle Ale flavereth, and the 
Tabacco ftinketh: 

Waf. Heart of a mad man! are you rooted here? 
Will you never away? What can any man find out in 
‘this bawling Fellow, to grow here for? He isa full hand- 
ful higher fin’ He heard him. Will you fx here, and fee 


the Difeafes of the Body, 


“Hefe are the Fruits of Bottle Ale and Tabacco! the 
Fome of the one, and the Fumes of the other ! Stay 
young man, and defpife not the Wifdom of thefe few 
Hairs that are grown gray in care of thee. 
Edg. Nightingale, ftay alittle: Indeed Pll hear fome 
oO this! at 
Cok. Come, Numps, come, where are you ? Welcome 
into the Fair, Miftris Grace. 
Edg. ’Slight, he will call Company, you thall fee, and 
put us into doings prefently. rr 
Fuf. Thirft not after that frotiv7-T>ameg,- Ale: for 
who knows when he openeth the Stopple, what may be 
in the Bottle? Hath not a Snail, a Spider, yea, a Neuft 
been found there? chirft not after it, youth: chirft not 
. ¢ , after it. ae a 
mech rk ft area Cok. This is a brave Fellow, Numps, let’s hear him. © 
opiates 7™1Waf. Sblood, how brave is he? in a garded Coat? 
AO ee MAT on, were beft truck with him, e’en ftrip, and truck 
ea Aa prefently, ic will become you, why will you hear 
re him, becaufe he is an Afs, and may be a-kin to the 
Cokefes. — . _ _ 
Cck. O, good Numps! | | 
~~" Juf: Neither do thou luft after that Tawny Weed, 
Tabacco. ; ; | 
Cok. Brave words ! | 
' Fufs Whofe Complexion is like the Indians that 
vents it/ 7 i 
Cok. Are they not brave words, Sifter ? 


up a Booth, Sir? 
Fuf. \ will conclude briefly —— 
Waf. Hold your peace, you roaring Rafcal, Pll run 
my Head i’ your Chaps elie. You were beft build a 


fu. And who can tell, if before the gathering and | B 


making up thereof, the Aligarta hath not pifs’d 
thereon ? 

Waf. "Heart let ’em be brave words, as brave as they 
will / and they were all the brave words in a Countrey, 
how then? will you away yet? ha’ you enough on him? 
Miltris Grace, come you away, I pray you,-be not you 
acceflary. If you do lofe your Licence, or fomewhat 
elfe, Sir, wich liftning to his Fables, fay Nomps is a 
Witch, wich all my heart, do, fay fo. . 


norcome. . 


ooth, and entertain him; make your Will, and you 
fay the Word, and him your Heir! Heart, 1 never 
knew one taken with a Mouth of a Peck afore. By 
this Light, Pil carry you away o’ my back, and you will 
LHe gets bins up on pick-pack. 
Cok. Stay, Numps, ftay, fet me down: [ha lolt my 


Purfe, Numps, O my Purfe! One o’ my fine Purfes is 
gone. 


Over. Is’t indeed, Brother ? 
cnanun notlha ALbCa 
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“Cok, I, as1 am an honeft man, would I were an er- 
rant Rogue elfe! a plague of afl roguy danin’d Cut- 
urfes for me. eS | 
VVaf. Blefs’em with all my héart, with all my heart, 
do you fee! Sow, as Lam no Infidel, chat I know of, 
Lam glad on’. I, I am, chere’s my Wierrefs) do you 
fee, Sit? Idid not tell youof his Fables, I? mo,,no, I 
am a dull Malt-Horfe, I, I know nothing. Are you 
pot. juftly ferv’d, 7? Confcience now? Speak 
” your Confcience. | uch good do you with all 
my heart, and his good heart that has 1¢, 
heart again. 
Edg. This Fellow is very Charitable, would he 
had a Purfe too! But I muft not be too bold all ata 


time. 
Cok. Nay; 
Waf. Not your 
worft ? why fhould ie be an 
me to that, gi? me a Reafon from you, 
be any? : es | 
Cok. Nor my Gold, Numps ; 1 ha’ that yet, look here 


elfe, Sifter. 

Waf, Why {o, there’s all the feeling he has! 
ial I pray you, have a better care of that, Bro- 
ther. : 

Cok. Nay, 
this that catch can. 
you here. | es 
" VVaf. So, fo, fo, fo, fo, fo, fo, fo! Very good. 

Cok, I would ha him come again, now, and 
but offer-at it. Sifter, wilf you take notice of 


with all my 


Numps, it is not my beft Purfe. 

beft : death! why fhould it be your 
, indeed, at all? Anfwer 
why it fhould 


{fo I will, 1 warrant you ; let him catch 
_I would fain fee him get this, look 


a good jeft? I will put it juft where th’ other 
was , and if we ha’ good luck, you fhall fee 


a delicate fine Trap to catch the Cot-purfe nib- 
8: | . 
Edg. Faith, and he’ll try e’re you be out o the 


air. . 
Cok, Come, Miftris Grace, pre’thee be not melan- 


choly for my mifchance ; forrow wi’ not keep it, Sweet | 


heart. e 

Gra. I do not think on’t, Sir. : 

Cok. "Twas but a little {curvy white money , han 
it: ic may hang the Cut-purfe one day. I ha’Gold leit 
‘to pi’ thee a Fairing yet, as hard as the World goes: no 
thing angers me but that no body here look 
Cut-purfe, unlefs ‘twere Numps. 

VVaf, How? 1? Llook like a Cut- urfe ? Death! 
your Siftér’s a Cut-purfe! and your other and Fa- 
ther, and all your Kin were Soe ger And here is a 
Rogue is the Bawd o’ the Cut-puries, whom I will beat 
to begin with. | ot 


They ff peak all together : and Wafpe beats the 
- Juftice. : 


Cok. Numps, Numps. ec Fuf. Hold thy Hand, 


Over. Good Mr. Hum- | Child of Wrath, and 
phrey, | Heir of Anger, make it 
’ VVaf. You are the_Pa- } noe in 


‘ Childermas Day 
thy Fury, or the Feat 
of the French Bartholmew, 
Maffacre. 


trico “are you? the Paeri- 
arch of the Cut-purfes ? 7 
You fhare, Sir, they fay, | Parent of the 
let them fhare this with | | , 
you. Are you i” your hot fit of preaching again? Tl 
‘cool you. _ : 
Fw. Murther, mucther, murther, 
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| Shentlemen, and men of Vorthip. 


od Saeed 


. Act IIL Scene L 
VV bit, Haggife, Briftle, Leather-bead, Trafh. 


N 4x tifh all,gone, now! difh tifh, phen tou 
vile not be phitin call, Mafter Offither, phat ifh 
a man ce better to lifhen out noythes for tee, and tou 
art in an oder orld, being very fhuffifhient noythes 
and gallantth too, oneo’ their brabblefh would have. 
fed uth all difh fortnight, but ton. art fo bufhy about 
beggerfh ftill, tou haft no lefhure to intend fhentlemen, 
and’t be. | 

Hag. Why, I told you, Davy Briftle. . 

Cri. Come, come, you toldime a Pudding, Toby 
Hageife; A matter of nothing; I am fure it came to 
nothing / You faid, let’s go to Urfia’s indeed ; but then 
you met the man with the Monfters, and I could not 
= you from him. An Old Fool, not leave fecing 

et: e 

Hag. Why, who would ha’ thought any body would 
ha’ quarrell’d fo early? or ¢hat the Aleo’the Fair would 
ha’ been up fo foon. | 

Whi. Phy? phat a 


man ? * 

Has. I cannot tell. 

VVbi. Tou art a Vifh Vatchman, ite mean teem. 

Hag. Why? fhould the Watch go by the Clock, or 
the Clock by the Watch, I pray? | | 

Bri. One fhould go by another, if they did well. 

VVbi. Tou art right now! phen didft cou ever know 
or hear of a fhuffifhient Vatchman, but he did tel! the 
Clock, phat bufhinefs foever he had ? | 

Bri. Nay, that’s moft true, a fufficient Watchman 
ge 7 a Clock it is. : ——,. 

j. Shleeping or vaking ! afh well as te Cloc 
fhelf, or te Jack dat fherikes him! : — 

Bri. Let’senquire of Mafter Leatherhead, or Fone Trafi 
here. Mafter Leatherbead, do you hear, Mafter Lea- 
ther-bead ? as 
- VVbi. If it be a Ledderhead, tifha very tick Ledder- 
head, tat tho mufh noith vill not peirfh him. : 

Lea, [have alittle bufinefS now, good friends, do not 
trouble me.: | | : 

VVbi. Phat? becaufe o’ ty wrought neet Cap, 
and ty Phelvet Sherkin, Man? Phy ? I have theene 
tee in ty Ledder Sherkin, e’ré now, Mafhter 0’ de. 
yo laa as bufhy and as ftately as cou fheem’it 
to ve. a ae 
Tra. Why, what an* you have, Captain VVbit ? He 
has his choice of Jerkins, you may {ée by chat, and his 
Caps too, I affure you, when he pleafes to be either fick 
or imploy’d. ss : a er 

Lea. God a mercy Fone, anfwer for me. 

VVbi. Away, be not fheen i? my Company, here be 


Clock toeft tou tink it ith 


sd 


"Act I. Scene . 


Quarlous, Whit, Whrwife, Bufy, Fobn, Pure-craft, Win, 
—  . Knockbum, Moon-calf, Urfla. — 


W E had wonderful ill luck, to mifs this Prologue 
o' the Purfe, but the beft is, we fhall have Five 
Ads of him e’re Night: He'll be Spectacle enough! PU 
an{wer for’e. | 

Whi, 'O Creefh! Dake Qxarloms, how dofht tou ? tou 
dofht not know me, I fear? I am te vifhefhe man, bue 
Juttith Over-doo, in all Bartholuew Fair now. Gi m2 
Twelve Pence from tee, I vill help tee to a Vile vorth 
Forty Marks for’r, and’t be. — 

Quer. Away, Rouges Pimp, awav. 


Wa’. 


so 
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VVb:i. And the fhall fhew tee as fine cut o’rke for’t do not look about fore? Will it-run off o’ the Spie 
in her Shmock too as tou canfht vith i’ faith ; vilt | into our mouths, think you? as in Lubberland? and cry, 


tou have her, Vorthipful Vin-vife? J vill help cee to her 
here, be an’t be, into Pig-Quarter, gi’ metry Twelve 
Pence from tee. ° 
VVin-w. Why, there’s Twelve Pence, pray thee wile 
thou be gone. oo 
‘ VVbi. Tou art a Vorthy Man, arid a Vorfhipful Man 
Mill. , 
* Quar. Get you gone, Rafcal. 
VVbs. Ido mean it, man. Printh Qwarlow, if tou 
hafht need on me, ton fhale find me hers at Urfla’s, I vill 
fee phat Ale and Punque ith i?’ te Pigthty for tee, blefs ty 
good Vorfhip. a 
Quar. Look! who comes here? Fobn Little-wit ! 
VVin-w. And his Wife, and my Widow, her Mother : 
the whole Family. 
Quar. Slight, you muft gi’em all Fairings now! 
VVirew. Nocl, Pll not fee ’em. 
Quar. They are going a feafting. What Schoolma- 


 fter’s chat is wich ’em ? 


_ VVinew, That’s my Rival, I believe, the Baker ! 
Buf. So, walk on in the middle way, fore-right, turn 


’. neither to the right hand nor to the left: let not your 
*’. Eyes be drawn afide with Vanity, nor your Ear with 
** Noifes. ° ¢. 


Quar. O, I know him by that ftart! 

Lea. What do you lack? what do you buy, pretty Mi- 
ftris? a fine Hobby-horfe, tomake your Sona Tilter ? a 
Drum, to make him a Soldier ? a Fiddle, to make hima 
Reveller? What ist you lack? Little Dogs for your 
Daughters? or Babies, Male or Female ? | 

Buf. Look not toward them, harken not: the place 
is Smithfield, or the Field of Smiths, the Grove of Hob- 
by-horfes and Frinkets, the Wares are the Wares of De- 
vils. And the whole Fair isthe Shop of Satan! They 


are Hooks and Baits, very. Baits, that are hung out on 


every fide, to catch you, and to hold you, as it were, by 
the Gills, and by the- Noftrils, as che Fifher doth: There- 
fore you muft not look nor curn.toward them—— The 
Heathen man could ftop his Ears with Wax againft the 
Harlot o’the Sea :. Do you the. like with your Fingers a- 
gainft the Bells o° the Beaft. —_. 
VVin-w. What flafhes comesfrom him! | - 7 


45 Quar. O, he has rae his Oven! a notable hot Ba- 


ker twas, when he ply’ 
_into the Fair now. . = OO 
VVin-w. Rather driving em to the Pens: for he will 
let’emlook upon nothing. | ___ _ 
Kno. Gentlewomen, the weather’s hot ! whither walk 
you? Have a care o’ your fine Velvet Caps, the Fair 
is dufty. Take a {weet delicate Booth, with Boughs, 
here i’ the way, and cool your felves i? the fhades you 
and your Friends. The beft Pig and Bottle Ale i? the 
Fair, sir. Old Urfle is Cook,: there you may. read: 
The Pig’s Head {peaks ir. Poor Soul, fhe has had a 
Stringhalt, the Marybinchco : but. fhe’s prettily amen- 
ded [Little-wit x gazing at the Sign; which s the 
| Pig’s Head with a large Writing under it. 
VVbi. A delicate Show-Pig , little Miftris., wich 
fhweet Sauce, and Crackling, . like de Bay-Leaf. i’ 
de Fire, la‘ Tou fhale ha’ de clean fide o° de Ta- 
ble-Clot, and di Glafs vath’d with phaterfh of Dame 


e Peel : he is leading his Flock 


432 Annes(h_Cleare. : | 
‘Fob. This’s fine verily, here be the beft Pigs: and 


fhe does roaft ’em as well as ever the did; the Pig’s 
Head fays. | a 
Kno. Excellent, excellent Miftris, with Fire 0° Fusiper 
and Rofemary Branches! The Oracle of the Pig’s Head, 
that, Sir. 7 = 
Pur, Son, were you not warn’d of the Vanity of the 
Eye? Have you forgot the wholefome Admonition fo 
foon ¢ os | oe. 
Job. Good Mother, how thall we find a Pig, if we 


we, we ? 
Buf. No, but your Mother, religioufly wife, concei- 
veth it may offer it felf by other means to the Senfe, 
as by way of Steem, which I think it 
doth here in this place (Huh, huh) yes, ic Bufy (cents -793 
doth. and it were a Sin of Ob inacy , ‘fer it lke 
great Obftinacy, high and horrible Obfti- * 4: 
nacy, to decline or refift the good Ticillation of the 
famelick Senfe, which isthe Smell. Therefore be bold 
(huh, huh, huh), follow the Scent. Enter che Tents | 
of the Unclean, for once, and fatisfie your Wives 
Frailey. Let your frail Wife be fatishied: your zea- 
lous Mother, and my fuffering'felf, will alfo be facisfied. 
fob. Come, Wis, as good winny here as go farther, 494 
and fee nothing. 
Bu/.. We {cape fo much of the other Vanities, by our | 
early entring. | 
Pur. It is an edifying Confideration, 
Win. This is fcurvy, chat we muft come into the Fair, 
and not lookon’e. : 
Fob. Win, have patience, Wie, Pil tell you more a- 
non. 
Kno. Moon calf, entertain within there, the beft Pig i’ 
the Booth ; a Pork-like Pig. Thefe are Banbury-bloods, 
o’ the fincere ftud, come a Pig-hunting. Wit, waic, 
Whit,-took to your Charge. 
Buf. A Pig prepare prefently, let a Pig be prepared 
to us. 
Moo. ey who be thefe ? 
Ur. Is this the good Service, Jordan, you'ld do | 
me ; : | 
sc Why, mie ? why, Urs Pompe ha Vapours ?? | 
t again prefently, pray chee goin, ’¢ may turn : 
ne Batches elfe. i a : 7 | 
Urf. Hang your Vapours, they are ftale, and ftink like | 
you, are thefe the Guefts o the Game you promis’d to fill 
my Pit withal to day ? 
Kno. I, what ail they, Urs? 
Urf. Ailthey ? they are all Sippers, Sippers o’the Ci- 
ty, they look as they would not drink off two penn’orth 
of Bottle Ale amongft em, | 
Moo. A body may read that: i’ their fmall printed 
Ruffs. | 
Kno. Away, thou art a Fool, Urs, and thy Moon- 
calf too, Y your ignorant Vapours now: Hence, good 
Guelts, I fay, right Hypocrites, good Gluttons. In, 
and fet a Couple :o’ Pigs o’ thé Board, and Half a 
Dozen of the biggeft Bottles afore ’em, and call Wit : 
I do not love to hear Innocents abus’d: Fine amb- 
ling Hypocrites ! and a Stone-Purican with a Sorrel 
Head and Beard, good mouth’d Gluttons: Two to a 
Pig, away. oe 
Urf. Are you fure they are fuch? 
Kno, O’ the right : Breed, thou fhale try ’em by the 


zo 


Teeth, Urs, where’s this Whit? — 


Whi. : Bebold, map, aid fee, what a worthy man am ee! 
With the Fury of my Savord, and the, fhaking of my 


Beara, on. ; | 
_ I will make Ten Thoufand Men afeard. : 


Kno. Well faid, brave Woit, in, and fear the Ale out : 
o’ the Bottles into che Bellies. of che Brethren, and chex 
Siftersdrink to che Caufe, and pure Vapours. | - 

Quar. My Roarer is turn’d Tapfter, me thinks. 
Now were a fine time for thee, Wes-wife, to lay a- 
board thy Widow, thou’lt never be a Mafter of a bet | 
ter feafon or place 3 She that will venture her fel{ into - 
the Fair, and a Pig-box, will admit any Affault, be af-- 
fui'd of that. : 

Win w. Tlovenot Enterprifes of that fuddennefs cho. 

ry s ft 
t Loft Trad, ports sre at. 9. Quar. 
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uar. V\l warrant thee then, no Wife out o’ the Wid-, ~ Gok. Good honeft Nowps, keep afore, L am fo afrai 

oo Hundred : if I had but as much Title to her, as to} thou'le lofe fomewhat ng Herre was at my Monat. 

have breath’d once on that ftreighe Stomacher of hers,} when I mift thee. 

I would now affure my felf to carry her, yet ere the} Waf. You were beft buy a Whip i’ your Hand to 

went out of Smithfield. Or the thould carry me, which | drive me. —_ | 

were the fitter fight 1 confefs. But you are a modeft} Cok. Nay, donot miftake, Nwmps, thou art fo apt to 

undertaker, by Circumftances and Degrees, come, »'tis | miftake: I would but watch the Goods. Look you now, 

’ Difeafe in thee, not Judgment, I thould offer at all co-| the treble Fiddle, was e’en almoft like to be loit. 

gether. Look, here’s the poor Fooll again, that was} Waf. Pray you take heed you lofe not your felf: your 

{tung by the Wafp ere while. | ft way, were e’en get up, and ride for more furety. 


Buy a tokens worth of great Pins, to faften your felf to #7 
A& Ill. Scene IL my Shoulder. ey ‘wectl, 


| | Lea. What do yow lack, areas fine Purfes, 
Fuftice, Wir-wife, Quarlons. Pouches, Pincafes, Pipes? What is’ you lack ? a pair 
. o’ Smiths to wake you i’ the Morning ? or a_ fine whift- 

Will make no more Orations, fhall draw on thefe | ling Bird ? | 

tragical Conclufions. And I begin now to think,| Cok. Numps, here be finer things then any we ha’ 
that by a fpice of collateral Juftice, Adam Overdoo de- | bought by odds! and more delicate Horfes, a great deal 
ferv’d this beating.; for I the faid dam was one Caufe | good Nuwmps, ftay, and come hither. 
(a By-caufe) why the Purfe was loft: and my Wives} Waf. Will you fcourfe with him ? you are in Smith #5 
Brothers Purfé coo, which they know not of yer. Bue I| field, you may fit your felf with a fine eafie going Street verueret << _ 
fhall make very good mirth with it at Supper, (that will | nag, for your Saddle again Michaelma(s term, do, has7*“*7**~ 7: 
be the fport) and put my little Friend, “Me Humpbrey he ne’re a little odd Cart for you to make a Carroch on, is pilrdes. Li 
Wap’s Choler quite out of countenance.. When, fitting ? the Countrey, with four pyed Hobyhorfes ?; why the * 7” Cr 18 
-at the upper endo’ my Table, asI ufe, and drinking Meazils, fhould you ftand here, with your Train, cheap- FOIE Fn 
to my Brother Cokes, and Mrs. Alice Overdoo, ‘as 1 will, | ing.of Dogs, Birds, and Babies? you ha? no Children AaZtoxre— 


my Wite, for their good affection to old Bradley, I deli- | to beftow ’em on ? ha’ you ? 2. 


ver to’em, it was I that was cudgell’d, and thew ’em the 
Marks. To fee what bad Events may peep out o’ the 
Tail of good Purpofes!the Care I had of that ci- 
vil young Man, I took fancy to this Morning, (and 
have not left ic yer) drew me to that exhortation, which 


drew the Company indeed; which drew thé Cut-purfe ; 


which drew the Money ; which drew my Brother Cokes 
his lofs : which drew en Wafp’s anger ; which drew on 
my beating : a pretty gradation! And they fhall ha’ ic 
i? their Difh i’ faich ae night for Fruit; I love tobe mer- 
ry ac my Table. I had thought once, at one {pecial 
blow he ga’ me, to have revealed my felf; but then (1 
thank thee fortitude) I remembred that a wife Man 
(and who is ever fo great a part o the Common-wealth 


in himfelf) for no particular difafter ought to abandon 


a pubtick good Defign. The Husband-man ought not 


for one unthankful Year, co forfake the Plough ; the 


Shepherd ought not for one {cab’d Sheep to throw by his 
Tar-box 3 the Pilot ought not for orie Leak ? the Poop 


‘to quit che Helm ; nor che Alderman ought not for one 


Cuftard more.at a Meal to give up his Cloak; the Con- 


— ftable ought not to break his Staff, and forfwear ‘the 


Watch for one roaring Night; nor the Piper o’ the Pa- 
rith (Ut parvis componere magna folebam) to put up his 


Pipes for one rainy Sunday. Thefe are certain knock- 


ing Conclufions ; out of which, I am refolv’d, come 
what come can, come Beating, come Imprifonment, 


‘come Infamy, come Banifhment ; nay, come the Rack, 


come the Hurdle, (welcom all) I will not difcover who 
I.am, till my due time; and yet ftill, all thall be, as I 
faid ever, in Juftice name, and the King’s, and for the 


~Common-wealch. ! 


1 


Win. What does he talk to himfelf, and ad fo feri- 
oufly ? poor Fool! Se 
Quar. No matter what. Here’s frether Argument, in- 


‘tend that. 


Act IIL Scene IV. 


Cokes, Leatherbead, Wafp, Miftrefs Overdoo, Winwife 
Quarlous, Tra{h, Grace. : 


Ome, Miftris Grace, come Sifter, here’s more fine | 


fights, yet i’ faith. Gods *lid where’s Numps ? 
Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen? what is’t you buy? 


fine Rattles! Drums? Babies? little Dogs? and Birds} 


for Ladies ? What do you lack ? 


[ke Pagrctm BEA farting 0 YI Ve 


leu 


Cok. No, but again Tha’ Children, Nwmps, that’s a 
one. | : _ 

Waf. Do, do, do, do ; how many fhall you have, think 
you? an’ I were as you, Pld buy for all my Tenants too, 
they are a kind o” civil Savages, that will pare wich their 
Children for Rattles, Pipes, and Knives. You were 
beft buy a Hatchet, or two, and truck with ’em.. 

Cok. Good —— hold chat licele Tongue o’ thine, and 
fave it alabour. I am refolute Bet, thou know'ft. 

_Waf. A refolute Fool, you are, I know, and a very 
fufficient Coxcomb ; with all my Heart; nay you have 
it, Sir, and you be angry, Turd i’ your Teet, twice : (if I 
faid it not once afore) and much good do you. 

Win. Was there ever fuch a felf-affi@ion? and foim- . 
pertinent ? | 

Quar. Alas! his care will go neer to crack him, let's 
in, and comfort him. . 

Waf. Would I had been fet i’ che ground, all but the . 
head:on me, and had my Brains bow!’d at, or threth’d 
out, when firft I underwent this plague of a charge! 

Quar. How now Numps? almott tir’d 7? your Prorector- 
fhip ? overparted ?. overparced ? 

Waf. Why, I cannot tell, Sir, it may be I am, dos’t 
grieve you? s | 

Quar. No, I {wear dos’t not, Numps : to fatisfie you. 

Waf. Numps? Sblood, you are fine and familiar ! how 
long ha’ we been acquainted, I pray you ? | 

Quar. 1 think ic may be remembred, Numps, that ? 
*ewas fince Morning fure. a 

Waf. Why, Ihope I know’t well enough, Sir, I did 
not ask to be told. | 

Quer. No? why then? 

Waf. It’s no matter why, you fee with your Eyes, now, 
what I faid to you to day? you'll believe me anorher 
time ? =f . 

Quar. Are you removing the Fair, Numps ? 

.. WVaf. A pretty. queftion! and a very civil one! yes faith, 

I ha’ my lading you fee ; or fhall have anon, you may 

know whofe Beaft I am by my Burthen. It che Pan- 
nier-mans Jack were ever better known by his Loyns of 
Mutton, Pil be flead, and feed Dogs for him when his 
time comes 

VVin. How melancholick Miftris Grace is yonder ! pray 
thee let’s go enter our felves in Grace, with her. 

Cok. Thofe fix Horfes, Friend Pll have—— 
VVaf. How! 


Ggg Cok, And 


410. 


. Cok. And the three Scan: and half a dozen 
o Birds, and that Drum, (Ihave one Drum already) 
and your Smiths; I like that device o? your Smiths, 
very pretty well, and four Halberts—— and (le’ me fee) 
that fine painted great Lady, and her three Women for 
ftate, Pil have. 

VVaf. No, the Shop § 5 buy the whole Shop, it will be 
beft, the Shop, the Shop! 

Lea. If his Worfhip pleafe. 

. WWaf. Yes, and keep ie during the Fair, Bobchin. 

. Cok. Peace, Numps. Friend, do not meddle with him, 
‘an you be wife, and would thew your Head above 
board : he will fting chorow your wrought Night-cap, 
believe me. A fet of thefe Violins, I would buy too, 
for a delicate young noife I have i? the Countrey, that 
are every one a fize lefS then another, juft like your 
Fiddles. I would fain have a fine young Mafque at my 
Marriage, now I think on’t : bute I do want fuch a 
number o things. And Numps will not help me now, 
- and I dare not {peak tohim. 

Tra. Will your Worfhip buy any Ginger-bread, ah 
good Bread, comfortable Bread ? 

. Cok. Ginger-bread | yes, lee’s fee. | 

VVaf.There's the vocher {prindge ? ( He runs to ber Shop. 

Lea. Is this well, goody Fone? to.interrupt my Mar- 
ket in the midft? and call away my Cuftomers ? can 
you anfwer this at the Piepouldres? 

. Tra, Why? if his Mafter-thip have a mind to buy, I 
hope my Ware lies as open as another’s; I may thew 
my Ware as well as you yours. 

_ Cok. Hold your peace; Pil content you both: Pl buy 
up his Shop and thy Basket. 7 

- Waf. Willyouv faith? “3 

Lea. Why thould you put him from it Friend: ? 

- WVaf. Cry you mercy ! you’ld be fold too, would you? 
what’s the price on voi ? Jerkin, and all as 7 ftand ° 
ha’ you any Qualities ? | 

Tra. Yes, Good-man-angry- man, ‘you fhall find: he 
has Qualities if you cheapen him: 

' VVaf: Gods fo, you ha’ the felling of him! what are 
they ? will chey be bought for Love or eae av 

Tra. No indeed, Sir. 

VV af. For what then, Vidtuals? 

Tra. He {corns Viauals, Sir, he: has Bread and is 
ter at home, thanks be to God! and yet he will do more 


for a good Meal, if the Toy take him? the Belly:: mar-: 


ry then they mutt not fet him at lower ends; if they. do, 

he'll go away though he faft. Bue put hima top o’ the 

Table, where his place is;and he'll do- you forty fine things. 

He has not been fent for, and fought out for nothing, at 

486 your great City-fuppers, to put down Coriat and Cokeley, 

o ev and been laughe at for his labour ; he'll play you all the 


vy S Puppets i’ thé Town over, and the Players,every Compa: 
ssf J and his own Cc own ony tea; he aperes no body |: 
Ae a Cok, Ptaith? | 


Tra. He was the firft, Sir, that ave: baited the Fellow 

{e oO. 1? the Bear’s Skin, an’t like your. Worthip : no Dog ever 
a ee came near him fince. And for fine Motions! - 

hc Cok. Is he good at thofe too: ? can he fet outa. Mask 


fei a nea pen O Lord, Malter ! fought. to far and neer for his 
SY “Flnventions and he engrofies all, he makes all the: Pup- 
nh, Pets ithe Fair. | 
-s . Cok, Do*ft chou (i in ‘totb) old Velve Jeckin 2. give 
: nd ¥ ‘~ ane chy hand. 5 Neh 
‘ans Ira. Nay, Sir, you fhall- fee: fas im his Velvet Jerkin, 
tad and a Scarf too, at night, when you hear hima interpret 
an) Matter Litsle-awit’s Motion. 
we Cok. Speak ‘no more, but fhue up Shop prefently, 
‘Friend, Pll buy both :ie and thee:too, to carry down 
yh f- with me, and her Hamper, -befide. . Thy Shop fhall fur- 
*“nifh out the Mask, and hers the. Banquet : I cannot go’ 
ree id, Jefs, to fet out any thing with credit. What’s the price, 
. 4. fo . ata A Word, o’ th — es om, ey allas it ftands ? ee 
foreet 
Ge 


fied ti 


fadasuonti 
/ hy 


o 
jee 


‘fain fee that Dewox, your Cur: purfe you 
talk of, that delicate handed Divel; they fay 


wot isk, Hee 
(be Pt hinds 


Bartbolmew Fair 


Lea. Sir, it ftands me in Six and twenty Shilling fe- 
vert Pence half-penny, befides Three Shillings for my 
ground, . 

Cok, Well, Thirty Shillings will do all, then ! And 
what ‘comes yours too ?: 

Tra. Four Shillings and eleven Pence, Sir, Ground 
and all, an’c like your Worthip. 

Cok, Yes, it does like my Worfhip very well, poor 
Woman, that’s Five Shillings more, what a Mask fhall ] 
furnifh out, for Forty Shillings ? (Twenty pound Scotch) 
and a Banquet of Ginger-bread? there’s a ftately thing ! 
Numps ? Silter? and my Wedding Gloves too? (that I 
never thought on afore. ) All my Wedding Gloves, 
Ginger-bread : ? Ome! what a device will there be? to 
make ’em eat their Fingers ends ! and delicate Brooches 
for the Bride-men! and all ! and then Pil ha’ this Poefie 
put to’em: For the be Grace, meaning Miftris Grace, 
my Wedding Poefic. 

Gra. I am beholden to you, Sir, and to your Ber- 
tholomew Wit. 

VVaf. You do not mean this, do you ? is this your 
firft Purchafe ? 

Cok, Yes faith, and Idonot think, Nwmps, but thou’le 
a, it was the- 'wifeft Ac that ever I did in my Ward- 


Val: Like enough ! I fhall fay any thing. IY 


A& Il. Scene V. 
“fuftice, Edgworth, Nightingale. 


I Cannot beget a Project, with all my political Brain, 
yet; my Project is how to fetch off this proper young 
Man from his debaucht Company : I have followed him 
all the Fas over, and ftill I find him with this fongfter: 
And I begin threwdly to fufpeé& their familiarity; and 
the young:Man of a terrible taint, Poetry ! with which 
idle Difeafe, if he be infected, there’s no hope of him, 
in a. Scate-courfe. Attum eft, ‘of him for a Conmmon- 
wealths-man 3 if he go to’t in Rime, once. | 
Edg. Yonder he is buying o’ Ginger-bread : fet in quick- 
ly, before he part wich too much of his Money. : 
Nig.My ice ile and Friends,and good People draw neer,6¢. 
(He runs tothe Bollad Man, 
Cob. Ballads ! hark, hark! pray thee, Fellow, ftay:a 
little, good Numps, look to the Goods. What Ballads 
haft thou? let me fee, let me fee my felf. _ 
VV al. Why fo ' he’s flown to another Lime-buth, there 
he will fluccer as long more; till he ha’ ne'er a Feather 


left. . Is there a vexation like this, Gentlemen? will you 


believe me now, hereafter? fhall I have Credic _ 
you: 

Quer. Yes faich, fhale thou, aan and thou art 
worrhy on’t, for chou fweateft for’t.. I-never faw a 
young Pimp-errant and his Squire better match’d. 

VVsa-w: Faith, the Sifter comes after ’em, well too. : 

Gra. Nay, if you faw the Juftice. her! Hushand, my 
Guardian, you were fitted for the Mets, he is aan a Bes 
one his way-—— 

Win-w. I wonder, we ie him not here. 

Gra. QO! he is too ferious for this Place, ‘aod yet betrer 
{pore then than the other three, I affure you, Gentlemen : 
where ere he is, though’t be o’ the Bench. 

Cok. How doft .thou. rcall'ig t. A, Caveat againit 
Cut-purfes ! a’ good -Jeft, ? faith, I would 

He fhess 


his Purfe 
he walks here about ; I would fee him walk boaftingly. 
now. « Look you Sifter,: here, here, .let-him - , 
come, Sifter, and welcome. . Ballad-‘man, daes any 
Cut-purfes hatnc hereabout ? pray. thee raile- A. QNE OF 
two :. begin and fhew meone. 


Phe 


Neg chi 


\ 


cy tary iy gre =~. Bartholmew Fair. 


Nig. Sir, this is a Spell againft ’em, {pick and {pan 
new; and ’tis made as ’twere in mine own Perfon, and 
I fing it in mine own defence. But “twill coft a Penny 
alone if you buy tt. 

Cok.. No matter for the price, thou doft not know me, 
I fee, I am an odd Bartholmew. ¥ 

Ove. Haft a fine Pid@ure, Brother ? 

Cok. O Sifter, do you remember the Ballads over the 
Nurfery-chimney at home o’ my own pafting up, there 
be brave Pi@ures. Orher manner of Pidturés chan thefe 
Friend. | | | 

Waf. Yet thefe will ferve to pick the Pictures out Oo 
your Pockets, you thall fee. 

Cok. So Lheard’em fay. Pray thee mind him not, 
Fellow : he'll have an Oar in every thing. 


| Cok, Youth, youth, dc? pray thee ftay a little, Triend, 
ee ny Cont{cience, Numps, {p2ak, is there auy harm 
Waf, To tell you true, ’tis too good for you, lefs you 
had grace to follow ir. ; Pay | cn 
wf: le doth difcover enormity, Vil mark it more : 1 
= a lik’d a paltry piece of Poetry fo well a good 
ile. 5. 24 
Cok. Youth, Youth, ce! where’s this Youth now? A 
Man muft call upon him for his own good, and yee 
he will not appear : look here, here’s for him ; Handy. 
dandy, which Hand will he have? On, I pray thee, ’ 
with che reft, Ido hear of him, but I cannot fee him, 
this Mafter Youth, che Cut-purfe. {He fhews bis Purfe. 
Nig. At Plays and at Sermons, and at the Seffions, 


Nig. It was intended Sir, as if a Purfe fhould chance ‘Tis daily their practice {uch booty to make :V Meaceeff tet ew 
to be cut in my Prefence, now, I may be blamlefs tho’: Yea, under the Gallows, at Executions, 07°” 4G Aiba 0 GH 


as by che Sequel will more plainly appear. They (tick not the Stare-abouts Purfes to take. 77 at rte. J. 


Cok. We thall find thae ? the matter. 


onNig. To th F Paggingtons Pound, Sir, <7 
Niv. To the tune of Paggingtons Found, ott, “<s 
Cob. Fa; lala la, la lala, fa la la la. Nay, Pll put 
thee in tune, and all! mine own Country dance + Pray 
thee begin. 
Nig. It is a gentle. Admonition, you muft know, Sir, 
both to the Purfe-cutter, and the Purfe-bearer. 
Cok, Not a word more, out 0’ the tune, an’ thou lov’ft 
me: F4, la lala, lala la,-falala la. Come, when? 
Nig. My Mafters and Friends, and good People draw near, 
tnd look to your Purfes, for that I do fays 
Cok. Ha, ha, this Chimes! good counfel at firft dafh. 
Nig. And tho’ little Money, sn them you do bear. 
It coft more to get, thes to lofe i a day. (Cok. Good! 
You of have been told, . 
Roth the young and the old ; 
‘And bidden beware of the Cut-purfe fo bold : )he were to blame 
Then if you take beed not, free me from the a would not i” 
 Carfe, ich, | 
Who both give you warning, for, and the Cut-purfe. 
Youth, youth, thou badjt better been frarv'd by thy Nurfe, 
Then live to be banged for cutting a Purfe. 
Cok. Good 7 faith, how fay you, Nwmps? Is there 
any harmi this? - 


Pray thee be- 


Nig. Li been mpbraided to aa of my - ore ae 
That oftentimes we are the Caufe of this Crime. har did pe! 
Alack and for pty, why fhould st be faid ° Cwnile. 
As if they regarded or Places, or Time. | 

Examples bave been — 

Of fome that were feen,- 
In Weltminfter Hall, yea, the Pleaders F 


between, 
Then why fhould the ‘Fudges be free from this | Cok. God a 
: ' (mercy for chat! 


Curfe, 
More then my poor felf, for cutting thedwhy  thould 
| ? : they be more 


Purfe s 
Youth, youth, thou badft better been ftarv’d \ free indeed? 
| by thy Nurfe, | : 
Then live to be banged for cutting @ Purfe. 
Cok. That again, good Ballad-man, that again. O 
rare ! I would fain rub mine Elbow now, bue I dare 
not pullout my hand. OnI pray thee,he that made this 


Ballad, fhall be Poet to my Mask. 
(He fings the burden with bum. 


Nig. At Wore'ter “tis known well, and even ? the Fayl, 
A Knight of good Worlhip did there fhew bis Face, 
Againft the ice Sinners, in real for to raile, 
And loft (iplo facto) bis Purfe in the place.§ Cok. Isit 

Nay, once from the Seat poffible ? 
Of Fudgment fo great, 

e there did lofe a fair Pouch of Velvet. (Cok. I faith? 

or thy mercy, bow wicked or worfe, 

Are thofe that fo venture their Necks for @ Purfe ! Youth, 


youth, Ore. 


A Sud; 
O Lor 


Cok, Well faid!. 


yovNay one without grace, Cok. That was 
at albetter Place 2 fine Fellow! 


At Court, and in Chriftmas, before the )I would have. 


‘Kings Face, | | him now. 

Alack then for pitty muff I bear the Curfe, — 

That cnly belongs to the cunning Cut-purfe ? | 
Cok. But where’s their cunning, now, when they. 


fhould ufe it? they are all chain’d now, I warrant you. 


‘Youth, youth, thou badft better, crc. The Rat-catchers 


Charm, are all Fools and Affes to this! A pox on’em, 
that they will not come! that a Man fhould have fuch a. 
defire to a thing, and want ic. 

Quar. Fore God I’ld give half the Fair, and ’cwere 
mine, for a Cut-purfe for him to fave his longing. 

og , | (He fhews bis Purfe again. 

Cok. Look you Sifter, here, here, where is’c now ? 
which Pocket is’t in, for a Wager ?. | . 

Waf, Ubefeech you leave your Wagers, and let him 
end his Matter an’t may be. 

Cok. O, are you edified Numps ? 8 

Fuf. Indeed he do's interrupt him, too much: There 
Numps {poke to Purpofe. : re 

Cok. Sifter, 1am an Afs, I cannot keep my Purfe : 


on, on, I pray thee Friend. [ Again. 
Nig. But O, you vile Nation of F 
| Cut-purfes all, VV in-w Will 
Kdgworth Relent and repent,and amend | you feefport ? 
4 sf and be found, — [look, there’s 
tickles bim And know that you ought not, | a Fellow ga: 
in the Ear by boneft Mens fall, thers up to 
with a Advance your own Fortunes, | him, mark. 
— to dye above Ground, 
ice to 
dew hi And though you go gay, é 
hand ont In Silks as you may, Qua. Good, 
of his — It ss not the high wayto Heaven, I: taith!O he 
Pocket. (as they fay) | has lighted 
Repent then, repent you, for bet- | on the wrong 
| ter, for one. : Pocket. 
And kifs not the Gallows for cutting @ Purfe.) VVinw. He 


thy Nurfe, God he is a 
Then live to be hanged for cutting a Purfe. (braveFellow + 
o= . pitty he fhould be detected. 


| Youth, youth, thou badft better been frare'd "|oc it, “fore 


Al. An excellent Ballad | an excellent Ballad ! 

Edg. Friend, let me ha’ the firft, let me ha’ che firlt, 
I pray you. : 

Cok. Pardon me, Sir. Firlt come, firft fervd ; and 
Til buy the whole bundle too. | 

Vin. That conveyance was better then all, did you 
fee’t? he has given che Purfe co the Ballad-finger. 

Quar. Has he ¢ 

Edg. Sir, lcry you mercy: PU not hinder the peor 
Mans Profit: pray you miltake me not. . 


Ggg2 Ck, Sir, 


i 
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Cok. Sir, I take you for an honeft Gentleman ; if 
that be miftaking, I met you to day afore : ha! humh! 
O God! my Purfe is gone, my Purfe, my Purfe, &c. 

Waf. Come do not make a ftir, and cry your felf an 
Afs, thorow the Fair afore your time. 

Cok. Why, haft thou it, Nwmps, good Numps, how 
came you by it? I marl! 

Waf. 1 pray you feek fome other Gamefter to play the 
Fool with: you may lofe it time enough, for all your 

Fair Wit. 

Cok. By this good Hand, Glove and all, I ha’ loft ic 


already, if thou haft ie nor: feel elfe, and Miftris 


Grace’s Handkercher too, out o’ the t other Pocket. 
Waf. Why, ’tis well; very well, exceeding pretty, 
and well. . —— 
Edg.-Are you fure you ha’ loft it, Sir ? 


Cok. O God ! yes; as I am anhoneft Man, I had it 


but e’en now, at youth, youth. 
Nig. I hope you fufpeét not me, Sir. 


‘9. »w Edg, Thee? that were a jeft indeed! Doft thou 


J 
ae 
Art. 
nee a 


think che Gentleman is foolifh? where hadft thou hands, 


r ee 
Lael 0S 
: Ebogs pray thee ? 


Away Afs, away. 
Ae Ge Fuf. I thall be <r again, if I be fprd. 


j'  Edg. Sir, I fufpe& an odd Fellow, yonder, is ftealing 


away. 


Ove. Brother, it is the preaching Fellow ! you hall 
fufpe& him. He was at your t’other Purfe, you know! 
Nay ftay, Sir, and view the work you ha’ done, an’ you 
be benefic’'d at the Gallows, and preach there, thank 


your own Handy-work. 


Cok. Sir, you fhall take no pride in your Preferment : 


you fhall be filenc’d quickly. _ 
‘fuf. Whatdo you mean {weet Buds of Gentility. 


Cok. To ha’ my Penyworths out on you: Bud. No 
lefs chen two Purfes a day ferve you ? I thought you a 
fimple Fellow, when my Man Numps beat you i the 


Morning, and pittied you—— 


Ove. So did I, Pll be {fworn, Brother ; but now I fee 
pernicious Enormity: (as Mafter 


he is a lewd, and 
Overdoo calls him.) 
Fuf. Mine own words turn’d upon me, like Swords. 


Cok. Cannot a Man’s Purfe be at quiet for you, i’ the 
but you muft intice it forth and de- 


Matters Pocket 

bauch it? W/. Ape: We bat, Sh Lar 2-6 
Waf. Sir, Sit, Keep 

as you pleafe. But gi’ me this from you, i’ the mean 

time: I befeech you, fee if I can look to this. 


Cok, Why, Numps? 

Waf. Why? becaufe you ‘are an Afs, Sir, there’s a 
Reafon the fhorteft. way, and you will needs ha’ it; now 
you ha’ got the trick of lofing, you’ld lofe your Breech 
an’c “twere:loofe. I know you, Sir, come, deliver, 
you'll go and crack the Vermine you breed now, will 
you? ‘tis very fine, will you ha’ che Truth on’e? the 
are fuch retchle{s Flies as you are, that blow Cut-purfes 
abroad in every Corner; your foolifh having of Mo- 
ney makes “em, An’ there were no wifer then I, Sir, 
the Trade fhould lycopen for you, Sir, it fhould i? faich, 
Sir. I would teach your Wit to come to your Head, Sir, 
as ge as your Land to come into your Hand, I affure 
you, Sir, 

Win. Alack, good Numps. 
Waf. Nay, Gentlemen, never pitty me, Iam not 


worth it : Lord fend me at home once, to Harrow o’ the 


Fil again, if Utravel any more, call me Coriat 5 withal 
my heart. 

Quar. Scay, Sir, I muft have a word with 
vate. Doyouhear. ° 

| Edg. With me, Sir, what’s your Pleafure ? good Sir. 

_ Quar. Do not deny it. You are a Cur-purfe, Sir, this 
Gentleman here, and I aw you, nor do we mean to de- 
cect you (though we can fufficiently inform our felves, 


you in pri- 


oe a 


Gooey Bee Gas Cong 


your debauch, and your fine Bar- 
tholmew Terms to your felf; and make as much on ’em { 


[ Wafp takes the Licenfe from bins. 
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toward the danger of concealing you) but you muft do 


us a piece of Service. 

Edg. Good Gentlemen, do not undo me; Iam a 
civil young Man, and but a beginner, indeed. 

Quar. Sir, your beginning thall bring on your ending 
for us. We are no Catchpoles nor Conftables. Thae 
you are to undertake is this; you faw the old Fellow, 
with the black Box here ? 

Edg. The little old Governour, Sir ? 

Quar. That fame: I fee, you have flown him to a 
Mark already. I would ha’ you get away that Box from 
him, and bring it us. 

Edg. Would you ha’ the Box and all, Sir? of only 
that chat is in’t? Vil get you that, and leave bim the 
Box to play with ftill : (which will be che harder o’ tha 
two) becaufe I would gain your Worthips good Opini- 
on of me. 

Win-w. He fays well, ’tis the greater Maftry, and ’ewill 
make the more {pore when ’tis mift. 

Edg. 1, and ’twill be the longer a miffing, todraw on 
the fport. | 
Quar. But look you do it now, Sirrah, and keep your 
word : or-—— | 

Edg. Sir, if ever I breakmy word with a Gentleman, 
may I never read word at my need. Where fhalll find 477 

ou? an oe 
: Quar. Some where i? the Fair, hereabouts. Difpatch 
it quickly. I would fain fee the careful Fool deluded! 
of all Beafts, I love the ferionus Afs. He that cakes pains 
to be one, and plays the fool with the greateft diligence 
that can be. | 

Gra. Then you would not chofe, Sir, bue love my 
Guardian, Juftice Overdoo, who is anfwerable to that de- 
{cription in every Hair of him. — : 

Quar. Sol have heard. But how came you Miftris 
mete to be his Ward? or have relation to him, ac 

rit ? 


Gra. Faith, through a common Calamity, he bought 
me Sir; and now he will marry me to his Wives Bro- 
ther, this wife Gentleman that you fee, or elfe I muft 
‘pay value o’ my Land. » 

Quar. ’Slid, is there no device of difparagement? or 
fos talk with fome crafty Fellow, fome Picklock o’ the 
Law ! Would I had ftudied a year longer i? the Inns of 
ourt, and’t had been but i? your Cafe, 

Win-w. 1 Mafter Quariom, are you proffering ? 

Gra. You'ld bring but little Aid, Sig, : 
Win w,. (Tl look to you ’i faith, Gameffer.) An un- 

fortunate foolifh 7ribe you are faln into, Lady, I won- 

der you can endure ’em. 

Gra. Sir, they that cannot work their Fetters off muft 
wear ’em. 

Win-w. You fee what care they have on you, to leave 
you thus. : | 

Gra. Faith the fame they have of themfelves, Sir. I 
cannot greatly complain, if this were all the Plea I had 
again{t ’em. | 


- No, you were not beft, held tell his Mother, 
Quar y not beft, he'ld | cell hi VLR, 
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Act Ill. Scene VI. 
Jobn, Win, Tralh, Leatherbead, Knockhum; Bufy, 


Purecraft. 


O you hear, Win, Win 2 
Win. What-fay you, Fobn ? | 
Fob. While they are paying the Reckoning; Win, I'll 
tell you a thing, Win ; we thall never fee any Sights i” 
the Fair, Win, except you long ftill, Win; good Win, 


{weet Win, long to fee fome Hobby horfes, and fome| 
Drums, and Rattles, and Dogs, and fine Devices, Win. | 
The Bull with the five Legs, Win; and the great Hog. | 


Now you ha’ begun with Pig, you may long for any 
thing, Win, and fo for my Motion, Win. | 

We. But we fha’ not eato’ the Bull and the Hog 
Jobs ; how fhall I long then ? 7 

” hag O yes, Win : you may long to fee, as well as to 
tafte, Win: How did the Pothecary’s Wife, Win, that 
long’d to fee the Anatomy, Win ? or che Lady, Win, that 
defir’d to fpit 1’ the great Lawyer’s Mouth, after an elo- 
quent Pleading ? I affure you, they long’d, Wis; good 
Win, go in, and long. 

Tra. 1 think we are rid of our new Cuftomer, Bro- 
ther Leather-bead, we fhall hear no more of him. 

[They plot to be gone. 

Lea. All the better, let’s pack up all, and be gone, 
before he find us. 

Tra. Stay a little, yonder comes a Company ; it may 
be we may take fome more Money. *tA7., J. 

Kno. Sir, I will take your Counfel, and cut my Hair, 
and leave Vapours ; I fee, that Tabacco, and Bortle-ale, 
and Pig, and Whit, and. very Urjie her felf, is all Vanity. 

Buf. Only Pig was not comprehended in my Admo- 
nition, the reft were: For long Hair, it is an Enfign of 
Pride, a Banner ; and the World is full of thofe Banners, 
very full of Banners. And Bottle-ale isa Drink of Sa- 
tan’s, a Diet-drink of Satan’s, devifed to puff us up, and 
make us {well in this lateer Age ef Vanity ; as the Smoke 
of Tabacco, to keep usin Mift and Error : But the fleth- 
ly Woman (which you call Urfla) is above all co be 
avoided, having the Marks upon her of the three Ene- 
mies of Man ; the World, as being in the Feir ; the De- 
vil, as being in the Fire; and che Fleth, as being her felf. 

Pur. Brother Zeal-of-the-land ! what fhall we do? My 
Daughter Win-the fight is fall’'n into her Fit of Longing 
again. 

Buf. For more Pig ? There is no more, is there ? 

Pur. To fee fome Sights 7? the Fair. 

Buf. Sifter, let her fly the impurity of the place {wift- 
ly, left the partake of the Pitch chereof. Thou art the 
Seat of the Beaft, O Smithfield, and I will leave thee. 
Idolatry peepeth out on every fide of thee. 

Kno. An excellent right Hypocrite! Now his Belly is 
full, he falls a railing and kicking, the Jade. A very 
good Vapour! Tl in, and joy Urfla, with telling how 
her Pig works; two and a half he eat to his Share ; and 
he has drunk a Pail-full. He eats with his Eyes, .as well 
as his Teeth. e 

Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen? What is’t you 
buy? Rattles, Drums, Babies-———~— 

Buf. Peace, with thy Apocryphal Wares, thou pro- 
fane Publican: thy Bells, thy Dragons, and thy Tobies 
ao Thy Hobby-horfe is an Idol, a very Idol, a fierce 
and rank Idol : and thou, the Nebuchadnezzar, the proud 
Nebuchadnezzar of the Fair, that fec’ft ic up, for Chil- 
dren to fall down to, and worfhip. 

Lea. Cry you mercy, Sir; will you buy a Fiddle to 


48 7hll up your noife ? 


‘Fob. Look, Win, do, look a Gods name, and fave your 
Longing. Here be fine Sights. 

Pur. 1, Child, fo you hate ’em, as our Brother Zeal 
dozs, you may look on ’em. : 


493 

Lea. Or what do you fay toa Drum, Sir? 
Buf. It is the broken Belly of the Beaft, and thy Bel- 
lows there are his Lungs, and thefe Pipes are his Throat, 


| thofe Feathers are of his Tail, and thy Rattles the gnath- 


ing of his Teeth. 

Tra. And what’s my Gingerbread, I pray you? 

Buf. ‘The Provender that pricks him up. Hence with 
thy basket of Popery, thy Neft of Images, and whole 
Legend of Ginger-work. 

Lea. Sir, if you be not quiet the quicklier, Pll ha’ you 
clapp’d fairly by the Heels, for difturbing the Fair. 

a Buf. The Sin of the Fair provokes me, I cannot be 
ent. | 

Pur. Good brother Zeal ! 

Lea, Sir, Pll make you filent, believe ic. 

Fob. Did give a Shilling you could, i’ faith, Friend. 

__ Leé Sir, give me your Shilling, Pl give you my Shop, 
if T do not; and T’ll leave ie in pawn with you 7’ the 
mean time. 

Fob. A match, 7?’ faith ; but do it quickly then. : 
Buf. Hinder me not, Woman. I was 
mov'd in {pirit, to be here this day; in . 
this Fair, this wicked and foul Fair; and 
fitter may ic be call’d a Foul than a Feir : 
to proteit againft che Abufes of it, the foul Abufes of 
It, in regard of the afflicted Saints, that are troubled, 
very much troubled,exceedingly troubled, with the open- 
ing of the Merchandife of Babylon again, and the peep- 
ing of Popery upon the Stalls here, here, in the High Pla- 
ces, See you not Goldylocks,the purple Strumpet there, 
in her yellow Gown and green Sleeves? the prophane 

Pipes, the tinkling Timbrels? A Shop of Relicks! 

fob, Pray you forbear, I am put in truft with ’em. 
_Buf. And this idolatrous Grove of Images, this Flasket 
of Idols, which I will pull down—— | 

| [Overthrows the Gingerbread. 
(Tra, O my Ware, my Ware, God blef, it.) 
Buf. In my zeal, and glory to be thus exercis’d. 
| Leatherhead enters with Officers. 

Lea. Here he is, pray you lay hold on his Zeal; we 
— fell a Whiftle for him in tune, Scop his noife 

rft. 

Bsf. Thou canft not; ’tis a fanétified noife. I will 
make a loud and moft ftrong noife, till I have daunted 
che profane Enemy. And for this Caufe—— 

Lea. Sir, here’s no Man afraid of you, or your Caufe, 
You fhall {wear it 1’ the Stocks, Sir. 

Buf. I will chruft my felf into the Scocks , upon the 
Pikes of the Land. 

es. Carry him away. 
Pwr. What do you mean, wicked Men? 
Buf. Let them alone, I fear chem not. 
ob: Was not this Shilling well ventur'd, Wx, for our 
Liberty ? Now we may go play, and fee over the Fair, 
where we lift our felves; my Mother is gone after him, 
and let her e’en 8°, and lofe us. | 

VVin. Yes, Jobn ; but I know not what to do. 

‘Fob. For what, VVin ? : . 

VVin. For athing I am afhain’d to tell you, i’ faich ; 
and *tis too far to go home. | 

Fob. I pray thee be not afham’d, VVin. Come, 7? 
faith, chou fhale not be afham/d : Is it any thing about 
the Hobby-horfe Man ? an’c be, {peak freely. 

VVin. Hang him, bafe Bobchin, I {corn him; no, I 
have very great, what fha’ call ’um, ‘Fobn. 

Fob. O! Is that all, VVin 2 We'll go back to Captain 
Fordan, to the Pig-womans, VVin, he'll help us, or the, 
with a Dripping-pan, or an old Kettle, or fomething. 
The poor greafie Soul loves you, VVin ; and after well 
vific the Fair all over, Vin, and fee my Puppet-play, 
VViny you know it’s a fine matter, VVin. 

Lea.: Let’s away ; I counfel’d you to pack up afore, 


One. 
j Tra. A pox of his Bedlam Purity. He has {pol’d half 


[ He fpeaks to 
the Widow. 
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o Ware: But the beft is, we lofe nothing, if we mifs 
our fictt Merchant. . 
Lea. It thall be hard for him to find, or know us, when 


-we are tranflated, Fone A Ney Io’ pony if. Reh ha Ms 
ee 


ARI Scene L 


Treuble-all, Briftle, Haggife, Cokes, Fuftice, Pocher, 
, Bujy, Eurecraft. 


2 NY Mafters, I do make no doube but you are 
ie & Olncers. 
det, What chen, Sir? 
To. jan the King’s loving, and obedient Subjects. 
Bri, Obedsent, Friend ? Take heed what you {peak, I 
alvile you; Oliver Briftle advifes you. Hisloving Sub- 
| ut not his obedient, at this tame, 
by your leave; we know our felves a licrle better than 
 {o; we are to command, Sir, and fuch as you are to be 
obedient. Here’s one of his Obedient Subjects, going 
to the Stocks; and we'll make you fuch another, if you 
talr. , | 
— Jro. You are all wife enough 1’ your Places, I know. 
bri. If you know it, Sir, why do you bring it in que- 
{tion ? 
. Tro. I queftion nothing, pardon me. I do only hope 
you have Warrant for what you do, and fo quit you, 
cand ‘fo multiply you. [He goes away again. 
_+ Hag. What’s he? Bring him up to the Stocks there. 


Why bring you him not up? a 


Tro. If you have Juftice Overdo’s War- [Comes again. 
rant, ’tis well; you are fafe; that is che 
Warrant of Warrants, [ll not give this Button for any 
Man’s Warrant elfe. _ 

Bri. Like enough, Sir ; but let me tell you, an? you 
play away your Buttons thus, you will want ’em e’er 
night, for any ftore I fee about you; you might keep 
’em, and fave Pins, I wufs. [Goes away, 

Fuf. What fhould he be, that doth fo efteem and ad- 
vance my Warrant? He feems a fober and difcreet Per- 
fon! It is a comfort to a. good Confcience, to be fol- 
low’d wich a good Fame in his Sufferings. The World 
will have a pretty tafte by this, how I can bear Adver- 
fity ; and ie will beget a kind of Reverence toward me, 

hereafter, even from mine Enemies, when they fhall fee, 
I carry my Calamity nobly, and that it doth neither 
break me, nor bend me. 

Hag. Come, Sir, here’s a place for you to preach in. 
Will you put in your Leg? [They put him inthe Stocks. 

Fuf. That I will, chearfully. - 

4383 Bri. O my confcience, a Seminary! he kifles the 
Stocks, | 

Cok. Well, my Mafters, I'll leave him with you; now 
I fee him beftow’d, I'll go look for my Goods, and 
Numps. | 

Hag. You may, Sir, I warrant you : Where’s the t’o- 
ther Bawler ? Fetch him too, you fhall find ’em both faft 
enough. 

Fu. In the midft of this Tumule, I will yet be the 
Author of mine own Reft, and not minding their Fury, 
fit in the Stocks, inthat calm as fhall be able to trouble 
a Triumph. 

Zro, Do you affure me upon your (Comes again. 
words? May I undertake for you, if I. 

be ask’d the Queftion, that you have this Warrant ? 

Hag. What's this Fellow, for God’s fake? 

Tro. Do but thew me Adam Overdoo, and I am {atif- 
fied. | ! [ Goes out. 

Bri. He is a Fellow that is diftra@ted, they fay ; one 
Trouble all: He was an Officer inthe Court of Pie- pow- 
ders here, laft year, and put out of his Place by Jultice 
Uverdoo. 


Fu. Ha! 


Bri. Upon which, he took an idle Conceit, and’s run 
mad upon’t: So chat ever fince, he will do nothing, bute 
by Juftice Overdo’s Warrant ; he will not eat a Cruft, 
nor drink a little, nor make him in his Apparel ready. 
His Wife, Sirreverence, cannot get him make his Water, 
or fhife his Shire, withoue his Warrant. 

Fuf. If chis be true, this is my greateft Difafter! How 
am I bound to fatisfie this poor Man, that is of fo good 
a nature to me, out of his Wits ! where there is no room 
left for diffembling. 


Tro. If you cannot fhew me Adam Over- [Comes in. | 
doo, I amin doube of you: I am afraid 
you cannot an{wer it. [Goes again. 


Hag. Before me, Neighbour Bri/tle, (and now I think 
on’t better) Juftice Overdoo is a very parantory Perfon. 
: Bri. 7 are you advis'd of that? and a fevere Jutticer, 

r your leave, ay 74 cu puyvter Yims a. f- 

suf Do I hear ill 0” ai ide too pater enn Vise. Ge or 

Bri. He will fit as upright o’ the Bench, an’ you mark 
him, as a Candle i’ the Socket, and give Light to the 
whole Court in every Bufinefs. 

Hag. But he will burn blue, and {well like a Bile 
(God blefs us) an’ he be angry. 

Bri. 1, and he will be angry too, when his lift, that’s 
more; and when he is angry, be it right or wrong, he 
has the Law on’s fide ever. I mark that too. 

Ju. T will be more tender hereafter. I fee Compat- 
fion may become a Juitice, though it be a Weaknefs, I 
confefs, and nearer a Vice than a Vertue. 

Hag. Well, take him out o” the Stocks again; we'll 
goa fure way to work, we'll ha’ the Ace of Hearts of 
our fide, if we can. [ They take the Fuftice cut. 

Poc. Come, bring him away to his Fellow there. Ma- 
{ter Bufy, we fhall rule your Legs, I hope, though we can- 
not rule your Tongue. | 

Buf. No, Minifter of Darknefs, no; thou canft not 
rule my Tongue ; my Tongue it is mine own,and with it 
I will both knock, and mock down your Bartholmew- 
abominations, till you be made a Hiffing to the neigh- 
bour Parifhes round about. 

Hag. Let him alore, we have devis’d better upon’t. 

Pur. And fhall hé not into the Stocks then? | 

Bri: No, Miftris, we'll have em both to Juftice Over- 
do, and let him do over ’em as is fitting. Then I, and 
my Goflip Haggs, and my Beadle Pocher are difcharg’d. 

Pur. O,1 thank you, bleffed, honeft Men ! 


Bri. Nay, never thank us; bue thank this Mad-man * 


that comes here; he put it in our Heads. 

Pur. Is he mad? Now Heaven increafe his Madnefs, 
and blefs ic, and thank it : Sir, your poor Hand maid 
thanks you. { Comes again. 

Pro. Have you a Warrant? An’ you have a Warrant, 
fhew it. «4 (Xs Ae fol alacT Za BG IAT: $F, 

Pur. Yes, [have a Warrant out of the Word, to give 
thanks for removing any Scorn intended to the Brethren. 

Tro. It is Juftice Overdo’s Warrant that I look for; if 
you have not chat, keep your word, I’ll keep mine. Quit 
ye, and multiply ye. } 


Act IV. Scene II. 
Edgworth , Trouble-all, Nightingale, Cokes, Coftardmonger. 


Ome away, Nightingale, I pray thee. 
Trz. v Vhither go you? where’s your VVarrant ? 

Edg. VVarrant! tor what, Sir ? 
_ Tro. For what you go about, you know how fit it is; 
ar’ you have no VVarrant, ble{s you, Pil pray for you, 
that’s all I can do. | [ Goes out, 

Edg, VVhat means he ? ‘ 

Nig. A Mad-man thae haunts the Fair; do you not 
Know him? It’s marvel he has not more Followers after 
his ragged Heels. | | 

Edg. Bethrew him, he ftarticd me: I thought he had 

~ known 
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known of our Plot. Guile’s a terrible thing! Ha’ you 
prepar’d the Coftard-monger ? 
Nig. Yes, and agreed for his Basket of. Pears; he is at 


the Corner here, ready. And your Prife, he comes down 


failing that way all alone, without his Protector ; he is 
rid of him, it feems. | 
Edg. 1, 1 know ; I fhould ha’ follow’d his Protector- 
fhip, tor a Feat I am to do upon him: But this offer’d it 
felf fo i? the way, I could ‘not lee it fcape: Here he 
comes, whiftle ; be this Sport call’d, Dorring the Dottrel. 
Nig. Wh, wh, wh, wh, &c. (Nightingale whiftles. 
Cob By this Light, I catinot find my Gingerbread 
‘Wife, nor my Hobbyhorfe Man, in all che Fair now, to 
ha’ my Money again: And I do not know the way out 
on’t, to go home for more. Do you hear, Friend, you 
*thae whiftle 2? what Tune is that you whiftle ? 
Ni. Anew Tune,I am practifing, Sir, | 
Cok. Doft thou know where I dwell, I pray thee? 
Nay, on with thy Tune; I ha’ no fuch hafte for an An- 
{wer : Tl practife wich thee. _ 
Cof. Buy any Pears, very fine Pears, Pears fine. ° 
- - {Nightingale fers bes Foot afore him, 
and he falls with bys Basket. 


| 439 Cok. Gods fo! a mufs, a mufs, a mufs, a mufs. 


Cof. Good Gentleman, my Ware, my Ware; F ama 
poor Man. Good Sir,my Ware. : +: 
Nig. Let me hold your Sword, Sir, i¢ troubles you. 

Cok. Do, and my Cloke, an’ thou wile, and my Hat 
too. [Cokes falls a ferambling, whilft they run 

away with his things. 

Edg. A delicate great Boy ! Me thinks he out-fcram- 
bles ’em all. I cannot perfwade my felf, but he goes to 
Grammar-{chool yet, and plays the Treuant to day. 

Nig. Would he had another Purte to cut, Zekiel. 

_Edg. Purfe: A Man might cue out his Kidneys, I 
‘think, and he never feel ’em, he is fo earneft at the 
Sport. 5 a 8 = 
P Nig. His Soul is half way out on’s Body, at the Game. 
Edg. Away, Nightingale; that way. a 
Cok. I think I am furnifh’d for Cattern-pears, for one 


an 


459@ nder-meal: Gi me my Cloak. -: * - 


Cof. Good Gentleman, give me my Ware. aa. 

Cok. Where’s the Fellow I ga’ my Cloak to? My 
‘Cloak and my Hat? Ha! Gods ‘lid,is he gone? Thieves, 
Thieves ; help meto cry,Gentleméen:: — [He runs out. 

Edg. Away, Coftard-monger, come to us to Urfla's, 


44fTalk of him to have a Soul! "Heart, if he have any 


more than a thing given him in ftead of Sale, only ‘to 
keep him from_{tinking, Pl be hang’d afore my time, 
relently : Where fhould ic be trow ? in his Blood? -He 


ay/ 
Spe Cn fas not fo much to’ard it in his whole Body, as will 


Ts. etd 


will triumph now! Friend, do you know who 

or where I lie ? Idonot my felf, Pilbe fworn. Do but 
carry me home,and ll pleafe thee; I ha’ Money enough 
there. I ha’ loft my felf, and my Cloke, and my Har, 


Iam ? 


and my fine Sword, and my Sifter, and Numps, and Mi- ' 


ftris Grace, (a Gentlewoman chat I fhould ha? married) 
and a Cut-work Handkercher: fhe ga’ me, and two Pur- 
fes, to day; and my Bargvin o? Hobby-horfes and Gin- 
gerbread, which grieves me worft of all. , 

[| Trouble-all comes again. 

Zro. By whofe Warrant, Sir, have you done all this ? 

Cok. Warrant ? Thou art a wife Fellow indeed ; as if 
a Man need a VVarrant to lofé any thing with! | 

Tro. Yes, Juftice Overdvo’s VVarrant, a Man may get 
and lofe wich, Pll ftand to’t. 

Cok. Juftice Overdoo?” Doft thou know him? I lie 
there ; he is my Brother-in-Law, he married my Sifter ; 
Pray thee thew me the way ; doft thou know the Houfe? 

Tro. Sir, fhew me your VVarrant; I know nothing 
without a VVarranr, pardon me. | 

Cok, Why, I warrant thee; come along: thou fhalt 
fee I have wrought Pillows there, and Cambrick Sheers, 
and Sweet-bags too. Pray thee guide me to the Houle. 

Tro, Sir, Til ecll you; go you thicher your felf firft 
alone, tell your worfhipful Brother your Mind, and but 
bring me three Lines of his Hand, or his Clerks, with 
Adam Overdoo underneath ; here [11 ftay you, I'll obey 
you, and Pll guide you prefently. 

Cok, *Slid, this is an A(s, I ha’ found him; Pox upon 
me, what do I talking to fuch a dull Fool? Farewel, 
you are a very Coxcomb, do you heat? 

Tro. I think Lam; if Juftice Overdoo fign to it, 
and fo we are all: he'll quit us all, multiply: us all. 


- A IV. Scene Ill. 
Grace, Quarlows, Win wife, Trouble all, Edgworth. 


I am, 


. | They enter with their Swords drawn. 
‘Entlemen, this is no way that you take: you do 
but breed one another trouble and offence, and 
give meno contentment atall. I am no fhe that affects 
to be quarrel'd for, or have my 
the Queftion of Mens Swords. 
Qua. ’Slood, we love you. 
Gra, It you both love me, as you pretend, your own 
Reafon will cell you, but one can enjoy me: and to that 
Point there leads .a direéter Line, than by my Infamy, 
which muft follow, if you fight. ”Tis true, I have pro- 


/ *& 


feft it to you ingenuoufly,thae rather than to. be yoak’d. 


tole ‘ 


Keuitro § 


Name or Fortupe made 


with this Bridegroom is appointed me, I would take up 
any Husband almoft upon any truft. Though Subrilty 
would fay to me, (I know) he ts a Fool, and has an 
Eftate, and I might govern him, and enjoy a Friend 


7e**smaintain a good Flea: And if he take this courfe, he 
‘will not ha’ fo much-Land lefe, asto rear a Calf, with- 

in this Twelve-month. Was there ever green Plover fo 
‘pall’d ! That his little Overfeer bad been here now, and 


been bat call enough to fee him fteal Pears, in exchange 
for his Bever-hat and his Cloke thus! I muft go find him 
out next, for his Black Box, and his Patent Cit feems): 
The has of his Place 5; which [I think the Gentleman. 
‘would have a Reveriton of, that {poke to me for it fo 
earneltly. ieee i jhe ose. 
Cok. Would I might lofe my Doublet, 
He comes’ and Hofé too, as 1 am‘af honeft Man, and 
SEN never ftir, if 1 think there be any thing 
but thieving and cozning ? this whole Fair. Barthomew 
Fair, quoth he; an’ ever any Bartholmew had that luck 
in’c thac I have had, Til be Martyr’ for him; and in 
Smithfield too. I-ha’ paid for my Pears, 


Throws a- =a rrotorr’em, I'll keep’em no‘tonger ; you 
way, bis _. were Choak-pears to me: I had been bet- 
Pears. ter ha’ gone to Mum-ehance for you, I 
‘os wufs.: Me chinks the Far fhould:not: have 


usd me thus, and ’twere but for my Namesake ; J] 
would not ha’. us'd a: Dog o the Name fo. O, Numps 
ete oe ese W/ pw a ,: 


— 


hinder you? 


befide. But thefe are not my Aims; I mult have a Huf- 
band I muft love, or I cannot live wich him, I.thall jill 
make one of thefe Politick Wives... 
Win-w. Why, if you can like either of us, Lady, fay, 
which is he, and the other thall {wear inftantly co: delift. 
: Qua, Content, I accord.to that willingly, - : 
Gra. Sure you think me a Woman of an extream le- 
vity, Gentlemen, or a ftrange fanhe, that (meeting you 
by chance in fuch a place as this, both at one initaar, 
and not yet of cwo hours acquaintahee, :neicher of you 
deferving afore the other of me) { fhould fo forfake my 
Modefty (though I might affect one more. particularly) 
as to fay, Thisishe,and namehim. ._ - . : 
uae Why, wherefore fltould you not? What fhould 
Gra. If you would not give it to my Modelty, allaw 
ic ye co my Wits give me fo much of Woman, and 
Cunning, as not to betray. my felf impertinencly. How 
can I. alee of you, fo far as to a Choice, without know- 
ing 


ae 7° a” ' Oia f MH 4h Ae 1 Mey ry bettas Sel F utara hour . Cacts< BY se vi ae a 5 . 14 5) 
pin Waal ipa hd de tiawe ahiyt 2, eas ¥ ole. fu Jett Lele. eeTed 4 ae oi Bay, 
09: Ld YALA pg eal of eniirer jun el fttn ky 7, Lees 


ht feet PLY ut, 
| 416 


ing you more? You are both equal, and alike to me,| 
yet; and fo indifferently affected by me, as each of you 
might be the Man, if the other were away. For you 
are reafonable Creatures, you have Underftanding and 
Difcourfe ; and if Face fend me an underftanding Huf- 
band, I have-no fear at all, but mine own Manners fhall 
make him a good one. | 
——— Quar, Would I were put forth to making for you then. 
Gra. Ic may be you are, you know not what's toward 
you: will you confent to a Motion of mine,Gentlemen? 
Winew. Whatever it be, we'll prefume reafonablenefs, 
coming from you. 
F Sg he as too. : 2 eee 
I oy pek - Gra. I faw one of you buy a pair of Tables e’en now. 
ad 4 Win-w. Yes, here they be, and maiden ones too, un- 
written in. ‘ 
Gra. The fitter for what they may be employ’d in. 
You fhall write either of you here a Word, or a Name, 
what you like beft; bute of two or three Syllables ar 
moft: and the next Perfon that comes this way (be- 


caufe Deffiny has a high hand in Bufinefs of this nature). 


I'll demand, which of the two Words he or fhe doth 
approve ; and according to that Sentence, fix my Refo- 
lution and Affection, without change. 

Quar. Agreed ; my Word is conceived already. 

Win-w. And mine thall not be long creating after. 

Gra. But you fhall promife, Gentlemen, not to be cu- 

rious to know which of you it is, caken; but give me 
leave to conceal that, till you have brought me either 
home, or where I may fafely tender my felf. 

Win-w. Why that’s but equal. 

Quar. We are pleas’d. | 

Gra. Becaufe I will bind both your Endeavours to 
work together friendly and jointly each to the others 
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Quar. ‘Slid, I forgot that, pray you pardon me. Look, 
here’s our Mercury come: The Licence arrives 7’ the 
fineft time too! *Tis bur {craping out Cokes his Name, 
and ’tis done. ane 

VVin-w. How now, Lime-twig? haft thou touch’d ? 

Edg. Not yet, Sir except you would go with me, and 
fee’t, it’s not worth fpeaking on. The A@ is nothing, 
without a Wienefs. Yonder he is, your Man with the 
Box, fallen into the fineft Company, and fo tranfported 
with Vapours; ‘they ha’ got in a Northern Clothier, 
and one Puppy, a Weftern Man, that’s come to wraftle - 
before my Lord Mayor gnon, and Captain VV bit, and 
one Val Cutting, that helps Captain Fordan to roar, a 
circling Boy with whom your Nwmps is fo taken, that 
you rip him of his Clothes, if you will. Tl un- 


eC 


- | dertake to geld him for you, if you had but a Surgeon. 


ready to fear him. And Miftris Fufice there, is the 
goodeft Woman! the does fo love ’em all over, in terms 
of Juftice, and the Style of Authority, with her Hood 
upright—— that I befeech you come away Gentlemen, 
and {ee’t. 

Quar. Slight, I would not lofe ic for the Fair; whar’ll 
you do, Ned ? | 

VVin-w. Why, ftay here about for you: Miftris V¥el- 
born muft not be feen. SS 

Quar. Do fo, and find out a Prieft i? the mean time ; 
I'll bring the Licence. Lead, which way is’t ? 

Edg. Here, Sir, you are o’ the back-fide o’ the Booth 
already ; you may hear the Noife. | 


Act IV. Scene IV. 


Knockbum, Nordern, Puppy, Cutting, VV bit, Edgwortb, 
Quarlous, Overdoo, VVafp, Briftle. 


Forrune, and have my felf fitted wich fome Means, to | _ 


make him that is forfaken, a part of amends. 


Quar. Thefe Conditions are very courteous. Well, | 


my Word is out of the Arcadia then, Argalus. 
Vin-w. And mine out of the Play, Palemoy. 
| Trouble-all comes again. 
49770, Have you any Warrant for this, Gentlemen ? 
o u-Quar. Win w. Ha! : 
¢7ro. There muft be a Warrant had, believe it. 
o lke ; 
Win-w. For what? 
oA» Tro, For whatfoever it is, any thing indeed, no mat- 
Ji-her what. | 
Quar. *Slight, here’s a fine ragged Prophet dropt down 


AM, Too Heaven quit you, Gend 
Fees 4 Iro, Heaven quit you, Gentlemen. 
| Ge gaat Y* Quar. Nay, ftay 4 little : Good Lady, put him to the 
BOs Queftion.. - | 
é  «e: Gra. You are content then? 
» fiwi®, AL’ tWinw. Quar. Yes, yes. 
ant Gwe Gra. Sir, here are two Names written—— 
Jen's vo be Tro. Is Faftice Overdoo one ? 
Joh th elenmm Gra. How, Sir? I pray yoa read ’em to your felf; it 
fF es is for-a-Wager between thefe Gentlemen: and wich a 
pe, Jn &,+,,ftroke, or any difference, mark which you approve beft. 
Vy pu? * (44, Tro. They may ‘be both worfhipful Names, for ought 
I know, Miftris; bue Adams Overdoo had been worth 
three of ’em, I aflure you, in this place, chat’s in plain 
~ Englifh. | - 
Gra. This 
.°em, Sir. | 
Tro. I do like him there, that has the beft Warrant, 
Miftris, to fave your longing, and ( multiply him ) ie 
may be this. But Lam ftill for Fu/tice Overdoo, that’s my 
Confcience ; and quit you. 
VVin-w, Ist done, Lady? 
Gra. I, and ftrangely, as ever I faw! What Fellow is 
“this, crow ? | 
Quar. No matter what ; a Fortune-teller, we ha’ made 
him. Which is’t, which is’t ? 
Gra. Nay, did you not promifé not to enquire ? 


on hod 
hs 


he aid 


Man amazes me! I pray you, like one of 


ae oe whan aw D he AE pass 
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~~ Cut. No, Sir 


Hit, bid Val Cutting continue the Vapours for a 
lift, VVbit, for a lite. ) 
Nor. I'll ne mare, I'll ne mare; the Eale’s too meeghty. 
Kno. How now ! my Gallavay Nag the Staggers! ha! 
VV bit, gi’ him a Slit ? the Forehead. Chear-up, Man; 
a Needle and Thred, to ftitch his Ears. I'ld cure him 
now, an I had ie, with a lietle Butter and Garlick, Long 
Pepper and Grains. Where’s my Horn? I'll gi? hima 
Math prefently, fhall take away this Dizzineds. 
Pup. Why, where are you, Zurs? Do you vlinch, and 
leave us i’ the Zuds now ? 
Nor, I'll ne mare, Vis e’en as vull as a Paipers Bag, by 
my troth, I. 
Pup. Do my Northern Cloth zhrinks? the wetting ? ha? 
Kno. Why, well faid, old Flea-bitten ; chou’le_never 
tire, 1 fee# [They fall to their Vapours again. 
; but he may tire, if it pleafe him. 
PAL VVho told dee fho? that he vuld never teer, 
an? 


_ Cut, No matter who told him fo, fo long as he knows. 


Kno. Nay, I know nothing, Sir, pardon me there. 
Edg. ‘They are ac ic ftill, Sir; this they call Vapours. 
VVbs. He thall noe pardon dee, Captain; dou thale 


not be pardon’d. Pre’dee fhweet heart do not pardon him. 


Cut. “Slighe, Pll pardon him, an’ I lift, whofoever fays - 
nay to’e. 
Quar. VVhere’s Numps ? I mifs him. | 
y Bi (Here they continue their Game of Vapours,. which 
pen ss Nonfenfe. Every Man to oppofe the laff Man — 
that {poke, whether it concern’d him, or 20. 
VVaf. VVhy, 1 fay nay to’t. 
— Quar. O, there he 1s. | 
Kuo. To what do you fay nay, Sir? 
VVaf. To any thing, whatfoever it is, fo long.as I do 
not like it. | 
VVbi. Pardon me, little Man, dou mubht like ica little. 
_Cut. No, he muft noc like ic at all, Sir; there you are 
1 the wrong. gy 
VVbs. 1 ink Ibe; he mufhe not like it, indeed. 
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Cut. Nay, then he both muft, and will like it, Sir, 
for all you. 
Kno. If he have reafon, he may like it, Sir. 
Wb; By no meanth Captain, upon reafon, he may 
like nothing upon reafon. 
VVaf. Thaveno reafon, nor I will hear of no reafon, 
nor J will look for noreafon, and he isan Af, chat ei- 
ther knows any, or looks for’c from me. 
Cut. Yes, in fome fenfe you'may have reafon, Sir. 
VVaf. I, in fome fenfe, Icare not if I grant you. 
VVbi. Pardon me, thou ougthe to grant him: nothing, 
in no fhenfh, if doudo love dy thelf, angry Man, 
VVaf. Why then, I do grant him nothing ; and | 
have no fenfe. 
Cut. ’Tis true, thou haft no fenfe indeed. 
VVaf. Slid, but I have fenfe, now I think on’t better, 
and I will grant him any thing, do you fee ? 
Kno. He is i? the right, and do’s utter a fufficient Va- 
our. : 
: Cut. Nay, it isno fufficient Vapour, neither, I deny 
that. 
Kno. Then it is a {weet Vapour. 
Cut. Ic may be a {weet Vapour. 
Waf. Nay, it is no {weet Vapour neither, Sir, it ftinks, 
and Pll ftand to’t. | 7 
Whi. Yes, tink it doth fhtink, Captain. All Vapour 
dofh fhtink. 
Waf. Nay, then it do’s not ftink, Sir, and it fhall not 
ftink. 
Cut. By your leave, it may, Sir. oe 
Waf. 1, by my leave it may ftink, I know that. 
Whi. Pardon me, thou knowefht nothing, it cannot 
by thy leave, angry Man. 
Waf. How can it not ? 
Kno. Nay, never queftion him, for he is 7 the right: 
_ Whi. Yeth,1 am 7? de right, I confefh it, fo ith de 
little Man too. . 
Waf. T\\ have nothing confeft, that concerns me. 
am not i’ the right, nor never was? the right, nor ne- 
ver will be i? the right, while I am in my right 
mind. “gn 
Cut. Mind ? why, here’s no Man minds you, Sir, nor 
any thingelfe.. | [ They drink again. 
Pup. Vriend, will you mind this that we do; 
~— Qua. Call you this Vapours? this is fuch belching of 
caret Le, ver “err Will you mind_your_bufi- 
nels, Sir ? -GAacmy porn linn «ff . 
~ Edg. You thall fee, Sin 77 Z 
Nor. Vil ne maire, my waimb warkes too mickle with 
this auready. ° | | 
Ede.’ Will you take that, Mafter Wa/pe, that no body 
fhould mind you ? a 
Waf. Why? what 
ou? | | 
Edg. No, but methinks you fhould not be unminded, 
though, | 7 
Waf. Nor, 1 ww’ not be, now I think on’t , do 
you hear, new acquaintance? do’s no Man mind me, 
fay you? | | 
Cut. Yes, Sir, every Man here minds you, but how? 
Waf. Nay,I care as little how as you do; that was not 
my queftion. | 
Whi. No, noting. was ty queftion, tou arta learned 
Man, and I am a valiane Man, rfaith la, tou hale {peak 
for me, and I vill fight for cee. 
Kno. Fight for him, Wb? A 
fighe for himfelf. | ie 
 -Waf- Ie may be I can, but it may be, I ww’ not, 
how then ? fo | , 
_. Cut. Why, then you may chufe. : 
_ Wafp. Why, and Pil chute whether Pil chufe or 
no 


ha’ you to do ? is’t any matter to 


grofs Vapour, he can 


for arefoluce Vapcur. 


Kno. I think you may, and ’tis true ; and I allow it 


47 
vVaf. Nay then, Ido think you do not think, and 
isno refolute Vapour, , 
Cut. Yes, in fome fort he may allow you. | 
Kno. In no fort, Sir, pardon me, I can allow him no- 
thing. You miftake the Vapour. 
Waf. He miftakes nothing, Sir, in no fore. — 
Whi. Yes, I pre dee now, let him miftake. 

Waf. A turd i? your Teeth, never pre dee me, for I 
will have nothing miftaken. | . 
Kno. Turd, ha turd? a noifome Vapour, ftrike Wit. 

[ They fall by the Ears. 
Ove. Why, Gentlemen, why Gentlemen, I charge 
you upon my Authority, conferve the Peace. In the 
King’s name, and my Husbands, put up your Weapons, 
I thall be driven to commit you my felf, elfe. , 
Qua. Ha, ha, ha. | 
Waf. Why do you laugh, Sir? 
Qua. Sir, you'll allow me my Chriftian liberty. I 
may laugh, I hope. | | 
Cut. In fome fort you may, and in fome fort you may 
not, Sir. 
Kno. Nay in fome fort, Sir, he may neither laugh, nox 
hope in this company. 
Waf. Yes, then he may both laugh, and hope in any 
fort, an’e pleafe him. | 
Qua. Faith, and I 
ceedingly. 
Waf. No exceeding neither, Sir. 
Kno. No, that Vapour is too lofty. 
ua. Gentlemen, I do not play well at your Game 
of Vapours, I am not very good atit, but—— __ 
Pics Do you hear, Sir? I would fpeak wich you in 
ircle : : 


Qua. In Circle, Sir ? 
Circle? 

Cut. Can you lend me a Piece, 2 Facobus ? in Circle? 

Qua, *Slid, your Circle will prove more coftly than 
your Vapours, then. « Sir, no, E lend you-none. 

Cut. Your Beard’s not well curn’d up, Sir. | 

Qua. How Raskal? are you playing with my Beard 2 
I'll break Circle with you. | They draw all, and fight. 

Pup. Nor. Gentlemen, Gentlemen! - | 

Kno. Gather up, Whit, gather up, Whit, good Va- 


it 


will then, for it doth pleafe me ex- 


LHe draws a Circle on the Ground. 
what would you with me in 


rs. , 

Ove. What mean you? are you Rebels ? Gentlemen? 
fhall fend outa Serjeant at Arms, or a Writ 0’ Rebel- 
lioh, againft you? PM commit you upon my Womar- 
— for a Riot, upon my Jultice-hood, if you per- 
fift. : 7 7 

Waf. Upon your Juftice-hood? Marry tite o’your 
Hood, you'll commit ? Spokelike a true Juftice: of 
Peace’s Wife, indeed, and a fine female Lawyer! curd 
i? your Teeth for a fee, now. | : 

Over. Why, Namps, in Mafter Overdoo’s name, I 
charge you. : | 

Wa. Good Miftris Underdoo hold your Tongue. 

. Over. Alas! poor Numps. i | 

Waf. Alas! and why alas from you, I befeech you ? 
or why poor Nwmps, goody Rich ? am I come to be pit- 
tied by your tafe Taffata now? why Miftris, I knew 
Adam the Clerk, your Husband, when he was_Adem2@*7,.24 Sy 
Scrivener, and writ for two Pence a Sheet, as high as % Ge BA 
he bears his Head now, or you your Hood, Dame. What/A<‘x« a= , 
are you, Sir? { The Watch comes ine 

Bri. We be Men, and no Infidels , what is the ma 
ter, here, and the noifes ? can you tell ? | 

VVaf. Heart, what ha’ you cto do? cannot a Man 
quarrel in quietnefs? bue he muft be put out on’t by 
you? what are you? 

Bri. Why, we be his Majefties Watch, Sir. 

VVaf. Watch? *Sblood, you are a fweece Watch, in- 
deed. A body would think, and vou watch’d well a 
nights, you fhould be contented to fleep at this time a 

Hhh day. 
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day. Get you to your Fleas and your Flock-beds, you Puppets be perfeé& ; and chen I'll come and fetch 


Rogues, your Kennels, and lie down clofe. 

Bri, Down? yes, we will ‘down, I warrant you,down 
with him in his Majefties name, down, down with him, 
and carry him away to the Pidgeon-holes. 

Ove. I thank you honeft Friends, in che behalf o’ the 
Crown, and the Peace, and in Mafter Overdoo’s name, 
for fupprefling enormities. 

- Whi. Stay, Briffle, here ifh a noder brath o’ Drunkards, 
but very quiet, fpeciat Drunkards, will pay de five Shil- 
lings very well. ‘Take ’em to de, in de graifho’ God: 
one of hem do’s change Cloth for Ale in the Fair, here; 
te coder ifha {trong Man, a mighty Man, my Lord May- 
or’s Man, and a wraltler. He has wrafhled fo long with 

he Bortle, here, that the Man with the Beard, hath al. 
mofht ftreek up hifh heelfh. ° 

Bri. *Slid, the Clerk o’ the Market, has been to cry 
him all the Fair over here, for my Lord’s fervice. 

Hbi. Tere he ith, prede taik him henth, and make ty 
beft on him. How now Woman o’ Shilk, vat ailfh ty 
fhweet faith ? are cou melancholy ? 

Ove. A little diftemper’d with thefe enormities; fhall 
I intreat a courtelic of you, Caprain? 

Whi. Intreat a hundred Velvet Voman, I vilt do it, 
fhpeak out. | 
_ Ove. cannot with modefty fpcak it out, bur— . | 

Wi. I villdo it, and more, and more, for de, What 
Urfia, an’t be Bitch, an’e be Baud an’t be! oo 

Urf. How now Raskal? what roar you for? old 
Pimp. | : | ; 

HW bi- Here, put up de Clokes Ur/h; de purchafe, pre 
de now, fhweet Urjh, help dis good brave Voman to a 
Fordan, and’t be. | 

Urf. Slid call your Captain Jordan to her, can you 
not ¢, 


Velvet Woman to de—— | 

Ur/. I bring her,hang her : heart muft I find a common 
Pot for every Punk i’ your Purlews 2. - 

Whi. O good voordth, Urjh, it ih a gueft o’ Velvet, 
i” faic Ja. he te 

Unf. Let her fell her Hood, and buy a {punge, with a 

Pox to her, my Veffelis employed Sir. . I have but one, 
.and *tis the bottom of an old Bottle... An honeft Pro- 
Gor and his Wife are at it within, if he'll ftay her 
time, fo. - : a - 
. _VVbi. As {oon afh tou canfht (hweet Urfh. Of a vali- 
-ant Man I tink I'am the patientfh Man: 7’ che World, or 
in all Smithfield, ae ee 

Kno. How now Whit? clofe Vapours, ftealing your 
leaps? covering in corners, ha? | es 

VVbi.. No fait, Captain, dough tou beefht a vifhe Man, 


dy vit is a mile hence, now.- I vas procuring a fhmall’ 


courtefie fora Woman of fafhion here. - ; 
; Ove. Yes, Captain, though } am Juftice of Peace’s 
Wife, Ido love Men of War, and the Sons of the Sword, 
when they come before my Husband. | 

Kno. Say'{t thou fo Filly ? thou fhale have a leap pre- 
dently, Vil horfe chee my felf, elfe. | 
. Urf. Come, will you bring-her in now? and let her 
talk her turn? | : | 

Whi. Gramercy good Urfh, I tank de. 

Over. Matter Overdoo fhall thank her. 


AG IV. Scene V. 


—Fobn, Win, Urfla, Knockbum, Whit, Overdoo, Alice, 


Vn Ood Ga’mere Urs, Win and I are exceedingly be- 


holden to you, and to Captain Fordan, and Cap- 


tain Whit. - Win, Vl be bold-to leave you, ? this good 
‘Company, VVin ; for half an hour, or fo VVin, while I 
.go, and fee how my matter goes forward, and if the 


Whi. Nay, pre de leave dy confheits, and bring the. 


you, VV ix. 

VVin. Will you leave me alone with two 

Job. I, they are honeft Gentlemen VVin, 
dan, and Captain VV bit, 
God b’ w’? you VV in. 

Urf. What's her Husband gone ? 

Kno. On his falfe gallop, Urs, away. 

Urf. An’ you be right Bartholmew-birds, now thew 
your felves fo: we are undone for want of Fowl ? the 
Fair, here. Here will be Zekiel Edgworth, and three or 
four Gallants wich him at night, and I ha’ neither Plo- 
ver nor Quail for em : perfwade this between you two,° 
to become a Bird o' the Game, while I work the Velvet 
Woman within, (as you call her.) Gideg. Wete 

Kno. I conceive thee, Urs! go thy ways, doft thou 
hear, Whit? ist not pitty, my delicate dark cheftnut 
here, with the fine lean Head, large Fore-head, round 
Eyes, even Mouth, tharp Ears, long Neck, thin Creft, 
Clofe Withers, plain Back, deep Sides, fhort F illets, and 
full Flanks: with a round Belly, a plump Buttock, large 
Thighs, knit Knees, ftrait Legs, fhort Pafterns, {mooth 
Hoofs, and fhort Heels, thould lead a dull honeft Wo- 
mans life, that might live the life of a Lady 2 | 

Whi. Yes, by my fait and trot, itis, Captain: de ho 
nefht Womans life is a fcurvy dull life, indeed, la. 

RA How, Sir? isan honeft Womans life a fourvy 
ife ? . 

Ubi. Yes fait, (hweet heart, believe him, de leef of a 
Bond- woman ! but if dou vile harken to me, I vill make 
tee a Free-woman, and a Lady : dou fhale live like a L.a- 
dy, as te Captain faith. | 

Kno. I, and be honeft too fometimes: have her Wi- 
ers, and her Tires, her green Gowns, and Velvet Pet- 
ticoats. : 

Whi.l, and ride to Ware and Rumford i dy Coath, thee 
de Players, be in love vit ’em; up yit gallantfh, be 
drunk, and coft de noting. 

Kno. Brave Vapours! 

Whi. And lie by twenty on ’em, 
heart. 

Win. What, and be honeft fill, chat were fine {port. 

Whi. ‘Tith common, fhweet heart, tou maift do it — 
by thy Hand : it fhall be juftified to ry Husbands Faith, 
now: tou fhale be as honefht asthe Skin between his 
Hornfh, fa! 

Kno. Yes, and wear a Drefling, top, and top-gallant, 
to compare with ere a Husband on ’em all, for a Fore- 


Men, Fobn ? | 
Captain For- 
they'll ufe you very civilly, Vin, 


if dou pleath thweet 


top: itis the Vapour of Spirie in the Wife to Cuckold 


now adays; as itis the Vapour of fafhion in che Hof. 
band, not to fufpec. Your prying Cat-eyed-Citizen i 
an abominable spe : 
Win. Lord, what a Fool have I been! 
Whi. Mend then, and do every ting like a Lady, here- 
after, never know ty Husband from another Man. 
Kno. Nor any one Man from another, but i’ the dark. 
Wi. I, and then it ith no difhgrafh to know any Man. 
Urf. Help, help here. 
Kno. How now ? what Vapour’s there 2 | 
Urf. O, you are a {weet Raxger! and look well to-your 
Walks. Yonder is your Punk of Turnbull, ramping lice, 
has faln upon the poor Gentlewoman within, and pull’d - 
her Hood over her Ears, and her Hair through it. | 
| Alice enters, beating the Fuftice’s Wife. 
Ove. Help, help, i’ the King’s Name. | 
Ali. A milchief on you, they are fuch as you are, that 
undo us, and take our Trade from us, with your Tufte 
taffata Hanches. | | 
Kno. How now Alice ! : 
Ali. ‘he poor common Whores can ha’ no Traffick, 
for the privy rich ones; your Caps and Hoods of Vel- 
vet, call away our Cuftomers, and lick the Fat from us. 
Urf. Peace you foul ramping Jade, you—— 
Al, Od’s foot, you Bawd in greace, are you talking ?. 
| Kno. Why, 


a 


 Trouble-all, Knockbum, Whit, Quarlons, Edgworth, Briftle, 


_ new Ladies {tay for dee. 
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Kno. Why, Alice, I fay. Cache copeg 2 her out of all good conceit of me: I ft 


Ali. Thou Sow of Smithfield, thou. 47 utr. 4.9 

Urf. Thou Tripe of Turnbull. tan-- 9: 

Kno. Cat-a-mountain Vapours! ha! 

Ur, You know where yeu were taw’d lately, both 
lafh’d, and flafh’d you were in Bridewell. — 


Kno. Why, Lyon face ! had do you know whe lam? 


_ fall E cear Ruff, flit Waftcoat, make Rags of Petticoat? 
, ha! go to, vanifh for fear of Vapours. 


Whit, a kick, 
Whit, in the parting Vapour. Come brave Woman, 
take a good Heart, thou fhalt be a Lady too. 

Whi. Yes fait, dey fhall all both be Ladies, and write 
Madam. Ivill do’t my felf fordem. Do, is the vord, 
and D is the middle Letter of Maddam, D D, put ’em 
together, and make Deeds, without which all words are 
alike, la. . 

Kno. Tis true, Urfla, take °emin, open thy Wardrope, 


‘and fit ’em to their calling. Green:Gowns, Crimfon- 


Petticoats,Green-Women! my Lord Mayors Green Wo- 


men! Guefts o’ the Game, true bred. TVll provide you] 


a Coach, to take the, Air, in. 
Win. But do you think you can get one? 
Kno. O, they are as common as Wheelbarrows, 


where there are great Dunghils. Every Pettifoggers 


Wife, has’em, for firft he buys a Coach, that he may 
marry, and then he marries that he may be made Cuc- 


-kold in’t: For if their Wives ride not to their Cuckold- 


ing,they do ’em no credit. Hide, and be hidden; ride, 
and be ridden, fays the Vapour of experience. 


A&t IV. Scene VI. 


Wafpe, Hagegife, Fujtice, Bufy, Pure-craft. 


B* what Warrant do’s it fay fo ? 
Kno. Ha! mad Child o’ the Pye-posldres, art thou 
there? fill us a frefh Kan, Urs, we may drink together. 
Tro. I may not drink without a Warrant, Captain. 
Kno. Slood, thoull not ftale without a Warrant, 
fhortly. Wit, Give me Pen, Ink and Paper. Ill draw 
him a Warrant prefently. 3 
Tro. It muft be Fuftice Overdoo’s ?. 
Kno. 1 know, Man, Fetch the Drink, Wait. 
Whi. 1 pre dee now, be very brief, Captain 3 for de 


Kno. O, as brief as can 
Overdoo. . : 

Tro. Why, now, Pll pledge you, Captain. 

Kno. Drink it off. YVll come to thee, anon, again. 

Qua. Well,Sir. You are now difcharg’d: beware of 
being fpi’d hereafter. (Quarlous to the Cut-purfe. 

Edg. Sir, will ic pleafe you, enter in here, at Urjla’s ; 
and take part of a Silken Gown, a Velvet Petticoat, or a 
wrought Smock ; I am promis’d fuch : and I can fpare 
any Gentleman a moiety. | 

Qua. Keep it for your Companions in beaftlinefs, I 
am none of ’em, Sir. IfI had not already forgiven you 
a greater trefpafs, or thought you yet worth my beating, 
I would inftru@& your manners, to whom you made your 
offers. But go your ways, talk not to me, the Hangman 
is only fit to difcourfe with: you; the hand of Beadle is 


too merciful a punifhment for. your Trade of life. I 


am forry I employ’d this Fellow ; for he thinks me fuch : 
Fafcinus quos inquinat, equat. But, it was for fport. And 
would I make it ferious, the getting of this Licenfe is 
nothing to me, without other circumftances concur. 
I do think how impertinently I labour, if the word be 
not mine, that the ragged Fellow mark’d: And what 
advantage I have given Ned Win-wife in this time now, 


of working her, though it be mine. He'll go near to 
form to her what a debauch’d Raskal I am, and fright 


be, here ’tis already. Adam : 
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iould do fo by 
him, F am fare, if Thad the opportunity. But my hope 
is in her temper, yet ; and it muft needs be next ro de- 
{pair, that is grounded on any part of a Womans dif: 
cretion. I would give by my troth,now, all I cou!d foare 


| (to my Cloathes, and my Sword ) to meet my tatter’d 
Ali. I, by the fame token you rid that week, and_ ) ea a 


broak out the bottom o’ the Cart, Night-tub, 4%“. 


Sooth-fayer again, who was my judge i’ the queftion, to 
know certainly whofe word he has damn’d or fav’d. 
For, till then, I live but under a Reprieve. I muft feck 
him. Who be thefe? Enter Walp with the Officers. 

Waf. Sir, you are a welfh Cuckold, and a prating 
Runt, and no Conftable. 

Bri. You fay very well, Come put in his Leg in the 
middle Roundel, and let him hole there. 

Waf. You ftink of Leeks, AZetheglyn , and Cheefe. 
You Rogue. . 

Bri, Why, what is that to you, if you fie fweetly in 
the Stocks in the mean time? if you have a mind to 
{tink too, your Breeches fit clofe enough to your bum. 


Sit you merry, Sir. Seer ar ess Yaa 
Qua. How now s?2 a ag oh Bo ae 
Waf. It isno matter, how; pray you look off. “4 : ms 


Qua. Nay, Pll not offend you, Numps. I thought yo 
had fat there to be feen. : j : : ° 

Waf. And to be fold, did you not? pray you mind 
your bufinefs, an’ you have any. 

Qua. Cry you mercy, Numps. 
enough? 

Bri. How now, Neighbour Haegife, what fays Fuftice 
Overdoo’s Worthip to ite other arate a Saf 

_ Hag. Why, he fays juft nothing, what fhould he fay ? 

Or where fhould he fay ? He is not to be found, Man. 
He ha’ not been feen ? the Fair, here, all this live-long 


Do's your Leg lie high 


day, never fince feven a Clock i’the Morning. His 
Clerks know not what to think on’e. 
Of Pie-poulders yet. Here they be return’d. 


Thereis noCourt 


Bri. What thall be done with’em, then? in your dif 
cretion? — 

. Hag. I think we were beft put em in the Stocks in 
difcretion (there they will be fafe in difcretion ) for 
the valourof an hour, or fuch a thing, till his Worfhip 
come. 

Bri. It is but a hole matter if we do, Neighbour Hag- 


gife, come, Sir, here is company for you, heave up che 


Stocks. [ As they open the Stocks, Walp puts bis Shooe 
on bis Hand, and flips it in for bis Leg. | 

Waf. I fhall put a trick upon your welfh diligence, 
perhaps. 

Bri. Put in your Leg, Sir. 

Qua. What, Rabby Bufy! is he come? 

[ They bring Buly, and put bim in. 

Buf. I do obey thee, the Lyon may roar, but he 
cannot bite. Iam glad to be thus feparated from the 
Heathen of the Land, and put a part in the Stocks for 
the Holy Caufe. | as 

Waf. What are you, Sir ? 

Buf. One that rejoyceth in his Affliction, and fit- 
teth here to prophefie the Deftruétion of Fairs and 
May. games, Wakes and Whitfon-ales, and doth figh and 
groan for the reformation of thefe abufes. 

Waf.. And do yoa figh and groan too, or rejoyce in 
your affliction ? | 


Jaf. Udo not feel it, I donot think of it, it is a thing Gee 


.without me: Adam, thou art above thefe battries, chefe 


contumelies. Inte manca ruit fortuna, as thy Friend Ho- 
race fays ; thou art one, Quem neque pauperies, neque mors, 
neque vincula terrent. And theretoré as another Fricnd 
of thine fays, (I think it be thy Friend Perjims ) Non te 
gufrveris extra. 

Qua. What's here! a Stoick i’ the Stocks ? the Fool is 
turn’d Pbilofopher. 

Buf. Friend,I will leave to communicate my Spirit with 
you,if I hear any more of thofe fuperftitious Relicks, chofe 
Lifts of Larin,the very Rags of Rome,and Patches of Popery. 

| Hhh 2 Waf. Nay, 


A 


‘Teta 
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Waf. Nay, an’ you begin to quarrel, Gentlemen, I'll 
leave you. I ha’ paid for quarrelling too lately: look 
ou, a device, but fhifting ina Hand for a Foot. God 
w you. [ He gets out. 
Buf. Wilt thou then leave thy Brethren in eribula- 
tion ? | 
Waf. For this once, Sir. 

Buf. Thou arta halting Nestral; {tay him there, {top 
him, that will not endure the heat of Perfecution. 

Bri. How now, what’s the matter? 

Buf. He is fled, he is fled, and dares not fit it out. 

Bri. What, has he made an efcape, which way? fol- 
low, Neighbour Haggi/e. : 

‘Pur. O me! in the Stocks! have the wicked pre- 
vaild? . 

Buf. Peace religious Sifter, it is my Calling, comfort 
your felf, an extraordinary Calling, and done for my 
becrer ftanding, my furer ftanding, hereafter, 

_ Zro By whofe Warrant, by whofe Warrant, this? 
‘ (The Mad-man enters. 

Qua. O, here’s my Man, dropt in, I look’d for. 

Fuf: Ha! 

Pur. O good Sir, they have fet the faithful here to 
be wonder'd at ; and provided holes for the holy of the 
Land. 

Tro. Had they Warrant for it? fhew’d they Fuftice 
Overdoc’s Hand ? if they had no Warrant, they fhall an- 
{wer it. | 

Bri. Sure you did not lock the Stocks fufficiently, 
Neighbour Jody ! 

Hag. No! fee if you can lock ’em better. 

Brs. They are very fufficiently lock’d, and eruly, yet 
fome thing is in the matter. 

Tro. True, your Warrant is the matter chat is in que- 
{tion, by whae Warrant ? 7 


(the cunning Man faid all true) and thall love him 
more and more. How well it becomes a Man to be mad 
in truth: O, that I might be his yoke-fellow, and be 
mad with him, what a many fhould we draw to mad- 
nefs in truth, with us! ; 

Bri. How now! all fcap’d ? where’s the Woman? it 


J is Witchcraft! Her Velvet Hat is a Witch, 0” my Con- 


{cience, or my Key! ¢’ one. The Mad-man was a De- 
vil, and Iam an Afs; fo RlefS me, . my Place, and mine 
Office. [Tbe Watch miffing thems are affrighted, 


adh ode € fos 


Act V. Scene L (os jy. 
wid. Hee - 


Lantborn, Filcher, Sharkawel, $-: 


\W Ell, Luck and Saint Bartholmew; out with the 
fign of our Invention, in the name of Wit, and 
do you beat the Drum the while; all the Fowl ithe 
Fair, [mean all the Dirt in Smithfeld, (that’s one of Ma- 
fter Little-wit’s Carwhitcbets now) will be thrown at our 
Banner to day, if the matter do’s not pleafé the Peo- 
ple. O the Motions, that I Lanthorn Leatherhead have 
given light to, i? my time, fince my Ma- 
fter Pod died !) Ferufalem was a ftarely Pod was a 
thing; and fo was Ninive, and the City xi Ts 
of Norwich, and Sodom and Gomorrah: 4; hd 

(4 


e 
> _ bim. 
with the rifing o’ the Prentifés, and _pul- Jeger Zw 
ling down the Bawdy Houfes there upon ‘Shrove: wey Ast 
I 


day; but the Ganpowder-plor, there was a get-penny ! 
have prefented that to an eighteen or twenty Pente 
Audience, nine times in an Afternoon. Your home- 
born Projects prove ever the beft, they are fo eafie and: 
familiar ; they ‘put too much Learning i’ their things 
now o’days: and that I fear will be the {poil o” this. 


Bri. Mad Man, hold your Peace, I will put you in his | Little-wit > I fay, Mickle-wit ! if not too mickle! look 


room elfe, in the very fame hole, do you fee ? 

Qua. How! ishe a Mad-man! | 

Tro, Shew me Fuftice Overdoo’s Warrant, I obey you. 

Hag. You are a mad Fool, hold your Tongue. 

Tro. In Fuftice Overdoo’s name, I drink to you, and 
here’s my Warrant. { Shews bis Can. 
_ Fuf: Alas poor Wretch! how it earns my Heart for 
im! 

Qua. If he be mad, it is in vain cto queftion him. T’ll 
try though. Friend, there was a Gentlewoman, fhew’d 
you two names, fome hour fince, Argalus and Palemon, 
to mark ina Book, which of ’em was it you mark’d? 

Zro. Imark no name, but Adam Overdoo, that is the 
name of names, he only is the fufficient Magiftrate; and 
that name I reverence, fhew it me. 

Qua. This Fellow’s mad indeed: I am further off 
now, than afore. : | 

J#f. I thall not breath in peace, till I have made him 
fome amends. 

Qua. Well, I will make another ufe of him, is come 
in my head: I havea Neft of Beardsin my Trunk ; one 
fomething like his. : 

Bri. This mad fool has made me that I know not 
whether I have lock’d the Stocks or no, I think I lock’d 
“em. | Tbe Watch-men come back again. The mad-man 

fights with ’em, and they leave open the Stocks. 
le Take Adam Overdoo in your mind, and fear no- 
thing. | | | 
aon “Slid, madnefg ic felf, hold thy peace, and take 
that. , 
7 Tro. Strikeft thou without a Warrant? take thou 
that. 

Buf. We are delivered by miracle; Fellow in Fet- 
ters, let us not refufe the means, this madnefs was of 
= Spirit: The malice of the Enemy hath mock’d ic 
elf. | 

Pur. Mad do they call him! the World is mad in 
error, but he is mad in truth: I love him o’ the fudden, 


to your gathering there, Goodman Filcher. 

Fi/. I warrant you, Sir. : : 

Lan. And there come any Gentlefolks, take two 
Pence apiece, Sharkwell. 

Sha. I warrant you, Sir, three Pence, an’ we can. 


Act V.. Scene I]. 
Fuftice, Win-wife, Grace, Quarlous, Pure-craft. 
The Fuftice comes in like a Porter. 


His later difguife, I have borrow’d of a Porter, hall 
carry me out to all my great and good ends; 
which how ever interrupted, were never deftroyed in 
me: neither isthe hour of my feverity yet come, to re- 
veal my felf; wherein, Cloud-like,| I will break-out in 
Rain, and Hail, Lightning, and Thunder, upon the head 
of Enormity. Two main works I have to profecute : 
firft, one is to invent fome fatisfa@tion for the poor kind 
Wretch; who is out of his wits for my fake, and yonder I 
{ee him coming, I will walk afide, and proje& for it. 

Win. L wonder where Tom Quarlous is, that he returns 
hot, it may be he is ftruck in here to feek us. 

Gra. See, here’s our Mad-man again. 

Qua. Ihave made my felf as like him, as his Gown 
and Cap will give me leave. | 

| | Quarlous in the babit of the mad-man is 
| miftakes by Mrs.Pure-craft. 

Pwr. Sir, I love you, and would be glad-to be mad 
with you in truth. so 

Win-w. How! my Widow in love with a Mad-man ? 

Pur. Verily, I can be as mad in Spirit as you. 

Qua. By whofe Warrant? leave your canting. Gen- 
tlewoman, have I found you? (fave ye, quit ye, and 
multiply ye ) where’s your Book ? *twasa {fufficienc name 
I mark’d, let me fee’t, be not afraid to fhew’t me. 

(He defires to fee the Book of Miftris Grace. 
, Gra. What 


ay 


= eee 


artbolmew Fair: 


Ar 


Gra. What would you with it, Sir ? 

Qua. Mark it again and again at your Service. 

Gra. Here it is, Sir, this was it you mark’d. | 

Qua. Palemon? fare you well, fare you well. 

Win-w. How, Palemon ! | 

Gra. Yes faith, he has difcover’d it to younow, and 
therefore ’twere vain to difguife it longer, I am yours, 
Sir, by the benefit of your Fortune. 

Win-w. And you have him Miftris, believe it, chat 
fhall never give you caufe to repent her benefit, but 
make you rather to think,that in this choice fhe had both 
her Eyes. 

Gra. I defire to 
tion. 

Qua. Palemon the word, and Win-wife the Man ? 

Pur. Good Sir, vouchfafe a Yokefellow in your mad- 
nefs, fhun not one of the fanétified Sifters, that would 
draw with you in truth. 

Qua. Away, you are a Herd of hypocritical proud 
Ignorants, rather wild than mad; Fitter for Woods, 
and che Society of Beafts, than Houfes, and the Con- 
gregationof Men. You are the Second part of the 
Society of Canters, Out-Laws to Order and Difcipline, 
and the only priviledg’d Church-Robbers of Chriften- 
dom. Let me alone, Palemon the Word, and Wirwife 
the Man? | 

Pur. | muft uncover my felf unto him, or I fhall ne- 
ver enjoy him, for all the Cunning Mens Promifes. 


put it to no danger of protefta- 


Good Sir, hear me, I am worth Six Thoufand Pound,. 


my Love to you is become my Rack, [ll tell you all 
and the truth, fince you hate the Hypocrifie of che par- 
ty-coloured Brother-hood. Thefe feven years I have 
been a wilful holy Widow, only to draw Feafts and 
Gifts from my intangled Suitors:.I am alfo by Office 
an affifting Sifter of the Deacons, and a Devourer, in- 
ftead of a Diftributer of the Alms. I am a {fpecial 
Maker of Marriages for our decayed Brethres, with our 
Rich Widows , for a third part of their Wealth, when 
they are married, forthe Relief of the poor Ele&: as 
alfo our poor handfome young Virgins, with our 
wealthy Batchelors, or Widowers; to make them fteal 
from their Husbands, when I have confirmed them in 
the Faith, and got all put into their Cuftodies, And if 
I ha’ not my Bargain, they may fooner turn a {colding 
Drad into a filene Minifter, than make me leave pro- 
nouncing Reprobation and Damnation unto them. Our 
Elder, Zeal-of the-land, would have had me, but I know 
him to be the Capical Knave of che Land, making him- 
{elf rich, by being made Feoffee iri truft to deceafed Bre- 
thren, and coz’ning their Heirs, by {wearing the abfo- 
lute Gift of their Inheritance. And thus having eas’d 
my Confcience, and utter’d my Heart with the Tongue 
of my Love: Enjoy all my Deceits together, I befeech 
you. I fhould not have revealed this to you, but that in 
time I chink you are mad, and [hope you'll think me fo 


too,Sire 

Quar. Stand afide, Pl! anfwer you pre- 
He confiders, fently. Why fhould not I marry this Six 
a ged Thoufand Pound, now I'think on’t? and 


' agood Trade too that fhe has befide, ha ? 
The t’other Wench Win-wife is {ure of; there’s no Ex- 
etation for me there! here I may make my felf fome 
a yet, if fhe continue mad, there’s the Queftion. 
It is Money that I want, why fhould I not marry the 
Money when ’tis offer'd me? I have a Licence and all, ie 
is but razing out one Name, and putting in another. 
There’s no playing with a Man’s Fortune! Lam refolv’d? 
I were truly mad an’ I would not! Well, come your 
ways, follow me, an’ you will be mad, I'll thew you a 
Warrant ! 
Pur. Moft zealoufly, ic is that I zealoufly defire. 
Fu. Sir, let me {peak with you. [The Juftice calls him. 
Quar. By whofe Warrant? © 
Fuf. The Warrant that you tender, and refpect fo; 


(He takes ber along with him. 


Juftice Overdoo’s! I am the Man, Friend Tioubleal!, 
tho chus difguis’d (as the careful Afegifrate ought) for 
the good of the Republick in the Fair, and the weeding 
out of Enormity. Do you want a‘Houfe, or Meat, or 
at or Clothes ? Speak whatfoever it is, it thall be 
tuppjied you, what want you? | 

~ Qua. Nothing bute your Warrant. 

Ful. My Warrant ? for what ? 

Qua. To be gone, Sir. 

Fuf. Nay, I pray thee ftay, I am ferious, and have not 
many words, nor much time to exchange with thee 
think what may do thee good. ; 

Qua. Your Hand and Seal will do me a great deal 
of good; Nothing elfe in the whole Fair , that I 
know. : 

Fuf. If it were to any end, thou fhould’ft have ic 
willingly. 

Qua, Why, it will fatisfie me, that’s end enough, to 
look on ; an’ you will not gi’ it me, let me go. 

Fuf, Alas! thou fhale ha’ ie prefently. Tl but ftep 
into the Scriveners here by, and bring it. Do not go 
away. [ Tbe Jultice goes our, 

Quar. Why, this Mad Man’s thape will prove a very 
fortunate one, I think! Can a Ragged Robe produce 
thefe Effects? if this be the wife Juftice, and he bring me 
his hand, Ifhall go near to make fome uféon’t. He is 
come already! [ And returns. 

Fuf: Look thee! here is my Hand and Seal, Adam 
Over-doo, if there be any thing to be written above in 
the Paper that thou wanr'ft now, or at any time here- 
after, think on’t, it is my deed, I deliver it fos can your 
Friend write? | 

Qua. Her hand for a Witne/s, and all is well. 

Fuf. Wich allmy heart. [He urgeth Miftris Purecraft. 

Qua. Why fhould not I ha’ the Confcience to make 
on a Bond of a Thoufand Pound now, or what I ‘would 
elfe ; 3 

Fuf. Look you, there itis; andI deliver it as my Deed 
again. 

"uk Let us now proceed in madnefs. 
(He takes ber in swith him. 

Fuf. Well, my Confcience is much eas’d ; I ha’ done 
my part, though ic doth him no good, yet Adam hath 
offer’d Satisfaction ! The Sting is removed from hence! 
Poor man, he is much alter’d wich his Affliction, it has 
brought him low! Now for my other work, reducing 
the Young Man (I have follow’d fo long in Love) from 
the brink of his Bane, to che Center of Safery. Here, 
or in fome fuch like vain place, I thall be fure co find him. 
I will waie the good time. 


Ac VY. Scene III. 
Cokes, Sharkwel, Fuftice, Filcher, John, Lanterne. 


Ow now ? what's here to do? Friend, art thou the 
Mafter of the Monuments ? 

Sha. *Tis a Metion, an’epleafe your Worfhip. 

‘Fuf. My phantaftical Brother in Law, Mafter Barthol- 
mew Cokes ! 

Cok. A Motion, what's that? The Ancient 
Modern Hiltory of Hero and Leander, other- 
wife called The Touchftone of true Love,’ with 
as true a Trialof Friendthip between Damen 
and Pythias, two faithful Friends o’ the Bank-fide? Pretty 
1 faith, what’sthe meaning on’t? ist an Enterlude? or 
what is’t ? 

Fil. Yes, Sir, pleafe you come near, we'll take your 
Moncey within. 

Ccek. Back with thefe Children ; they do fo follow me 
up and down. [The Boys o the Fair follow him. 

‘fob. By your leave, friend. 

Fil. You muft pay, Sir, an’ you go in. 


. He reads 
the Bill. 
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Bartholuew Fair 


ELLE. 


Fob. Who, 1? I perceive thou know’ft not me: call 
the Mafter o’ the Action. 

Sha. What, do you not know the Author, fellow Fil- 
cher 2 You muft take no money of him; he muft come 
in Grats: Mafter Little-wit is a Voluntary ; he is the 
Auther. 

Fob. Peace, {peak not too loud, I would not have a- 
ny ae taken, that I amthe Aurhor, till we fee how ic 

affes., 

Cok. Mafter Little-wit, how doft thou? 

Fob. Matter Cokes! you are exceeding well met: 
What, in your Doublet and Hofe, without a Cloak or 
a Har? | = 

Cok. I would I might never ftir, as It am an honeft 
man, and by that fire; I have loft all i’the Far, and all 
my Acquaintance too ; did{t thou meet any body that 
I know, Mafter Little-wit? my Man Namps, or my Si- 
{ter Over-doo, or Miftris Grace? Pray thee Mafter 
Little-wit \end me fome Money to fee the Interlude 
here. Vil pay thee again, as I am a Gentleman. 
If thowle but carry me home, I have money enough 
there. | 

Fob. O, Sir, you thall command ie, what, willa Crown 
ferve you ?° 3 

Cok: I think it will, what do we pay for coming in, 
fellows ? 

Fil. Two Pence, Sir. 

Cck. Two Pence? There’s Twelve Pence, friend ; 
Nay, Lam a Gallant, as fimple as I look now; if you 
{ee me with my Man about me, and my Artillery 
again. , 

Ooh Your Man was? the Stocks e’en now, Sir. 

Cock. Who, Mumps ? 

Feb. Yes taith. | 

Cek. For what’ faith, Iam glad o’ that; remember 
to tell me on’t anon; [have enough now! What man- 
ner of matter isthis, Mr. Little wit 2 What kind of A- 
dors ha’ you? Are they good Adfcrs ? 

Fob. Pretty Youths, Sir, all Children both Old and 
Young, here’s the Mafter of °em—-— 


Caer (Lan, Call me not Leatherhead, but Lantern. 


9. [Leatherhead w4i/pers to Littlewit. 

Fob, Matter Lantern, that gives light to the bu- 
fines. 

Cck. In good time, Sir, I would fain fee em, I would 
be glad drink with the Young Company; which is the 
Tiring-houfe ? : | | 

Lan. Troth, Sir, our Tiring-houfe is fomewhat little, 
we are but beginners yet, pray pardon us; you cannot 
go upright in’c. : 

Cok. No? not now my Hat is off? what would you 
have done with me, if you had had me, Feather and all, 


ffo tas I was once to day? Ha’ you none of your prett 
J y pretty 


Impudent Boys now, to bring Stools, fill Tabacco, 
fetch Ale, and beg moncy, as they have at other Honfes? 
ler me fee fome 0° your Aéfors. 

Fob. Shew him ’cm, fhew him “em. Mafter Lan- 
tern, this is a Gentleman that is a Favourer_of the 
ualicy. , | : 
Ful. I, the favouring of this Licentious Quality is the 
Confumption of many a Young Gentleman; a perni- 

cious Enormity. oe 

Cck. What, do they live in Baskets ? 

(He brings them out in a Basket. 

Lea. They do liein a Basket, Sir, they are o’ the fmal] 
Players. 

Cok, Thefe be Players minors indeed. Do you call 
thefe Players ? 

Lan. They are Agfors, Sir, and as good as any, none 
cifprais’d, for dumb Shows: Indeed I am the mouth of 


- *em all. 


Cck. Thy mouth will hold ’em all. [think one Taylor 
would go near to Leat all this Company, with a Han 
bound behind him. 
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Fob. I, and eat emall too, an’ they were in Cake- 


bread. 
Cok. thank you for that, Mafter Little-wit, a good 


Jett! me is your Burbage now? 
—~ Lan. What mean you by that, Sir af | 

Cok. Your belt Aor. Your Field 2 or a : 

Job Good ? faith ! you are eVtn with me, Sire 

Lan. This is he, that a@s young Leander, Sir. He 
is extreamly belovd of the Womenkind, they do 
fo affe& his Action, the green Gamfters? that ‘come 
here, and this is lovely Hero ; this with the beard, Da- 
mon; and this pretty Pythias: this is the Ghoft of King 
Dionyfins in the Habit of a Scrivener: as you fhall fee 
anon at large. 

Cok. Well, they are a Civil Company, I like ’em for 
that 3 they offer not to fleer, nor geer, nor break Jefts, 
as the great Players do: And then, there goes not fo 
much charge to the Feafting of °em, or making ’em 
drunk, as to the other, by reafon of their Littlenefs 
Do they ufe to play pertet? Are they never flu- 
fter’d ? | 

Lan. No, Sir, I thank my Induftry and Policy for 
ic; they are as well govern’d a Company, though I 
fay it And here is Young Leander, is as pro- 
per an Aégfor, of his Inches; and fhakes his Head like 
an Hoftler. ~. /-47, self by. Y4' 


Book ? I have read that. “4 a ncaa 4 

_ Lan. By no means, Sir./pfo/totatws 4%. F. 

Cok. No? How then? | 
Lan. A better way, Sir, that is too Learned and Poe- 


tical for our Audience, what, do they know what Helle- 


{pont is? Guilty of true LovesBlood? or what bidosis? - 


or the other Seffos height? — 

Cok. Th’ art i? the right, Ido not know my felf. 

Lan. No, [have entreated Mafter Little-wit to take 
a little pains to reduce it toa more familiar ftrain for our 
people. : 

Cok. How, I pray thee, good Matter Little-wit. 

Fob. It pleafes him to make a matter of it, Sir. 
But there is no fuch matter, IL aflure you: I have only 
made it a little eafie, and Modern for the Times, Sir, 
that’s all: As for the Helle/pont, 1 imagine our Thames 


here; and then Leander | make a Dyer’s Son about » 


Puddle Wharfs and Heroa Wench o the Bank-fide, who 
going over one Morning to Old-Fifhfreet , Leander 
{pies her land at Trigs-Stairs, and falls in Love with 
her: Now do I introduce Cupid, having Metamor- 
eer himfelf inco a Drawer, and he ftrikes Hero in 
ove with a Pint of Sherry, and other pretty paflages 
there are o’ the friendfhip, that will delight you, Sir, 
and pleafe you of Judgment. 

Cok. Til be fworn they fhall: I am in Love with 
the Adfors already, and Il be allied to them pre- 
fently. ( They refpe@ Gentlemen, thefe Fellows: ) 
Hero fhall be my Fairing: Bue which of my Fairings? 
(Le? me fee) i? faith, my Fiddle! and Leander’ my 
Fiddle-Stick: Then Damon my Drum; and Pythias 
my —_ and the Ghoft of Diony/ius my Hobby-Horfe. 
All fitted. fs 


Ac&t V. Scene IV. 


To them Win-wife, Grace, Knockbum, Whitt, Edgworth, 
Win, Miftrs Over-doo, And to them Wa/pe, 
prtheh aty ~ Gialovrr~ ys ipl a eZ. 
~ Ook yonder’s your Cokes gotten in among his Play- 
fellows; I thought we could not mifs him at fuch 
a Spectacle. 


Gra. Let him alone, he is fo bufie he will never 


{py us 


Lea. Nay, good Sir. 
eae 
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Cck. But do you play it, according’ to the Printed’ 


- _— —_ ie, oe 


fa 


~e> 


| 
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~ Cok, I warrane thee I will ioc hurt her, Fellow ; what 
doft think me uncivil? I pray thee be nor jealous: Iam 
toward a Wife. [Cokes # handling the Puppets. 

Job. Well, good Mafter Lantern, make ready to begin, 
that I may fetch my Wife, and look you be perfect, you 
undo me elfe, i my Reputation. | 

Lan, I warrant you, Sir, do not you breed too great 
an Expectation of ic among your Friends.: that’s the 
only hurter of thefe things. | 

ob. No, no, no. 
Cok. Vil {tay here and fee; pray thee let me fee. 
Win-w. How diligent and troublefome he is! 
Gra. The place becomes him, methinks. 

Juf. My ward, Miltris Grace, in the Company of a 
ftranger ? I doubt I thall be compell’d todifcover my felf 
before my time. | a 

Fil. Two Pence a piece, Gentlemen, an Excellent 
Motion. . . | (Fhe Door-keepers {peak. 

Kno. Shall we have fine Fire-Works, and good Va- 

urs, 

Sha. Yes, Captain, and Water-works too. 

Wbi. I pree dee take a Care o? dy fhmall Lady 
there, Edgworth: Iwill look to difh tall Lady my felf. 
Lan. Welcome Gentlemen, welcome Gentlemen. 

Whi. Predee Mafhter o de’ Monfhter(h; help a very fick 
Lady here to a Chair to fhit in. 

Lan, Prefently, Sir. 

Whi. Good fait now, Urfla’s Ale, and Aqua-vite ith 
to blame for’e ; Shit down, fhweet heart, fhitdown and 
fhicep a litle. [They bring Mitra: Overdoo a Chair. 

Edg. Madam, you are very welcome hither. 

Kno. Yes, and you fhall {ee very good Vapours. 

Fuf. Here is my Care come! I like to fee him in fo 
good Company ; and yet I wonder that perfons of fuch 
Fafhion fhould refort hicher ! ( By Edgworth. 

Edg. Thisis a very private houfe, Madam. 

(The Cut-purfe courts Miftrs Little-wit. 

Lan. Will it pleafe your Ladythip fir, AZedam ? 

Win. Yes, Goodman. They do fo all to be Madam 
me, I think they think mea very Lady! 

- Edg. What elfe Madam ? | 

Win. Mult I put off my Mask to him 2 

Edg. O, by no means. : 
| Win. How fhould my Husband know me then ? 

Kno. Husband? anidle Vapour; he muft not know 


you, nor you him ; there’s the true Vapour. 


‘fuf. Yea, I will obferve more of this: is this a Lady, 
friend ? a 3 

Whi. 1, and dat is anoder Lady, fhweet heart 5 if dou 
hafht amind to ’em, give me Twelve pence from tee, 
and dou fhale have eder-oder on ’em. 

Fuf. 1? This will prove my chiefeft Enormity: 1 will 
follow this. : 

Edg. Is not this a finer Life, Lady, than to be clogg’d 
with a Husband ? . _ 

Win. Yes, a great deal. When will they begin, trow? 
in the Name o’ the Motion 2 

_Edg. By and by, Madam; they ftay but for Com- 

any. : 

: Koo. Do you hear, Pxppet-Mafter, thefe are tedious 
Vapours ; when begin you ? : 

Lan. We ttay but for Mafter Lettle-wit, the Ax- 
thor, who is gone for his Wife; and we begin pre- 
fencly. 

Wes. Thar’sI, that’s I. | 

Edg. That was you, Lady 3 but now you are no fuch 
poor thing. : 


Kno. Hang the Aathor’s Wife, a running Vapour! | 


here be Ladies will ftay for ne’re a Delia o' ’em all. 

Whi. Bute hear me now, here ifh oneo’ de Ladifha 
fhleep, ftay till thee but vake, man. 

Waf. How now, Friends? what’s here to do? 

F:/, Two pence a piece, Sir, the beft Motios in the 
Fair. |The Door-keepers again. 
ss ae . f 
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Waf: I believe you lies if you do, I'll have my moncy 
again, and beat you. : 

Win. Numps is come! 

Waf. Did you feea Mafter of mine come in here, a 
tall Young Squire of Harrow o° rhe Hill, Mafter Bartho!- 
mew Cokes ? , 

Fil, I think there be fuch a one within. 

Waf. Look he be, you were beft : but it is very like- 
ly: I wonder I found him not at all the reft. “I ha’ 
been at the Eagle, and the Black Wolf, and the Ball 
with the Five Legs, and Two Pizzles: (He was a 
Calf at Uxbridge Fair Two Years agone:) And at 
the Dogs that daunce the Morrice, and che Hair o° 
the Taber ; and mift him at all thefe! Sure this mutt. 
needs be fome fine Sight, that holds him fo, if ic 
have him. 

Cok. Come, come, are you ready now? ' 

Lan. Prefently, Sir. ; 

Waf. Hoyday, he’s at work in his Doublet and Hofe ; 
Do you hear, Sir? are you imploy’d, that you are bare 
headed, and fo bufie ? | 

Cok. Hold your peace, Numps; you ha’ been i’ the 
Stocks, I hear. | 

VVaf. Do’s he know that? Nay, then the Date of my 
Authority is out; I muft think no longer to reign, my 
Government is atan end. He that will corre& another 
muft want fault in himfelf. 

Win-w. Sententious Numps ! I never heard fo much 
from him before. 

Lan. Sure Mafter Litsle-wit will not come ; pleafe 
you take your place, Sir, we'll begin. 

Cok. I pray thee do, mine Ears long to be at-it; and 
my Eyestoo. O Numps, i’ the Stocks, Numps ? where's 
your Sword, Numps ? | . 
Waf. I pray you intend your Game, Sir, let me 
alone. | | iy 

Cok. Wellthen, we are quit forall. Come, fic down, 
Numps ; Vil interpret to thee: Did you fee Miftris 
Grace ? It’s no matter neither, now I think on’r, tell 
me anon. 7 | 

Win-w. A great deal of Love and Care he ex- 
preffes. 

Gra. Alas! would you have him to exprefs more than 
he has? that were Tyranny. 

Cok. Peace, ho; now, now. 


Lan. Gentiles that no longer your Expectations may wander, 
Behold our chief Actor, amorows Leander. 7 
With a great deal of Cloth, lapp’d about bim like a Scarf . 
For be yet ferves bis Father, a Dyer at Puddle-Wharf, 
Which place we'll make bold with, to call it our Abidus, 
As the Bank-fide és our Seftos ; and let it not be deny'd us. 
Now as be is beating, to make the Dye take the fuller, 
Who chances to come by, but Fair Hero, in @ Sculler ; 
And feeing Leander’s naked Leg, and goodly Calf, 
Caft at bim from the Boat @ Sheeps Eye and an balf. 
Now fhe is landed, and the Sculler come back, 
By and by you fhall fee what Leander doth lack. . 
Pup. L. Cole, Cole, Old Coke. | 
Lan. That is the Sculler’s Name, without controle. 
Pup. L. Cole, Cole, I fay, Cole. 
_Lan. We do bear you. | 
-Pup. L. Old Cole. : 
Lan, Old Cole? Is the Dyer turn’d Collier ? bow do you fell? 
Pup. L. Pox o’your manners, ki/s my bole bere, and {mell. 
Lan. Kifs your bole and {mell? there's manners indced, 
Pup. L. Why, Cole, I fay, Cole. 
Lan. It’s the Sculler you need. 
Pup. L. J, and be bang’d. 
Lan. Be bang’d ; look you yonder. 
Old Cole, you mujt go hang with Master Leander. 
: Pup. C. Where is be ? 
Pup.L. Here. Cole: What Fairest of Fairs, 
Was that Fore that thou landest but now at laa 
re : ok. 
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Cok. What was that fellow? Pray thee tell me, Ifcarce 
underftand ’em. | . 

Lan. Leander do’s ask, Sir, what faireft of Fairs, 
Was the Fare be landed but now at ‘Urigs Stairs ? 

Pup. C. It ss lovely Hero. 

Pup.L. Nero? 

Pup. C. No, Hero. 

Lan. it « Hero. | 


Of the Bank-fide, be faith, to tell you trath, without erring, — 


Is come over into Fith-Street, to eat forme Frefh Herring. 
Leander /ays no more, but as fajt as be can, 
Gets on all hrs be§t Clothes, and will after to the Swan. 
Cok. Moft admirable good, 1s’t not? 
Lan. Stay, Sculler. 
Pup. C. What fay you? 
Lan. You muft ftay for Leander, 
And carry bim to the Wench. 
Pup. C. You Rogue, I am no Pandar. 


Cok. He fays he is no Pandar. "Tis a fine Language; I 


underftand it now. 


— Lan. Are you no Pandar, Goodman Cole? Here's no Man 


Says you are: 


Yow ll grow a bot Cole, it fcems, pray you ftay for your Fare. 
2 ; 


Pup.C. Wil] be come away § 
Lan. What do you (ay? 
Pup. C. P de ba’ him come away. 


Lea. Would you ba’ Leander come away? why pray’ Sir, 


ay. 

You Ps a Goodman Cole ; I believe the Fair Maid 
Came over w’ you a truft : tell ws Sculler, are you paid. 

Pup. C. Yes, Goodman Hogrubber, o’ Pickt-hatch, 

Lan. How ? Hogrubber o’ Pickt-hatch ? , 

Pup. C. I Hogrubber ¢ Pickt-hatch. Take you that. 

: _ [The Puppet ftrikes bim over the Pate. 

Lan. O, my Head ! 

Pup. C. Harm watch, barm catch. — 

Cok. Harm watch, harm catch, he fays: Very 
good i’ faith, the Sculler had like to ha’ knock’d you 
Sirrah. 

Lan. Yes, but that his Fare call’d him away. 

Pup. L. Row apace, row apace, row, row, Tow, row, 

row. 


Lan. You are knavifhly loaden, Sculler, take heed where | 


Ou’ 90. 
Pup. Cc Knave v your Face, Goodman Rogue. 
Pup. L. Row, row, row, row, row, row. , 
Cok. He faid, Knavei’ your Face, Friend. | 
Lan. I, Sir, [heard him. But there's no talking to 
thefe Water-men, they will ha’ the laft word. 
4 Cok. God’s my life! I am not allied to the Sculler 
cwear yet; he thall be Dauphin my Boy. But my Fiddle-ftick 
eer We q. do’s fildle in and out too much: I pray thee {peak to 
‘© himon’c: Tell him, I would have him tarry in my 
fight more. : 
Lan. I pray you be content ; you'll have enough on 
him, Sir. aa | 
- Now, Gentiles, I take it, here is none of you fo frupid, 
But that you bave heard of a Little God of Love cal'd 
Cupid. ; 
~ VV bo out of ‘Kindne(s to Leander, bearing be but faw ber, 
This prefent day and hour doth turn bimfelf to a Drawer. 
And becaufe he would have their firft Meeting to be merry, 
ww Ite ‘ f He ftrikes Hero in love-to him with a Pint o Sherry. 
VV bich be tells ber from amorous Leander is_fent her, 
VV bo after him, into the Room of Hero doth venture. 
[ Pup. Leander goes sato Mijtris Hero’s Room. 
Pup. Jo. A Pint of Sack, fore a Pint of Sack 7 the 
Conney. 
Cok. Sack? you faid but e’en now it fhould be Sberry. 
Pup. Jo. Why fo it is 5 Sherry, Sherry, Sherry. — 
Cok. Sherry, Sherry, Sherry. By my Troth he makes 
me merry. I muft 


have a Name for Cupid too. Let | 


Bishohaew Fair. 


o° the Stocks ftill. Do not think on’, I have for- 
got it; “tis but a Nine Days Wonder, Man ; let it nor 
trouble chee. . 

Waf. T would the Stocks were about your Neck, Sir; 
condition I hung by the Heels in them till the Wonder 
were off from you, with all my heart. 

Cok, Well faid, refolute Nwmps: But hark you friend, 
where is the friendfhip all this while between my Drum 
Damon, and my Pipe Pythias? 

Lan. You thall fee by and by, Sir. 

Cok. You think my Hobby-horfe is forgotten too; no, 
Pll fee ’em all ena& before Igo; I fhall not know which 
to love beft elfe. : 

Kno. This Gallant has interrupting Vapours, trouble- 
fome Vapours; Whit, puff with him. 

VVbit. No, I pre dee, Captain, let him alone. Heis 
a Child ? faith, la’. 

Lan. Now Gentiles, to the Friends, who in Number are Two, 
and lodg’d in that Ale-boufe, in which Fair Hero do's do. 
Damon ( for fome kindne{s done him the laft VVeek) 

Is come, Fair Hero, in Fith-ftreet, this morning to feek : 
Pychias do’s fmell the Knavery of the Meeting, 

And now you {hall fee their true friendly greeting. 

Pup. Pi. You VV bore-mafterly Slave, you. 

Cok. Whore-matterly Slave, you ? very friendly and 
familiar, that. 

Pup. Da. VV bore-mafter ? thy Face, 

Thou baft lien with her thy felf, PU prove’t i this place. 

Cok. Damon lays Pythias has lien with her himfelf, he'll 
prove’t in this place. | 

Lan. They are VV bore-mafters both, Sir, that’s a plain 

Pup. Pe you J like a Rog (eet a 

up. Pi. You lie, like a Rogue. Ant 449. Jock » 

Lan. Do I lie, like a Rogue? hee 7 site ge eile 

Pup. Pi. A Pimp, and a Scab, Jow- Sy th. Zz 

Lan. A Pimp, andaScab? 

I fay, between you, you have both but one Drab. 

Pup. Da. You lie again. 

Lan. Do I lie again ? 

Pup. Da. Like @ Rogue again. 

Lah. Like a Rogue again? 

Pup. Pi. And you are a Pimp again. 

Cok. And you are Pimp again, he fays. 

Pup. Da. And « Scab again. 

Cok, And a Scab again, he fays. | 

Lan. And I fay again, you are both VV bore-mafters again. 
And you have both but one Drab again. | They fight. 

Pup. Da. Pi. Dof thou, dost thou, dost thou 2 

Lan, VV bat, both at once2 - * 

Pup. P. Down with him, Damon. 

Pup. D. Pink bis Guts, Pythias. 

Lan. VV bat, fo malicions 2 - _ 

VVsil ye murder me, MasSters both, # my own Houfe? 

Cok. Ho! well acted, my Drum; well acted, my Pipe, 
well acted till. | 

VVaf. Well acted, with all my heart. 

Lan. Hold, bold your Hands. : 

Cok. 1, both your Hands, for my fake! for you ha’ both 
done well. : 

Pup. D. Gramercy, pure Pythias. 

Pup. P. Gramercy, dear Damon. | 

Cok. Gramercy to youboth, my Pipe and my Drum. 

Pup. P. D. Come, now we'll together to breakfast to Hero. 

Lan. "Tis well you can now goto breakfast to Hero, 

You have given me my breakfast, with a hone and honero. 

Cok. How is’t friend, ha’ they hurt thee 2. 

Lan. O,no! | 
Between you and I, Sir, we do but make fhow. 

Thus, Gentiles, you perceive, without any denial, 

'Twixt Damon and Pythias bere, Friend{hips true tryal. 
Tho heurly they quarrel thus, and roar each with other, 

They fight you no more than dos Brother with Brother. ° 


me fee, thou. might’ft help me now, an’ thou would- | But friendly together, at the next Man they meet, 


eft, Numps, at a .dead lift; bute chou are dreaming 


They bet fly their Anger, as bere you might feet. : 
| Co 
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Cok. Well, we have feen’t, and thou haft fele it, what- 
foever thou fayeft. What's next ?. what’s next ? 
Lea. This while young Leander, with fair Hero is drink. 


Ing, 
pa Hero grown drunk, to any mans thinking ! 
Yet was it not three Pints of Sherry could flaw ber, 
rill Cupid diftinguifh'd like Jonas the Drawer, 
From under bis Apron, where bis lechery lurks, 
put love in ber Sack. Now mark how it works. 
Pup. H.O Leander Leander, my dear my dear Leander, 
EM for ever be thy Goofe, fo thow'lt be my Gander, 
. Cok, Excellently well faid, Fiddle, fhe’ll ever be his 
Goofe, fo he'll be her Gander: was’t not fo? — 
_ Lan. Yes, Sir, bue mark his anfwer, now.. 
Pup. L. And fweeteft of Geefe, before I go to Bed, 
Tl favim o’re the Thames, my Goofe, thee to tread. 
. Cok. Brave ' he will {wim o’re the Thames, and tread 
his Goofe to night, he fays. 
Lan. I, peace, Sir, they'll be angry, if they hear 
you eaves-dropping, now they are fetting their match. 
Pup. L. But left the Thames fhould be dark, my Goofe, 
my dear Friend, 
: bet thy Window be provided of a Candles end. 
Pup. H. Fear not, my Gander, I proteft, I fhould handle 
| my matters very ill, if I bad not a whole Candle. 
_ Pup. L. Well then, look tot, and kifs me to Boot. 
Lan. Now, bere come the Friends again, Pythias, and 
Damon, [Damon and Pythias enter. 
, and under their Clokes, they have of Bacon, a Gammon. 
Pup. P. Drawer, fil fome Wine bere. 
- Lan. How, fome Wine there ? | 
there’s company already, Sir, pray forbear! 


For therein be bath writ enough to keep bimfelf warm. 
O Damon he cries, and Pythias ; what harm, 
Hath poor Dionyfius done you in his Grave, . 
That after bis death you fhould fall out thus and rave, 
And call amorous Leander whore-maffer Knave? 
Pup. D. I cannot, I will not, I promife you endure it. 


Act V. Scene -V. 
Io them Buly. i 


Uf. Down with Dagon, down with Dagon: ’tis J, 
will no longer endure your Profanations. 
Lan, What mean you, Sir? 
Buf: I will remove Dagon there, I fay, that Idol, that 


heathenith Ido/, that remains (as I may fay) a Beam, a 
very Beam, not aBeam of the Sus, nor a Beam of the 


Moon, nor a Beam of a Ballance, neither a Houfe- 
Beam, nor a Weavers Beam, but a Beam in the Eye, in. 
the Eye of the Brethren; a very great Beam, an exceed- 
ing great Beam; fuch asare your Stage-players, Rimers, 
and Morrife-dancers, who have walked hand in hand, in’ 
contempt of the Brethren, and the Caufe; and been born 
eut by Inftruments of no mean Countenance. 

Lan. Sir, I prefent nothing but what is licensd by 
Authority. | 

Buf. Thou art all Licenfe, even Licentioufnefs it felf, 
Shimei ! ! | 

Lan. I have the Mafter of the Revell’s hand for’t, Sir. 

Buf: The Mafter of Rebels hand, thou: haft Satans ! 
hold thy peace, thy fcurrilicy, fhue up chy Mouth, thy 
Profeflion isdamnable, and in pleading for ic, thou doft 
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Pup. D. ’Zis Hero. ; plead for Basi. Ihave jong opened my Mouth wide, 
Lan. Yes, but fhe will not be taken, | and gaped, I have gaped as the Oyfter for the Tide, after barra” ki 
_ after Sack,and frefh Herring with youo Dunmow-bacon. | thy deitru@tion: but cannot compals it by fute or dif- 4-4 a Dang 
Pup. P. You lye, it’s Weltfchian, pure ; fo that. I look for a Bickering, ere long, and then eet AY 
Lan. Wefpbalian you fhould fay. fa Battel, peter Cac Peed iY, st fea'en Cont egst off Lhe Leggy. B | 
Pup. D. If you bold not’ your peace, you are a Coxcomb,| Kano. ood Banbury Vapours. ios ha AEF? Zr 
I would fay. - ander and Hero are kiffing. | Cok. Friend, you'ld have an ill match ont, if you 
- Pup. What's bere? whats here? kifs, kis, upon ki/s. bicker with him here, though he be no Man or the Fift, 
Lan. I, Wherefore fhould they not? what harm is in this? | he has Friends that will go to Cufts for him. Numps, will 
- "tis Miftris Hero. not you take our fide ? 
Pup. D. Miftris Hero's 2 whore. _ Edg. Sir, it fhall not need, in my Mind he offers him 
Lanwls fhe a whore? keep you quiet or Sir Knave out of door. | a fairer Courfe, to end it by difputation - haft thou no- 
Pup. D. Knave out of door 2 thing to fay for chy felf, in defence of thy quality ¢ 
Pup. H. Yes, Knave out of door. | Lan. Faith, Sir, I am not well ftudied in chefe Con- 
-Pup. D. VVbore out of door. [ Here the Puppets | troverfies, between the Hypocrites and us, Buc here’s 
Pup. H. I fay,:Knave, out of door, quarrel and fall |} one of my Motion, Puppet Dionyfius, fhall undertake him, 
“Pup. D. I fay, Whore out of door. .. together by the and Pll venture the caufe on’e. 
Pup. P. Yea, fo fay I too. Ears . Cok, Who ? my Hobby-horfe ? will he difpute with 
Pup. H. Ki/s the whore o the Arfe. him ¢ | ee 
Lan. Now you-ba’ fomething to do: Lan. Yes, Sir, and make a Hobby-Afs of him, I hope. 
_ you muft kifs ber o the Arfe, fhe fays. Cok. That’s excellenc! indeed he looks like che beft 
Pup. D. P. So we will, fo we will. Scholar of ’em all. Come, Sir, you muft be as good as — 
‘Pup. H. O, my Hanches, O my Hanches, bold, bold. your word now. . a 
“Lan. Stand’t thou fill ? Oe Buf. I will not fear to make my Spirit and Gifts 
Leander, where art tho? ftand’@ thou frill like a Sot, known ! affift me Zeal, fill me, fill me, that is, make- 
and not offer’/t to break both their Heads with a Pot? me full | oe 
See who's at thine Elbviw, there ! Puppet Jonas and Cupid. | Wsn-w. What a defperate, pr ofane_ wretch is this! 
Pup. J. Upon ’em Leander, be not fo feupid. | They fight. isthere any Ignorance or Impudence like his? to call 
Pup: L. You Goat-bearded Slave! — | his zeal to fill him againft a Puppet ¢ - - 
Pup. D. You whore-mafter Knave. Qua. 1 know no fitter match then a Puppet to commit 


Pup. L. Thow art a whore-mafter. | with an Hypocr ite | : 
Pup. I. VV bore-mafters au. Buf. Firift, I fay unto thee Idol, thou haft no Calling. 
Lan, See, Cupid with a word bas tane up the brawl. Pup. D. Youlse, I am call'd Dionyfius. Be vee wees, 

Kno. Thefe be fine Vapours ! Lan, The Motion fays, you lye, he is call’d Dionifins i 
Cok, By thisgood day, they fight bravely ! do they nor, | the matter, and to that calling he anfwers, | 

Numps ? Buf. I mean no vocation, Idoll, no prefent lawful Caling. 


VVaf. Yes, they lack’d b to their fecond all this | Psp. D. Is yours a lawful Calling ¢ 

its ak aie ai . : | ie The Moun asketh, if yours be a lawful Calling ? 
Lan. This tragical encounter, falling out thus to bufiews, | Buf. Yes, mine is of the Spirit. 

It raifes up the Ghof of their Phar Dionyfius : Pup. D. Then Idol  @ lawful Calling. | 

Not like a Monarch, but the Mafter of a School, — Lan. He fays, then Idol is a lawful Calling! for you 

In @ Scriveners furr'd Gown, which fhews be is no Fool. call’d him dol, and your rir. isof the ae Te 

. ii ok. We 
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Cok, Well difputed Hobby-horfe!: 
Buf. Take not part wich the wicked young Gallant. 


He neygheth and hinneyeth, all is bue hinnying Sophi- 
ftry. Fall him Idol again. Yet, I fay, his Caine, his 
Profeffion is protane, it 1s profane, Ids. 

493 Pup. D. it is not profane ! : 


/) ZeVna ’} Lan. Ic isnot profane, he fays. 
3 Gx ge yor" fu Buf. tis profane. 

4 y cn ‘amef up. uf is not profane. 

bn gems Ho opp Buf. Ic is profane. 


Vhy Lim fs: Pup. It is not profane. 
Tee se pe la Well faid boa him with sor, ftill. You can: 


is Vth not bear him down wich your bafe noife, Sir. 

dt nso Buf. Nor he me, wich his treble creeking, though he 
et re Soak like the Chariot Wheels of Satan ; 1 am zealous 
Ax of “Bn ™Y for the Caufe-—~ | 

ie KE heifer Jf, Lan. As a Dog for a Bone. : 
LAT. 49 LL, Buf. And I fay, it is profane, as being the Page o 
ihirt /é Drride, and the waiting Woman ot Vanity. 


Pup. D. Ya? what fay you to your Tsre-women, then? 


(: yee. Ife, 
Ed on) A “ Lan. Good. 


ves fe~ Pup. Or Feather-makers i the Fryers, that are o° your 

“ett Wh ion of faith > Are not they, with Deir Perrukes, and thesr 

Crete 1 tt. Puffs, their Fans, and their Huffs, as much Pages of Pride, 

Cat opi waiters upon vanity? what fay you? what fay you ? 

oe wt what fay you? | 

ay & ae pvt Buf. Twill not anfwer for them. 

ay wf a. 2 —— Pup. Becaufe' you cannot, becaufe you cannot. Is aig ae 
‘yy, L' maker @ lawful Calling? or -the Confed&t-makers? fuc 

eft “ty = you bave there? or your French Fafhioner? you'd have all 

piggy the Sin within your felves, would you not ? would you not ? 

4 YF) Buf. No, Da 

Am, fia "ey: g wu/P 

our 


a 
, 
Y/, 


on, 

Pup. VV bat i Dagonet ? 1s. Puppet worfe than thefe? 
Buf. Yes, and my main Argument againft you, is, 
that you are an sbomination : for the’ Male, among you, 
putt of the Female, and the Female of 
the Male, forytrwu~ nl . 7. 

Pup. You lye, you lye, you lye aborninably, 

Ss Good, by my Troth, he has given him the lye 
thrice. 

Pup. Jt ss your old fiale Agument againjt the Players, but 
st will not bold againft the Puppets , for we bave neither Male 
nor Female amongft us. And that thou may ft fee, if thou 
wilt, like a maliciow purblind zeal as thou art! 

[The Puppet takes up bis Garment. 

Edg. By my faith, there he has anfwer’d you, Friend, 
by plain demonttration. 

Pup. Nay, I'll prove againft e’re a Rabbin of ’em all, that 
my ftanding is as lawful as bis; that I {peak by in{piration, 
as well as be x that I have as little to do with learning as be ; 
and do {corn ber helps as much as be. 

Buf. Yam confuted, the Cau/e hath failed me. 

Pup. The be converted, be converted. 
| Lan, Be converted, I pray you, and let the Play go 
on. . 

Buf. Let it goon. For I am changed, and will be- 
come a beholder with you! | 

Cok. That's brave i’ faith, thou haft carried it away, 
Hobby-horfe, on with the Play ! 

Fal: Stay, now do I forbid, I am’ Adams Overdoo ! fit 
{till, I charge you. © [ The ‘Fuftice difcovers bim/felf. 

Cok. What, my Brother i? Law! 

Gra. My wife Guardian! 

Edg. Phd Overdoo ! 

Fu. Itistime to take Enormity by the Fore-head, 
and brand ic; for I have difcover'd enough. 


6 


Sistas Fair. 


Act V. Scene VI. 


To them, Quarlous, (like the Madman) Purecraft, (a while 
after) Fohm: To them Trouble-afl , Urfla, Nightin- 


gate. 


O”%, Nay, come Miftris Bride ; you muft do as 
Ido, now. You muft be mad with me, in truth. 
[have here Fuftice Overdoo for it. 

Fuf. Peace, good Trcuble-all ; come hicher, 
fhall crouble none. 
your Friend coo ; 


and you 
I will take the charge of you, and 
ou alfo, young Man thall be my care, 

ftand there. | [To the Cut-pur/e, and Mifrris Little-wic. 

Edg. Now, mercy upon me. 

Kno. Would we were away, VVbit, thefe are dange- 
rous Vapours, beft fall off with our Birds for fear o’ the 
Cage. [ The reff are ftealivg away. 

Fuf. Stay, isnot my name your terror ? 

VVbs, Yeth faith Man, and it ifh for tat we would 
be gone Man. , 

Job. O Gentlemen! did you not fee a Wife of mine ? 
I ha’ loft my little Wife, as I fhall be trufted : my little 
pretty VVim, Tleft her at the greac Woman’s Houle in 
truft yonder, the Pig-womans, with Captain Foerdan, 
and Captain VVbit, very good Men, and I cannot hear 
of her. Pocr Fool, I fear the’s ftepp’d afide. Mother, 
did you not fee VVin? 

Fuf. If this Grave Matron be your 
{tand by her, Et digito, compe(ce libilion: 
Spring a Wife for you, anon. Brother Bartholmew, I 
am fadly forry, to fee you fo lightly given, and fuch a 
Difciple of enormity, with your grave Governour Hum- 
pérey : but ftand you both there, in the middle Place; I 
will reprehend you in your Courfe. Miftris Grace, lee 
me refcue you out of the hands of the ftranger. 

VVin-w. Pardon me, Sir, |-am a Kinfman of hers. 

#f. Are you fo? of what name, Sir? 

Wiww. Wimvife, Sir. | | 

Taf. Mafter VVinwife? [hope you have won no Wife 
of her, Sir. If you have, I will examine the poffibili- 
ty Of it, at fit leifure. Now, to my Enormities ; look 
upon me, O London! and fee me,’'O Smithfield! The ex- 
ample of Fuftice, and Mirror of Magiftrates : the true top 
of Formality, and fcourge of Enormity. Hearken un- 
to my /abours, and but obferve my difcoveries; and com- 
pare Flercules with me, if thou dar’ft, of old; or Co- 

lumbus, Magellan, or our Country-man Drake of later 
times : ftand forth you VVeeds of Enormity, and fpread, 
Firlt, Rabby Bufy, thou fuperlunatical Hypo- 

crite, next, thou other Extremity, thou ipeah ld 
profane Profeffor of Puppetry, little better 3 95, Hate 
chan Poetry: then thou ftrong Debaucher Courfer, and 
and Seducer of Youth; witnefs this eafie Cxt-pwfe. 
and honeft young Man: now thou E/quire sb . jo 
of Dames, Madams, and Twelve-penny Le fris Lintewite 
dies: now my green Madam her felf, of : 
the price. Let me unmask your Ladifhip. 

Fob. O my VVife, my VVifé,“my VVife! 

Juf. Is the your VVife ? Redde te Harpocartem ! 

Tro. By your leave, ftand by my Mafters, be unce- 
ver'd. [ Enter Trouble-all. 
Urf. O ftay him, ftay him, help to cry, Nightingale ; 
my Pan, my Pan. 
Fuf. What's the matter ? , 
Nig. He has ftoln Gammar Urfla’s Pan. 

Tro, Yes, and Ifear no Man but Fuftice Overdoo. 

Fuf. Urfla? where is fhe? O the Sow of Enormity, 
this ! welcome, ftand you there ; you, Songfter, there. 

o. & -( To Urfla and Nightingale. ' 

Urf. An? pleafe your Worfhip, I am in no faule: A 

Gentleman ftripp’d him in my Booth, and borrow’d his 

7 and his Hat; and he ran away with my Geods 
ere for ic. a 


Taf. Then 


Mother, Sir, 
I may perhaps 


Ful. Then this is the true Mad-man, and you are the 


Enormity ! . (Zo Quarlous. 
Qua. You arei’ the right, I am mad, but from the 
Gown outward. | 
Fuf- Stand you there. 
Qua, Where you pleafe, Sir. : 
Over. O lend me a Bafon, I am fick, I am fick ; 
where’s Mr. Over-doo? Bridget, call hither my Adam. 


 (Miftris Over-doo és fick, and ber Husband is filenc’d- I 


Fuf. How? 

Whi. Dy very own Wife, ? fait, worfhipful Adam. 

Over. Will not my Adam come at me ? fhall I fee 
him no more then? 

Qua. Sir, why do you not ga on with the Enormity ? 
are you oppreft with it? I'll help you: Hark you, Sir, 
i? your Ear, your Innocent Young Man, you have tane fuch 
care of all this day, isa Cut-purfe ; that hath got all your 
Brother Cokes his things, and help’d you to your beating, 
and che Stocks; if you have a mind to hang him now, 
and fhew him your Magiffrates Wit, you may: but J 
fhould think ie were betrer recovering the Goods, and to 
fave your Eftimation inhim. 1 thank you, Sir, for the 
Gift of your Ward, Mrs. Grace : Look you, here is your 
Hand and Seal, by the way. Mr. Win-wife give you 
Joy, you are Palemon,: you are poffeft.o’ the Gentlewo- 
man, but fhe muft pay me value, here’s Warrant for it. 
And, honeft mad man, there’s thy Gown and 
Capagain; Ithank thee for my Wife. Nay, 
I can be mad, Sweet Heart, when I pleafe 
ftill; never fear me: And careful Nuzps, 
where’s he? I thank him for my Licence. 

VVaf. How! (Wafpe mifferh the Licence, 

Qua.’ Tis true, Numps. | 

VVaf. Til be hang’d then. 


To the Wi- 
dow. 


Qua. Looki’ your Box, Numps; nay, Sir, ftand not} 


you fixthere, likea Stake in Finsbury, to be fhot at, or 
the Whipping-poft i’the Fair, but get your Wife out o’the 
Air, ic will make her worfe elfe ; and remember you are 
but dem, Fleth and Blood! you have your frailty, for- 
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get your other Name of Over-doo, and invite us all to 
{upper. There you and I will compare our Di/coveries ; 
and drown the memory of all Enormity in your bigg’ft 
Bowl at home. i 

Cok. How now, Nemps, ha? you loft ic? I warrant 
Pale , when chou wert i the Stocks: Why doft noe 
peak : | + st | , 
: debe I will never {peak while I live again, for oughe 

now. 

Fuf. Nay, Humpbrey, if Ibe patient, you muft be fo 
too; this pleafant conceited Gentleman hath wrought 
upon my Judgment, and prevail’d: I pray you take care 
. yout fick Friend, Miftris Alice, and my good Friends 
a : 


Qua. And no Enormities. 

Fuf. linvite you home with me to my Houfe to fup- 
per: I will have none fear to go along, for my intents are 
Ad correétionem, non ad deftructionem ; ad edificandum, non 
ad diruendum: So lead on. : 

Cok. Yes, and bring the Aéfors along, we'll ha’ the reft 
o’ the Play at home. 


The EPILOGUE. 
dee Majefty bath fees the Play , and you 


_ Can beft allow it from your Ear ana View, 

You know the Scope of Writers, and what ftore 

Of Leave w given them, sf they take not more, 
And turn it into Licence : you can tell, 

If we bave ws'd that Leave you gave ws, well: 
Or whether we to Rage, or Licence break, 

Or be propbane, or make prophane Men {peak ? 
Ths 23 your Power to judge (Great Sir) and not 

The Envy of a few. Which if we have git, 
We value le(s what their diflike can bring, 

If it fo happy bet’ have pleas’d the King. 
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A@ed in the Veg 1625. By His payors pale Spit 
=o ial af > a 


The Aur Ben, Johnfon, 


” prade fe ccolunt, aut deleftare poeta: 
Aut f mul ¢F om Co idonea aicere Vite. Hor. i in Art. Poet. 


The Persons of: the Pray. 


PENI-BOoY, _ the Son, the’ Heir and Suitor. Pecunta, Infania of the Mines. : 
PENI-BoyY, _ the Father, the Canter. | MoRTGAGE, ber Nurfe. “i 
PENI-BOY, the Uncle, the Ufurer. STATUTE, frft Woman. 
CymBAtL, Mafter of the Staple, and Primé| BAND, _ fecond Woman. 

: | feerer. W Ax. —— Chambermaid. 
FITTON, Emiffary Court, and Feerere BROKE R, Secretary, and Gentleman-Ufber 
ALMANACH, Doéor in Phyfi ch, and Feerer. _ . to her Grace. | 
SHUN-FIEL D, Sea-Captatn; a Ferrer. Lic K-FINGER, a Mafter-Cook, and parcel-Poet, 
MaADRIGAL, a and ‘feerer. FASHIONER, the Taylor of the Times. 
PickLock, Mazo’ Lan, and Ethiffary Weft- LINENER,. 

minfter. HABERDASHER, 

PYED-MANTLE, Purfuivant at Arms,and Heraldet. | SHozE-MAKER, 
REGISTER, of the Staple, or Office. SPURRIEFR, | 7 
NATHANEEL, firft Clerk o f the Office. CusToMERS, Male and Female. 
THo, BARBER, — Clerk of the Office. PorTzER;, — Does Il. 


The Scent, LONDON. 
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“ affure you, and VVomen of Fathion ; and come to fee, an 
to be feen. My Gofip Tattle here, and Gofip Expectation, ; 
and my Gofip Centure, and I am Mirth, the Daughter of Prologue, begin. 


THE 


[INDUCTION 


The PROLOGUE enters, 


After him, Goffip Mirth, Goffip Tattle, 


rologue. ¥Or your own fake, not ours —~ 
7 FE Mirch Come Gofip, be not afham'’d. The 
Play ss the Staple of News, and you are the Miftris and 
Lady of Tattle; Jet's ba’ your Opinion of it. Do you bear, 
Gentleman? what are you? Gentleman Ufher to the Play ? 
Pray you belp us to fome Stools bere. 

Prologue. VVbere ? 0° the Stage, Ladies? | 

Mirth. Yes, o° the Stage ; we are Perfons of Quality, I 


Chriftmas, and Spirit of Shrovetide. They fay, It’s mer- 
ry when Goflips meet ; I bope your Play will be @ merry 


one. 

Prologue. Or you will make it fuch, Ladies. Bring a 
Form bere. But what will the Noblemen think, or the 
grave VVits bere, to fee you feated onthe Bench thus 2? 

"= Mirth. VVby, what fhould they think? but that they bad 
Mothers, as we bad; and thofe Mothers bad Goffps (if their 
Children were chrifined) as we are; and {uch as bad a long- 


- ang to fee Plays, and fit upon them, ws do, and a reign, 


at 


. you pnderftand. 


both them and their Poets. , 

_ Prologue. O ! Is that your purpofe? VVby, Mrs. Mirth, 

and Madam Tattle, enjoy your Delights freely = =~ 
Tattle. Look your News be new and frefh, Mr. Pro- 

logue, and untainted; I fhall find them elfe, if they be frale, 

or fly- blown, quickly. a | | 
Prologue. VVe ask no Favour fram you; only we would 

entreat of Madam Expectation 3 en 
Expe@ation. VVbat, Mr, Prologue? 
Prologue. That your Ladifhip would expect np more than 


Expectation. Sir, I can expect enough ! a 
- Prologue. I fear, to much, Lady, and teach others to 
the like. | _— 
Expectation. I can do that too, if I have caufe. ; 
Prologue. Cry yo mercy, you never did wrong, but 


Jal 
I ith juft caufe. VVbat’s thw, Lady 2. - 


"Mirth. Curiofity, my Lady Cenfure. 


Four Gentlewomen, Lady-like attired. 


d | of Counfel. 


Goflip Expeétation, and Goffip Cenfure, 


~ «2: 


Prologue.' Q, Curiofity ! You come to fee who wears the 


new Sute to day; whofe Clothes are beft penn’d, whatever 
the part be; which Actor bas the beft Leg and Foot; what 
King plays without Cuffs, and bis Queen without Gloves ; 
who rides Poft in Stockings, and dances in Boots. 

Cenfure. Yes, end which amoroms Prince makes love in 
drink, or does over-act prodigioufly in beaten Sattin, and, 
having got the trick on’r, or 
2 


Book-holder. Mend. your Lights, Gentlemen. Malfter 


[ The Tire-men enter to:mend the Lights. 
Tattle. Ay me! 

ExpeGation. VVbo’s that ? 

Prologue. Nay, ffart not, Ladies  thefe carry no Fire- 


works. to fright you, but a Torch x. their Hands, to give — 


Light to the Bujine(s. Ibe truth ss there are a Set of 
Gamefters within, in travel of @ thing call’d a Play, and 
would fain be deliver'd of it : and they bave entreated me 
to be their Man-Midwife, the Prologue ; for they are like 
to have a hard Labour on't, ne as 
; Tattle. Then the Poet bas abus’d bimfelf, like an Afs as 
€ i. | 

Mirth. No, ds Actors will abufe bim enough, or I am 
deceiv’d. Yonder be 1 within (I was ? the Tsring-houfe a 
while ‘to fee the AGtors dreft) rolling bimfelf up and down 
like aTun,i the midft of ’em, and {purges, never did Veffel 
of Wort or Wine work fo! His Sweating put me in mind of 
a good Shroving Difh (and I believe would be taken up for 
a Service of State fomewhere, ant were known) «4 Berd 
Poet ! He doth fit like an unbracd ‘Drum, with one of bu 
Heads beaten out ; for that you must note, a Poet bath two 
Heads, as a@ Drum bas; one for making, the other repeating; 
and bis fe sg Head ss all to pieces; they may gather st 
up # the Tiring-boufe ; for be bath torn the Book in a Poetical 
Fury, and put bimfelf to filence in dead Sack, which, were 
there no other Vexation, were fafficient to make bim the moft 
miferable Emblem of Patience. | 
_‘Centfure. The Prologue, peace. | 
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Th PROLOGUE for the STAGE. 
By. your own fakes, not his, he bad me fay, 
Would you were come to hear, not fee a Play. 
Though we, his Aézors, muft provide for thofe 
Who are our Guefts here, in the way-of Shows, _ 
~The Maker hath not fo; held have you wife, 
‘Much rather by your Ears, than by your Eyes ; - 
And prays, you'll not prejudge his Play for ill, 
Becaufe you mark it not, and fic not ftil ; 
But have a Longing to falute, or talk | _ 
With fuch a Female, and from her to walk 
With your Difcourfe, to what is done, and where, 
How, and by whom, in all the Town, but here. 
Alas! what is jt to his Scene, to know | 
apr many Coaches in Hide-park did {how - a sa By. 
Laft Spring, what Fare to day at Médley's was, ) 49" 470 mv AE 7. - 
If Ry the Phenix bee Wine has? VE Toke ste save Fit 7/7" Fa 
They are things—- But yet the Stage might ftand as well,77/777- es 
HF ic ‘tid aie hear hele ae al Ete ppork Vag ce a antes 
Great noble Wits, be good unto your felves, 72.3 <se0 tle CUAb, 0X Bb chem vi 
And make a difference twixt Poetick Elves, geay*-43< 7 Goce Hira, 
And Poets :.All that dabble in the Ink, 72+ 2 77". 7 U7, : 
And defile Quills, are not thofe few, can Link, OO a he eS 
Conceive, exprefs, and fteer the Souls of Men, ol  geofin D A Gleoe 
As with a Rudder, round thus, with their-Pen, 770 A. Gut pepluse 74 
He muft be one that can inftruct your ap 


EMF +7 
Muft encerprife this Work ; mark but his Ways, ahs, 


The PROLOGUE for the COURT. 


Work not fmelling of the Lamp, to might, fFr- fe ae 


But fitted for Your Majelty’s Difport, | vo ong | vA 


7, ae 


And writ to the Meridian of Your Court, 
We bring ; and hope it may produce Delight: 
The rather, being offered as a Rite, | 
To Scholars, that can judge, and fair report < 
The Senfe they hear, above the vulgar fort. 
Of Nut-crackers, that only come for fight. 
Wherein, although our Title, Sir, be News ; 
We yet adventure bere to tell You none ; 
But fhew You Common Follies, and fo known, 
That thouch they si " Truths, i wha Mufe 
~~ Hath made fo like, as Phant fie could them [tate 
Or Poetry, without Scandal, imitate. pac y ae sees eT en Past? rnp igo 
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AGQl. Scenel 
he spe G Peny-Boy ‘Fu. Lether-leg. 


; 
(Let | / “ Vee Sia cee 2 t : 

prt Voie His Shoemaker has pull'd ona new Pair of. Boots ; and 
i Sart: be walks in bis Gown, Waftcoat, and Troufers, expect- 
ft he) Ar ing bis Taylor. 


Ramercy Letherleg : Get me the Spurrier, - 
And thou haft fitted me. Let.Plldo’e prefently. 
i P, ‘fu. Look to me,Wit, and look to my VN it, 
- Land,  Guaeeas ie 
That is, look on me, and with all thine Eyes, = « 
Male, Female, yea, Hermaphroditick Eyes, ; 0 iC + 
And thofe bring all your helps and Perfpicills, , te oe 
To fee me at beft advantage, and augment.’ 
My Form asI come forth, for Ido feel. - 
I will be one, worth looking after, ‘fhortly. .---.')° -- 

Now, b 


f 


and by,. that’s fhorely. ’t ftrikes! One, Two, 
_ | He draws forth his Watch and fets it on the Table.’ 
Three, Four, Five, Six. Enough, enoigt, dear V:Vatch, 
Thy Pulfe hath beat enough. Now fleep and reft Ay! 
VVould thou couldft make the Time to d6 fo too: : -_ 
Vl wind che up no more. . The houxis.come . 1) “4° 
- So long expected! There, there, drop my VVardfhip, 
| eee | [He throws 
My Pupillage and Valfalage together. ~ 
And Liberty, come throw thy felf. about me, | 
— Ina rich Sute, Cloak, Hat, and Band, for now*.: .. 
Pll fue out no Mans Livery, but mine own, 
I ftand on my own Feet, fo mucha year,;. — ,... 
Right, round, and found, the Lord of mineown Ground, 
And (co Rime to it) Threefcore thoyfand Pound! :~ 
Not come? Not yet? Taylor, they art 3 Vermine, - 
He goés to the Door and looks. 
VVorfe than the fame thou profecur’ft, and prick’ft * — 
In fubtil Seam——(Go too, I fay ne-more) 3 
Thus, to retard my Longings:on the day: > - 
I do write Man, to beat thee. One and twenty’ - 
Since the Clock ftruck, compleat! and:thot wile Teel it, © 
Thou foolith Animal! I could pitty him, eres 
(An’ I were not heartily angry with him now) © ~ - 
For this one piece of Folly he bears abouthim, — | 
To daretotempt the Furyofan Heir-. , |... 
T’ above Two thoufand a year ; yet hope his Cuftom!- - 
VVell, Mafter Fafhioner, there’s fome muft break-——— 
A Head, for this your breaking, Are:you come, Sir? - 


= 1 mere t) 


off bis Gown. 


Quiet his Mouth, that Oven will be venting efile. 
"| Proceed— Tho. He tells you true, Sir, Mafter Cymbal 


A& I. Scene IL 
Fafhioner, Penyboy, Thomas Barber, Haberdafher. 


t.> give Bhd Worfhip Joy. 
P. ‘Fu. What? of your ftaying? 
And leaving me to ftalk here in my ‘Trowfes, 


| Like a tame Her’n-few for you ? Faf. I bue waited 


Below, till the Clock ftrooke. P.‘f«. Why,if you had come 
Before a quarter, would it fo have hurt you, 

In Reputation, to have waited her ? . 
_ Faf.No, but your Worthip might have pleaded Nonage, 
If you had got ’em on, ere I could make 


v- 


] Juft Affidavit of the Time. P. Fu. That Jeft 
‘Has gain’d thy Pardon, thou had’ft liv’d condemn’d 
‘| Tothine.own Hell elfe, never to have wrought 


Stitch more for me, or any Peniboy, 

I could have hindred thee : but now thou art mine, 

For:One and twenty Years, or for three Lives, 

Chufe whjch thou wilt, Pll make thee a Copy-bolder, 

And thy firtt Bill unqueftion’d. Help me on. | 
Loli al aus Y. { He [ays bis Sute. 
‘Faf. Preféntly, Sir: Tam bound unto your Worfhip. - 

_ P. Ju. Thou thale be, when Ihave feal’d thee a Lea/e 
of my Cuftom. 

Faf-Your Worfhips Barber is without.P. Fu. Who? Thom?" 

Come in Thom : fet thy things upon the Board, 


| And fpread chy Clothes, lay all forth in procinétu, 


And tell’s what news? Tho. O Sir, a Staple of News! 


4 Or the New Staple, which you pleafe. P. Ju. What’s that? 


_ Faf. An Offce, Sir, a brave young Office fet up. 
Thad forgot to tell your Worfhip. P. Fx. For what? 
_ Tho. To enter all the News, Sir, 0’ che time. | 
- Faf. And vent it as occafion ferves! A Place 
Of huge commerce it will be! P. Fu. Pray thee peace, 


| DE cannat abide a talking Taylor: Let Thom 


(He’s a Barber) by his Place relate it. 


‘What is’t, an Office, Thom ? Tho. Newly crected 


Here in the Houfe, almoft on the fame Floor, 

Where all the News of all forts fhall be brought, 

And there be Examin’d, and then Regiftred, _ 

And fo to be iffwd under the Seal of the Offce, 

As Staple News; no other News be currant. 
P. Fu. Fore me,thou {peak’ft of,a brave bufinefs, Them. 
Faf. Nay, 1% you knew the Brain that hatch’d it, Sir— 
P.F4.1 know thee well enough: give him ena ay 


Is Mafter of the Office, he projected it, 
He lies here i’ the Houfe : and the great Rooms 


| 'y i o& He 


The Staple of News. 


He has taken for the Office, and fet up 
His Desks and Claffes, Tables and his Shelves, . 

Faf. He’s my Cuftomer, and a Wit, Sir, toos 
Bur, h’ has brave Wits under him : 

Tho. Yes, four Emiffaries, 

P. jun. Emiffaries ? ftay, chere’s a fine new word, Thom! 
Pray God it fignifie any thing, what are Emiffaries ¢ 

Tho. Men imploy’d outward, that are fent abroad 
To fetch inthe Commodity. Faf- From all Regions 
Where the beft News are made. 70. Or vented forth. 

Faf. By way of exchange, or trade. 

P. jun. Nay, chou wilt {peak—— 

[He gives the Taylor leave to talk. 

Faf. My fhare, Sir, there’s enough for both. 

P. jan. Go on then, | 
Speak all thou canft : methinks the Ordinaries, 
Should help them much. Fa/f.Sir, they have Ordinartes, 
And Extraordinaries, as many Changes 
And Variations, as there are Points i? che Compals. 

Tbo.But the 4.Cardinal Quarters—P. Fu. I thole Thom— 
_ Tho. The Court, Sir,Pauls,Exchange, and Weftminfter-ball. 

P. jun. Who is the Chicf? which hath Precedency? 

Tho. The Governour o' the Staple, Mafter Cymball. 
He is che Chief; and after him qhe Eviffaries : | 
Firlt Emiffary Court, one Matter Fitton, . 

He’s a Jeerer too. P. Ju. What's that? Fa’ A Wit. 

Tho. Or half a Wit.fome of them are Half-awits, 
Two to a Wir, there are a fet of ’em. 

Then Mafter Ambler, Emiffary Pauls, 
A fine pac’d Gentleman, as you :fhall fee, walk 
The middle Ile s And then my Froy Hans Buz, - 
A Dutch-man ; he’s Emiffary Exchange. 

Faf. Ihadchought Mr. Barf the Merchant had had it, 
He has a Rupture, he has fprung a Leak, (To. No, 
Emifjary Weft minfter’s undilpos’d of yet ; 

Then the Examiner, Regiffer, and two Clerks, 
They mannage all at home, and fort, and file, 
And feal the News, and iffue them. 

P. jun. Thom. dear Thom. 

What may my means do for thee, ask and have it, 
I'd fain be doing fome good. It is my Birth-day. 
And I'd do it betimes, I feel a grudging 

Of Bounty, and I would not lang lye fallow. 

I pray thee think and {peak, or wifh for fomething. 

Tho. I would I had but oneo’ the Clerks Places 
I’ this News-Office. P. sun. Thou thale have it Thom, 
If Silver or Gold will fetch it 3 what’s the Rate ? 

Ac what is’t fet the Mercat ? Tho. Fifty Pound, Sir. 
 P.jun. An’t were a hundred,7dcm,thou thale not want it. 

{ Tbe Taylor leaps and embraceth bim. 

_ Faf.O Noble Matter! P. fu. How now e&/fops Als! 
Becaufe I play with Thom, muft I needs run 

Into your rude Embraces? ftand you ftill, Sir ; 
Clowns fawnings are a Horfes falutations. 

How do’ft thou like my fuit, 720m ? Tho. Mr. Fafhioner 
Has hie your Meafures, Sir, h’ has moulded you, 

And made you, as they fay. Faf No, no, ‘noc I, 

I am an Als, old e#/ops Afs. P. ‘fu. Nay, Fafhioner, 
I can do thee a good turn too, be not mufty, _ 
Though thou haft moulded me, as little Thom fays, 

(I think chou haft put ms in mouldy Pockets.) —_ 

Faf. As goad, . _° He draws cut bis Pockets, 

Right Spanifh Perfume, the Lady Ejtifania’s, 
They coft ‘Twelve pound.a Pair. 
P. jun. Thy Bill will fay fo. 
I pray thee tell me, Fafbioner,- what Authors 
Thou read’ft to help chy Invention? Italian Prints ? 
Or Arras Hangings ? They are Taylors Libraries. 

Faf. I {corn fuch helps. 

P. jes. O, though thou art a Silk-worm ! 

And deal’f{t in Sattins and Velvets, and rich Plufhes, 
Thou @anft not {pin all Forms out of chy felf; 

They are quite’ other things: I think chis fuit 

Has made me wittier then [ was. Fa/. Believe it, Sir, 
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That Clothes do much upon the Wit, as Weather 

Do’s on the Brain ; and thence comes your Proverb ; 
The Taylor makes the Man : I {peak by experience 
Of my own Cuftomers. I have had Gallants, 
Both Court and Countrey, would ha’ fooi’d you up 
In a new Suit, wich the belt Wits in being, @/. 2% Co-Avey7 fi. 
And kept their fpeed as long as their Clothes lafted non 0 v ANT 


Handfom and neat; but chen as they grew out °F Pear er. 
At the Elbows again, or had a finer ee ae AG 
They have funk moft wretchedly. BEET Fee ~~ 
P. Fu. What thou repore’ft, ty HPL WG sy 
Is bute the common Calamity, and feen daily ; £6750. ni 
And therefore you ’ave another anfwering Proferb: ae 
A broken Sleeve keeps the Arm back. af. ’Tis crue, Sir. a’ 
And thence we fay, that fuch a one plays at Peep-arm. 
P.jun.Doyou fo? itis wittily faid. 1 wonder, Gentlemen, 
And Men of Means will not maintain themfelves 
Frefher in wit, I mean in Clothes, to the higheft. | 


a r4 


| For he that’s out 0’ Clothes, is out o’ Fathion, 


And out of Fafhion, ‘is out of Countenance, 
And out o’ Countenance is out 0” Wit. : 
Is not Rogue Haberdafher come? Hab. Yes, here, Sir. 
[They are all bufie about him. 


-| Tha’ been without this half hour. P.j «#.Give me my Hac. 


Put on my Girdle Rafcal, fies my Ruff well?. 
Lin. In print. P. jun. Slave. Lin. See your felt. P. ju. Isthis 
O’ the Block Paffant? Do not not anfwer me, (fame Hac 
I cannot ftay for an anfwer. Ido feel | 
The Powers of One and twenty, like a Tide 
Flow in upon me, and perceiye an Heir, 
Can Conjure up all Spirits in all Circles, a 
Rogue, Rafcal, Slave, give Tradefmen their truc names, 
And they appear to ’em prefently. Ziv. For Profit. — - 
P. jun. Come, caft my Cloak about me, Vl go fee, 
This Office Thom, and be trimm’d afterwards, 
Vl put chee in poffeffion, my prime work ! 
Gods fo.: my Spurrier put ‘em on Boy, quickly, 
| : (His Spurrier comes in, 
I’ had like to ha’ loft my Spurs wich too much fpeed. 


A& I. Scene Ill. 
Peni-boy, Canter, to them finging. a 


Gs morning to my Joy, My jolly Peni-boy ! - 

The Lord, and the Prince i Plenty’! 

I come to fee what Riches, Thou beareft in thy Breeches, 
The firft of thy One and Twenty: 

What, dothy Pockets gingle ? Or {hall we need ta mingle 
Our ferength both of Foot and Hurfes! , 

Thefe Fellows lock fo eager, As if they would beleaguer 
An Heir in the mist of bis Forces !. | 


I hope they be no Serjeants ! That ae upon thy Margents, 


- This Rogue has the Foul of # Saylor ! 


. {The young Peni-boy anfawers in tune. 


P. Ju.OFounder, no fuch matter, My Spurrier, and my Hatter, 
My Linnen-man, and my Taylor. 7 | 
Thou fhould’ft have been brought in top, Shoomaker, 
If che time had been longer, and Zhcm Barber. 23 J Larne. 
How dot thoudike my Company, old Canter 3 - : x 
Do I not mufter a brave Troop? all Bill-snen We Se A of 
Prefent your Arms before my Founder here, Vody , i he a 
This is my Founder, this fame learned Canter 29% 4 -2.05¢ Abas 
He brought me the firft news of my Fathers death, a J: ° 
I thank him, and ever fince, I call him Founder, 
| He takes the Bills, and puts them up in bis Pockets. 
Worthip him,. Boys, I'll read only the Sums, 
And pafs ’em ftreight. Sho. Now Ale. 
Ref. And ftrong Ale blefs him. . 
P. jun. Gods fo, fome Ale, and Sugar for my Founder ! 
Good Bills, fufficiene Bills, thefe Bills may pats 
P. Ca. } do not like thofe Paper-fquibs, good Matter. 
They may undo your ftorc, J] mean, of Credit, 
"And fire your Arjenall, if cafz you do noc 
: Kkk In 
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In time make good thofe Outer-works, your Pockets, 
And take a Garrifon in of fome two bendred, 
To beat thele Proneers off, that carry a Mime 
_ Would blow you up, at laft. Secure your Cafamates, 
Here Mafter Picklock, Sir, your Mano’ Law, 7 
And learn’d Atturny, has fent you a Bag of -Adunsstion. 
P. jun. What is’t? P. Ca, Three hundred Pieces. 
P. jun. Vl difpatch ’em 
| $29 P.CaDo,I wouldhave your ftrengthslin’d,and perfum’d 
Wich Gold as well as Amber. — ? jun. God a mercy, 
Come, 4d folvendum, Boys! there, there, and there, &c. 
? [He pays all. 


I look on nothing but Totals. P. Ca. See! . 
The difference *ewixt the Covetous and the Prodigal ! 
* The Covetous Man never has Money ! and 
“ The Prodigal will have none fhortly ! P. jus. Ha, . 
What fays my Founder? I thank you, I thank you Sirs. 
All.God blefs your Worfhip,and your Worfhips Canter. 
P. Ca. I fay ’tis nobly done, to cherifh Shopkeepers, 
And pay their Bills, without examining thus. 
P. jun. Alas! they have had a pittiful hard time on’r, 
A long vacation, from their cozening. 
Poor Rafcalls, I do do it out of Charity. 
I would advance their Trade again, and have them 
Hafte to be Rich, {wear and for{wear wealthily, 
4.4% What do you ftay for, Sirrah ?.Spw. To my Box Sir. 
fo 1 ess P. jun. cane why, theres an Angel, if my Spurs 
“ve f iene cael -~* | He gives the Spurrier, to bis Box. 
oy ‘Be not right Rippom. Spw. (siveme nevera Penny | 
H’ If I ftrike not thorow your Bounty with the Rowels. 
P. jun. Do’ft thou want any Money Founder 2 
P. Ca. Who, Sir, I, . 
Did I not tell you I was bred 1 the Mixes, 
Under Sir Bevss Bullion. P. jun. That is true, 
I quite forgot, you Aine-men want no Money, _ 
Your Streets are pav’d with’t: there, the Molten Silver 
_ Runs out like Cream on Cakes of Gold. P.Ca. And Rubies 
Do grow like Strawberries. 
P. jun. >Twere brave being there! | 
Come Thom, we'll go to the Office now. P.Ca. What Office ? 
_ P. gun. News Office, the New Staple ; thou thalt go too, 
Tis here i? the Houfe, on the fame Floor, Thom. fays. 
Come Founder, let us trade in Ale and Nutmegs. 


A& I. Scene We. 
Regiffer, Clerk, Women. 


flirt OOF Hat, are thofe Desks fit now? fet forththe Table 
Ataf Au The Garpet and the Chair : where are the News 
é - Y' That were examin’d laft? ha’ you fil’d them up? | 
Cle. Not yet, I had no time. | 
Reg.. Are thofe news Regiftred, 
That Emiffary Bux {ent in laft night? . 
Of Spinola and bis Eggs ? Cle. Yes Sir, and fil’d. 
Reg. What are you now upon? 
Cle. That our new Emiffary 
WeStminfier, gave us, of the Golden Hair. 
Reg. Difpatch, that’s News indeed, and of importance. 
What weuld you have good Woman?#o.1 would have Sir, 
| [4 Country Woman waits there. 
A Groat/worth of any News, I care not.what, 


b) 


SIA 


: let chem attend in name of Policy. 
frets dn 


[* 
And keep their fides, the Regiffer i? the mid 
The Examiner, he fits riche bith 


But what they fee in print.: Fit. I, ¢ 


The Staple of News. — 


A&t I. Scene V. 
Peni-boy, Cymbal, Fitton, Tho. Barber, Canter. 


troth they are dainty Rooms ; what place is this ? 
Cym. This is the outer Room, where my Clerks fit, 
within, 
And here I have my feveral Rowls and Fyles 

F News by the Alphabet, and all put up 
Under their Heads. P. jun. But thofe too fubdivided > 

Cym. Into Authenticall, and Apocryphall. 

Fit. Or News of doubtful credit, as Barbers News. 

Cym. And Taylors News, Porters, and Watermens NEWS, 

Fit. Whereto, befide the Coranti, and Gexettis 

Cym. I have the News of the feafon. 

Fit. As Vacation-news, 

Term-news, and Chriftmas-news. 

Cyr. And News o’ the Faétion. 

Fit. As the Reformed news, Protestant-news, 

Cym. And Pontificiel-news, of all which feveral, 
The Day-books, Charaéters, Precedents are kept. 
Together with the Nanges of {pecial Friends 

Fit. And Men of Corre/pondence i? the Countrey— 

Cym. Yes, of all Ranks, and all Religions: — 

Fst. Factors and Agents Cym, Liegers, that lye out 
Throughall the Shires 0’ the Kingdom. P. jan. Thisis fine! 
And bears a brave relation! but what fays 
Mercuriws Britannicus to this ? 

Cym. O Sir, he gains by’t half in half Fit. Nay more 
Vil ftand to’t. For, where he was wont to get 
In, hungry Captains, ob{cure State/man. Cym. Fellows 
To drink with him in a dark Room ina Tavern, 

And eat aSawfage. Fit. We ha’ feen’t, Cym. As fain, 
To keep fo many Politich Pens. 

Going to feed the Prefs. Fit. And dith out News, 
Were’ true, or falfe. Cym. Now all that charge is fav’d 


The publick Chronicler, Fst. How do you call him there? 


Cym. And gentle Reader. Fit He that has the Maidenhead 


Of all the Books. Cym. Yes, dedicated to biws, 


Fit. Or rather proffituted. P. jas. You are right, Sir. 
Cym. No more fhall be abus’d, nor Countrey-Parfons : 
O’ the Inquijition, nor bufie Fuffices, 


| Trouble,the peace, and both torment themfelves, 


And their poor ign’rant Neighbours with inquiries 


After the many and moft innocent Afonfers, ! 
That never came i’ th’ Counties the were charg’d with. 


P. jus.Why,methinks,Sir, if che honeft common People 
Will be abusd, why fhould not they ha’ their pleafure, 
In the believing Lyes, are made for chem ; x 
As you? th’ Office, making them your felves ? 

Fit. O Sir “it isthe printing we oppofe. 

Cym. VVe not forbid thatany News be made, 

But that’t be printed; for when News is printed, 
It leaves, Sir, to be Newsj while ’tis but written —— 

Fit. Though it be ne’re fo falfe, ic runs Neaws ftill 

P. gun. See divers Mens Opinions! unto fome, 


The very printing of them makes chem News 3 


thing, | 
at’s an Error 
Flas abus’d many ; but we fhall reform ic, | 
As many things befide (we have a hope) 
Are crept among the popslar abujes. | 
Cym. Nor fhall the Stationer cheat upon the Time, 
By buttering over again-—— + * 
Fit. Once in Seven Years, 
As the Age doats— — 
Cym. And grows forgetful o’ them. 
His antiquated. Pamphlets, with new Dates. - 


That ha’ not the Heart to believe any 


| But all fhall come from ‘the Mine. 


5 liane ain STs Fit. are and _— ftamp’d, a 
AT. ie oh Salter Gla. 7 Qu.) Cymb. VVith che Office-Seal, Staple-Comsmodity. 
esd bod pchpatitinn fey ds Chater. we » Fit.. And if -a Man will affure hie News, he may : 
fe ww ALE why gas pippind IS (699 fk o fA YiLaer | fog ds Wat pcban A ‘eZ Two-pence 
va A fuutes 4? , oe haw, A¢ srhia he 4e'I—~ Weerly flocs. etn t PY Prercryed Vf ts 
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Tbe Staple of News. 


tai the Boe" means of his Cytherm, holding up thus Ts v hoe Cens 
or one o’ the Mufick: He’s a nimble Fellow, Wim ety 
PP : BY an, 


Two pence a Shect he fhall be warranted, 
And have a Policy for’e. P. jun. Sir, I admire 
The Method o’ your Place ; all ghings within’e 
Are fo digefted, fitted, and compos’d, 
As it fhews Wit had married Order, Fit. Sir. 
- Cym. The beft we could to invite the Times. Fit.Ic has 
Colt Sweat and Freezing. Cym.And fome broken Sleeps, 
Before it came to this. P. jun. I eafily think ic. 
Fit. But now it has the fhape— Cym.And is come forth. 
P. jun. A moft polite neat thing, wich all the Limbs, 
As Senfe can tafte ! Cym. Ic is, Sir, though I fay it, 
As well-begotten a Butinefs, and as fairly | 
Helpt to the VVorid. P. jun. You muft be a Midwife,Sir, 
Or elfe che Son of a Midwife, (pray you pardon me) 
Have helpt it forth fo happily! VVhat News ha’ you? 
News o this morning? I would fain hear fome 
‘Froth from the Forge, (as new as Day,as they fay.) 
- Cym. And fuch we have, Sir. | 
Reg. Shew him the laft Rod, 
Of Emiffary Weftminfter’s, the Heir. 
P. jun. Come nearer, Thom. 
Cla. There isa brave young Heir 
Is come of age this morning, Mr. Pens-boy. 
P. jun. That's 1! [Peny rejoiceth that be ws in. 
Cla. His Father died on this day feven-nighe. 
P. jun. True! 
Cla. At fix othe Clock ? che morning, juft a VVeek 
Ere he was One and twenty. 
P. jun. Tam here, Thom ! (Zels Thom. of it. 
. Proceed, I pray thee. Cla. An old Canting Beggar 
Brought him firft News, whom he has encertain’d 
To follow him fince. 
P.jun. VVhy, you thall fee him! Founder, (Calls in the 
Come in; no Follower, but Companion : Canter. 
{ pray thee put him‘in,Friend ; there’san Angel 
| [He gives the Clerk. 
Thou doft not know, he’s a wife old Fellow, 
Though he feem patch’d thus, and made up o’ Pieces. 
Founder, we are in here, in, 7? the News-Office ! 
in this days Re, already! I do mufe 
How you came by us, Sirs! Cym. One Mafter Pick lock, 
A Lawyer, that hath purchas’d here a Place 
This morning, of an Emiffary under me. 
Fit. Emiffary Weftminfter. Cym. Gave it into th’ Office 
Fit. For his Effay, his Piece. P. jus. My Mano’ Law 
He’s my Attorney, and Sollicitor too! 
A fine Pragmatick! what’s his Place worth? . 
Cym. A Nemo-{cit, Sir. Fig, 7Tis as News come in. 
Cym. And as they are iffued® I have the juft moiety 
For my part ? then the other moiety 
Is parted into feven : The four Emiffarid 
hereof my Coufin Fitton here’s for Court, 
Ambler for Pauls, and Buz for the Exchange, 
Picklock for Weftminffer, with the Examiner, 
And Regiffer, they have full Parts: and then one Part 
Is under- parted to a couple of Clerks ; 
And there’s the juft Divifion of the Profits. 
P. jon. EGY you thofe Clerks, Sir 2 
Gon There is one Desk empty, 
But ic has many Suitors. P. jua. Sir, may I 
Prefent one more, and carry it, if his Parts 
Or Gifts, (which you will call ’em.) 
_ Cym. Be fafficient, Sir. 
P. jun.’ What are your prefent Clerk’s Habilities ? 
How is he qualified? Cym. A decay’d Stationer 
He was, but knows News well, can fort and rank ’em. | 
Fs. And for a need can make ’em. : 
|. Cym. True Pauls breds. | 
DP the €burch yard. P. jun. And this at the Weft-door. 
O’ th’ other fide; he’s my Barber, Toys, | 
A pretty Scholar, and a Maffer of Arts, 
Was made, or went out Adafer of, Arts,in a throng,” 
At the Univerfity ; as before, , le reepa a shrong, 
He gotinto'a Masbat Cod, by his Wit, 
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And alike skill’d in every Liberal Science, 2.0<. 
As having certain Snaps of all; a neat 
Quick Vein in forging News too: I do love him, 
And promis’d him a good turn, and I would do it. 
What’s your Price? the Value? Cym. Fifty pounds, Sir. 
P. jun. Get in, Thom, take poffeflion, I inftall thee. 
Here, tell your Money : Give thee joy, good Thom: . 
[He buys Thom a Clerks Place, 
And let me hear from thee every minute of News, 
While the New Staple ftands, or the Office lafts, 
Which I do with may ne’er be lefs, for thy fake. 
Cla. The Emiffaries, Sir, would {peak with you, 
And Mafter Fitton ; they have brought in News, 
Three Bale together. Cyns. Sir, you are welcome here. 
[ They take leave of Peni-boy and Canter. 
Fit. So is your Creature. Cym. Bufinefs calls us off, Sir, 
That may concern the Office. P.sun. Keep me fair, Sir, 
Still? your Staple ; I am here your Friend, 
On the fame Floor. Fit. We fhall be your Servants. 
P.jun. How doft thou like it, Founder? P.Ca. Allis well, 
But that your Man o” Law, me thinks, appears not 
In his due time. O! Here comes Matters Worhhip. 


A& I. Scene VI. 
Picklock, Peni-boy jun. P. Canter. 


Ow do’s the Heir, bright Mafter Peni-boy 2 

Is he awake yet in his One and twenty 2 
Why, this is better far, than to wear Cyprefs, 
Dull {mutting Gloves, or melancholy Blacks, 
And havea pair of Twelvepenny-broad Ribbands 
Laid out like Labels. P. jum. I fhould ha’ made fhift 
To have laughe as heartily in my Mourners Hood, 
As in this Suit, if ic had pleas’d my Father 
To have been buried with the Trumpeters. 

Pic. The Heralds of Arms, youmean. P. jun.-.mean, 
All noife that is fuperfluous! Pic. All chac idle Pomp, 
And Vanity of a Tomb-ftone, your wife Father 
Did by his Will prevent. Your Worfhip had 

P. jun. A loving and obedient Father of him, 

I know it; a right kind-natur’d Man, 

To die fo opportunely. Pic. And to fetrle — 

All things fo well, compounded for your Wardthip 
The Week afore, and left your State entire, 

Without any charge upon’c. P. jus. I muft needs fay, 
I loft an Officer of him, a good Bailiff, 

And I fhall want him: but all peace be with him, 

I will not with him alive again, not I, : 

For all my Fortune. Give your Worfhip joy 

O’ your new Place, your Emiffary{hip 

TP the News Office. Pic. Know you why I bought it, Sir ? 

P. jun. Not [. Pic. To work for you, and carry a Mine 

Againft the Mafter of it, Mafter Cymbal, 
Who hath a Plot upon a Gentlewoman 
Was once defign’d tor you, Sir. 

P.jun. Me? Pic. Your Father, 

Old Mafter Pesi-boy, of happy Memory, 
And Wiflom too, as any i’ the County, 


oo 


| Careful to find out a fic Match for you, 


In his own Lifetime, (but he was prevented) 
Left it in Writing in a Schedule here, 
To be annexed to his Wl, That you, 
His only Son, upon his Charge and Blefling, 
Should take due notice of a Gentlewoman 
Sojourning with your Uncle, Richer Peni-boy. 

P. jun. A Cornifh Gentlewoman, I do know her, 
Miftris Pecunia Do-all. Pic. A great Lady, 
Indeed fhe is, and not of Mortal Race, 
Infanta of the Adimes; her Graces Grandfather 
Was Duke, and Coufin to the King of Opbyr, 
The Subterranean, Let that pafs. Her Naine is, 
Kkk2 ; Or 
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Or rather, her chree Names are (for fuch fhe is) 
 Aurelia.Clara Pecunia, a great Princefs, 

Of mighty Power, though fhe live in private, 
With a contracted Family ! Her Secretary-— 


The Staple of News. Qiei ac3i 


ee ahha Lora, pool str 
Cenfure. Or a Sea-Captain half farv’d. 


Mirth. I, thefe were tolerable Beggars, Beggars of falhi- 
on! You hall fee fome fuch ancn. Bears of ah 


Tattle. I sould fain fee the Fool, Gufio; the Fool 


P. Ca. Who is het Gentleman Ufher too. Pic. One Broker, the finest Mani the Company, they fay, and bas all the Wit - 


And then two Gentlewomen, Miftris Statute, 
And Miftris Band, with Wax the Chambermaid, 
And Mother Mortgage the old Nurfe,twoGrooms, 
Pawn and his Fellow: You have not many co bribe, Sir. 
The work is feizible, and th’ Approaches eafie, 
By your own Kindred. Now, Sir, Cymbal thinks, 
The Mafter here, and Governor o’ the Staple, 
By his fine Arts, and Pomp of his great Place, 
To draw her! He concludes, fhe is a Woman! 
And that fo foon as fh’ hears of the New Office, 
She'll come to vifit it, as they all have Longings 
After new Sightsand Motions! But your Bounty, 
Perfon, and Bravery, muft atchieve her. P.Ca. She is 
The Talk o’ the Time! th’ adventure o’ the Age! 
Pic. Youcannot put your felf upon an Action 
OF more importance. | 
P. Ca. All the World are Suitors to her. 
Pic. All forts of Men, and all Profeffions! 
P.C. You fhall have Stall-fed Doéors, cramm’d Divines, 
Make Love to her, and with thofe ftudied 
And perfum’d Flatteries, asno Room can ftink 
More elegant, than where they are. Pic. Well chanted, 
Old Canter, thou fing ft true. P. Ce, And (by your leave) 
Good Ma/fters Worfhip, fome of your Velvet Coat 
Make corpulent Curt’fies to her, till chey crack for’e. 


A fine Phyfician.. P.Ca. Your Sea-Cantain, Shunfield, 
Gives out, he'll go upon the Cannon for her. 
Pic. Though his loud Mouthing get him little Credit. 
P.Ca. Young Mafter Pied: mantle, the fine Herald, 
Profeffes to derive her through all Ages, 
From all the Kings and Queens that ever were. 
Pic. And Matter Madrigal, the crowned Poet 
Of thefe our Times, doth offer at her Praifes 
As fair as any, when ic hall pleafe Apollo | 
That Wit and Rime may meet both in one Subjeé. 
P.Ca. And you to bear her from all thefe, ic will be— 
Pic. A work of Fame. 
P.Ca. Of Honour. Pic. Celebration. 
P.Ca. Worthy your Name. 
Pic. The Peni-boys to live in’t. 
P.Ca. It isan Action you were built for, Sir. 
Pic. And none but you can do it. 
P. ‘Fe. Vil undertake ic. : 
P.Ca. And carry it. P.7#.Fear me not; for fince I came 
Of mature age, I have had a certain itch 
In my right eye, this corner here, do you fee? 
To do fome work, and worthy of a Chronicle. 


The Firft Intermean after the Firft AG. 


Irth. How now, Goffip! bow does the Play pleafe you? 
Cenlure. Very feurvily, me thinks, and fuffictently 

 maught. | 
Expectation. 4s a Body would wih: Here's nothing but 

a@ young Prodigal, come of age, who makes much of the Bar- 


ber, buys bim a Place ina New Office, ? the Air, I know | 


not where, and bis Man 0 Law to follow him, with the 
Beggar to Boot, and they two help him to a Wife. 

Mirth. I, fhe is @ proper Piece! that fuch Creatures can 
broke for. | 

Tattle. I cannot abide that najty Fellow, the Beggar ; if 
be had been a Court-Beggar, in good Clothes, a Beggar in 
Velvet, as they fay, I could have endurd him. 

Mirth. Or @ Begging Scholar in Black, or one of thefe 
beggarly Poets, Goffip, that would bang upon a young Heir 
like a Horfeleech. 

Expectation, Or 
Quackfalver, | 


-—- we 


a thred-bare Doctor of Phyfick, @ poor 
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| felf. 
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He s the very Jultice o’ Peace o° the Play, and can commit 
whom be will, and what be will, Errour, Abfurdity, as the 
ae bim, and no Man fay, Black ws bis Eye, but laugh 
at bim. | 

Mirth. But they ba no Fool # this Play, 
Goffip. 

Tattle. It’s a wife Play then. 

Expectation. They are all Fools, the rather, in that, 

Cenfure. Like enough. _ 

Tattle. My Husband (Timothy Tattle, God ref bis 
poor Soul) awas wont to fay, There was no Play without 
Fool and a Devil’in't ; be was for the Devil Rill, God 
ble{s*himm. The Devil for bis Money, would be fay,I would 
ain fee the Devil. And why would you fo fain fee the 
Devil? would I fay Becaufe be has Horns, Wife, and may 
be a Cuckold, as well as a Devil, be would anfwer. Tou are 
even {uch another, Husband, quoth I. Was the Devil ever 
married ? Where do you read, the Devil was ever fo boncw- 
rable te commit Matrimony? The Play will tell us that, 
fays be, we'll go fee’t to morrow, The Devil isan Af He 
 anerrant learn’d Man that made it, and can write, they 
fay; and I am feully deceiv’d, but be can read too, 

Mirth. I remember it, Gofip; I went with you, by the 
fame token, Mrs. Trouble Truth diffuaded ws, and told MS, 


I am afraid, 


| be was a profane Poct, and all bis Plays bad Devils in 
Pic. There's Dector Almanac woos her,one of the Jeerers, | 


them: That he kept Schocl upo’ the Stage, could comsure there, 
above the School of Weitminfter, and DoGor Lamb too : 
Not a Play be made, but bad a Devil in it: And that he 
would learn us all to make our Husbands Cuckolds at Plays : 
By another token, that a young married Wife ? the C 


| 7 | ri ail 
faid, fhe could find in ber heart to ftcal thither and fee a 


‘| little o° the Vanity through her Mask, and come prattife at 


home. 

Tattle. O, et owas Miftris———— 

Mirth. Nay, Gefip, I name no body. It may be "twas my 

Expectation. But was the Devil @ proper Man, Goffip 2 

Mirth. ..4s fine @ Gentleman, of bis Inches, as ever I faw 
trufted to the Stage, or any where elfe; and low'd the Com- 
monwealth as well as ere a Patriot of em all: He would 
carry away the Vice on his back, quick to Hell, in every 
Play where be came, and reform Abufes. | 

Expectation. There was the Devil of Edmonton, no 
fuch Man, I warrant you. 

Cenfure. Ze Conjurer cofen’'d him with a Candles end; 


i be was an Afs. 


Mirth. But there was one Smug, a Smith, would bave 
made a Horfe laugh, and broke bis Halter, as they. fay. X 


Tattle. O, but the poor Man bad got a forewd mifchance 
one day. 


Expectation. How, Goffip? 

_ Tattle. He bad dreft a Roguy Fade ¥ the morning, that 
bad the Staggers, and had got fuch a {pice ofWem bimfelf 
by noon, as they would not away all the Play-time, do what 
be could for bss beart. | 


Mirch. "Iwas bis Part, Gofip; be was to be drunk by by 
Part. 


Tattle. Say you fo? I underftood not fo much. 
Expectation. Would we had fuch another Part, and 
{uch a Man inthis Play. I'fear ’rwill be an excellent dull 


thing. 
Cenfure. Expect, intend it. 
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Ag& I Scene I. 


Peni-Boy, Sen. Pecunia, Mortgage, Statute, Band, 


Broker. 


Our Grace is fad, methinks, and melancholy ! 
You do not lookggpon me with that Face, 
As you were wont, my Goddefs, bright Pecunia : 

Altho your Grace be faln, of Tao # the Hundred, 

In Vulgar Eftimation ; yet am ears 

Your Graces Servant ftill: and teach this body 

To bend, and cthefe my aged Knees to buckle, 

In Adoration, and juft Worfhip of you. 

Indeed, I do confefs, I have no fhape 

To make a Minion of, but Pm your Martyr, 

Your Graces Martyr. I can hear the Rogues, 

AsI do walk the Streets, whifper and point, 

There goes Old Peni-boy, the Slave of Money, 

Rich Peni-boy, Lady Pecunia’s Drudge, 

A fordid Rafcal, one that never made 

Good Meal in his Sleep, but fells the Acates are fent him, 

Fith, Fowl and Venifon, and preferves himfelf, | 

Like an Old hoary Rat, with mouldy Pye-Cruft. 

This I do hear, rejoicing, I can fuffer 

This, and much more for your good Graces fake. 
Pec. Why do you fo my Guardian? I not bid you, 

Cannot my Grace be gotten, and held too? 

Without your felf-cormentings, and your watches, 

Your macerating of your body chus 

With Cares and Scantings of your Diet and reft? © 
P. Se. O, no, your Services, my Princely Lady, 

Cannot with too much zeal of Rites be done, 

They are fo facred. Pec. But my Reputation 

May fuffer, and the worfhip of my Family, 

When by fo fervile means they both are fought. 

P. Se. YouareaNoble, Young, Free, Gracious Lady, 

And would be every bodies, in your Bounty, 

But you muft not be fo. They are a few 

That know your Merit, Lady, and can value’e. 

Your felf fcarce underftands your proper Powers, 

They are All-mighty, and that we your Servants, 

That have the Honour here to ftand fo near you, 

Know, and can ufe too. All this Netber-world BoA 

Is yours, you command it, and do fway it, ,<* 3. 

The Honour of it, and the Honefty, mo K Spend. 

The Reputation, I, and the Religion“ ‘ e's 2 

(I was about to fay, and had not err’d) 

Is Queen Pecunia’s. For that ‘Stile is yours, 

If Mortals knew your Grace, or their own good. 
Mor. Pleafe your Grace to retire. ee 
Ban. I fear your Grace — ess 

Hath tane too much of the fharp Air. Pec. O, no! 

I could endure to take a great deal more 

(And with my Conftitution, were it left) 

Unto my choice, what think you of it, Statute ?- 

Sta. A little now and then does well, and keeps 

Your Grace in your Complexion. - 
Ban. And true Temper. ze 
Mor. But too much, Madam, may encreafe cold 

Rheumes, , | 

Nourifh Catarrhs, Green Sickneffes and Agues, » 

.And put you in Confumption. P. fe. Beft to take 

Advice of your grave Women, Noble Madam, 

They know the State o” your Body, and ha’ ftudied 

Your Graces Healeh. ™ | 
Ban. And honour. Here’ll be Vificants, 

Or Suitors by and by; and ’cis not fit 

They find you here. 

Sta. Twill make your Grace too cheap 

To give chem Audience prefently. | 
Mor. Leave your Secretary, oes 

To anfwer them. Pec. Wait you here, Broker. 3 


Light on her Grace, asfhe’s taking che Air.’ 
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Bro. I fhall, Madam, 
And do your Graces Trufts with diligence. 


Act I. Scene EL 


Pyed- Mantle, Broker, Peny-Boy fen. 


Hat luck’s this ? I am come an Inch too late. 

| Do you hear, Sir? Is your Worfhip o’ the Family 

Unto the Lady Pecunia 2? Bro. I ferve her Grace, Sir, 

Aurelia Clara Pecunia, the Infanta. 

Pie. Has fhe all thofe Titles, and her Grace befides ? 

I mutt correét that Ignorance and Over-fighe, 

Before Ido prefent. Sir, Ihave drawn 

A Pedigree for her Grace, tho yeta Novice 

In that fo Noble Study. Bro. A Herald at Arms ? 

Pie. No, Sir, a Purfivant, my Name is Pyed-mantle. 
Bro» Good Mafter -Pyed-mantle. 

Pie. I have deduc’d her | 

Bro. From all the Spanifh Mines in the Weft Indies, 

I hope: for fhe comes that way by her Mother, 

But by her Grand-mother, fhe’s Dutches of Mines. 
Pie. From Man’s Creation I have broughe her. — 
Bro. No farther ? : 

Before, Sir, long before, you have done nothing elfe, 

Your Mines were before Adam, fearch your Office, 

Roll Five and Tawenty, you will find it fo, | | 

I fee you are but a Novice, Mafter Pyed-mantle, 

If you had not.told me fo. Pye. Sir, an) Apprentice 

In Armoiry. Ihave read the Elements, - 

And Accidence, and all che leading Books, 

And I have now upon me a great ambition, 

How to be brought to her Grace, to kifs her Hands. 
Bro, Why, if you have acquaintance with Miftris 
| Statute, 2. . # ag = ~ 

Or Miltris Band; my Ladies Gentlewomen, — 

They caninduce you.: One isa Fuves Daughter, 

But fomewhat ftately 5 th’ other, Miftris Band, - 

Her Facher’s but a Seriverer, but fhecan Fe 

Almoft as much with niy Lady as the ocher, 

Efpecially if Rofe Wax the -Chambermaid 

Be willing, Do you not know her, Sir, - neither ¢ 

Pye. No, in troth, Sir. | | 
Bro. She’s a good pliant Wench, 

And eafie to be wrought, Sir; but the Nurfe, — 

Old Mother Mortgage, if you have a Tenement, 

Or fuch a Morfel, tho the have no Teeth, 7 

She loves a Sweet Meat, any thing that meles | 

In her warm Gums, fhe could command ic for you 

On fuch a trifle, atoy. Sir, you may {ee ee 

How for your Love, and this fo pure Complexion, - 

(A pertect Sanguine) Tha’ ventur’d thus, 

The ftraining of 2‘Ward, opening a Door 

Into the Secrets of our Family. a : 

Pye. I pray-you let me know, Sir, unto whom 

I am fo much beholden ; but your name. | 
Bro. My name ts Broker, I am Secretary Oo 

And Ujher to her Grace. Pye. Good Matter Broker! — 
Bro. Good Matter Pyed-mantle. 7 
Pye. Why, yqucould do me, _ . 

If you would, now, this Favour of your felf. — 

Bre. Truly I chink I could ; .but if I would, 

I hardly fhould, without, or Miftris Baxd, 

Or Mittris Statute, pleafe to appear in it. 

Or the good Narfe 1 told you of, Miitris Afortgage. 

We know our places here, we mingle not | 

One in another’s Sphere, but alf move orderly, 

In our own Orbs; yet we are all Concentricks. | 
Pye. Well, Sir, Vil wait a better Seafon. Bro. Do, 

And ftudy the right means ; get Miftris Band 

To urge on your behalf, or little Wax. . 

‘ (Broker makes a mouth at him. 
Pye. I have a hops, Sir, that I may, by chance, 


| SLO 


Bro. 
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Bro. That Air of Hope has blafted many an Airy 
Of Caftrils like your {eif, good Mafter Pied-mantle. 
[He seers him again. 
P.fen. Well faid,Mr.Secretary,I ftood behind [O/d Peni- 
And heard thee all. I honour thy Difpatches, boy /eaps. 
* +, If they be rude, untrained in our Method, 
*..And have-not ftudied the Rule, difmifs ’em quickly. 
Where’s Lick-fnger my Cook, that un@uous Rafcal ? 
He'll never keep his Hour, that Veffel of Kitchen-ftuff ! 


Act IL. Scene III. 
Broker, Peni-boy fen. Lick- finger. 


Ere he is come, Sir. P. fen. Pox upon him, Kidney, 
E Always toolate! Lic. To with ’em you,I confefs, 

That ha’ them already. : 

P. fen. What? Lic. The Pox! P. fers. The Piles, 
The Plague, and all Difeafes light on him, 
Knows not to keep his word. [ld keep my word, fure ! 
I hate chat Man that will not keep his word. | 
When did I break my word? Lie. Or I, till now. 
And ’tis but half an Hour. P. fen. Half a Year, 
To me, that ftands upon a Minute of Time. 

‘Jam a juft Man, [love ftill co be juft. 7 

Lic. Why? you think I can run fike light-foot Ralph, 
Or keep a Whéel-barrow with a Sail in Town here, | 
To whirl meto you. I have loft two Stone 
Of Suet 7 the Service, pofting hither : 

- You might have followed me like a Watering-pot, 
And feen the Knots I made along the Street ; 
My Face dropt like the Skimmer in a Fricter-pan, 
And my whole Body is yet (to fay thetruth)~ . - 
A roafted Pound of Butter, with grated Bread in’e ! 
| LHe fweeps his Face. 

P. fen. Believe you, he that lift. You ftaid of purpofe 
To have my Venifon ftink, and my Fowl mortified, 
That you might ha’ *em—— p 

Lic. # Shilling or two cheaper, , 

That's your Jealoufie. P. few. Perhaps it is. 
Will you go in, and view, and value all? 
Yonder is Venifon fent me, Fowl, and Fith, 

In fuch abundance, I am fick to fée it! | 

I wonder what they mean! Jha’ cold em of it! 
To burden a weak Stomach, and provoke 

A dying Appetite! thruftaSin upon me 

I neer was guilty of! nothing but Gluttony ! 
Grofs Gluttony ! that will undo this Land! 

Lic. And bating Two 7? the Hundred. 

P. fen. 1, that fame’s 
A crying Sin, a fearful damn’d Device, 

Eats up the Poor,devours *em— Lic. Sir, take heed 
What you give out. 
P. fen. Againft your grave great Solons 2? 

Nume Pompilii, they that made that Lew 2 
To take away the Poor’s Inheritance: 
It was cheir Portion ; I will ftand tot : 
And they have robb’d ’em of it, plainly robb’d ’em. 
I ftill am a juft Man, I tell che cruth. 
When Moneys went at Ten i’ the Hundred, I, 
And fuch as 1, the Servants of Becunia, 
Could {pare the Poor Tao out of Ten, and did it : 
How fay you, Broker ? i 8 | 

. (Lic. Ask your Ecche.) Bro. You did it. 

P. fen. 1am for Juftice ; when did I leave Juftice ? 
We knew ’twas theirs, they had Right and Title to’t. 
Now-—-— Lic. You can {pare em nothing. 

P. fen. Very little. 

Lic. As good as nothing. 

P. fen. They have bound our Hands 
With their wife folemn AQ, fhérened our Arms. 

Lic. Beware thofe worfhipful Ears,Sir,be not fhortned, 
And you play Grop i? the Fleet, if you ufe this Licence. 
. P. fens. What Licence, Knave, Informer ? 
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Lic. 1 am Lick-finger, . 
Your Cook. P. fen. A fawcy — you are, that’s once. _ 
What faid I, Broker? Bro. Nothing that I heard, Sir, 

Lic. I know his Gift, he can be deaf when he lift. 

P. fen. Ha’ you provided me my Bufhel of Eggs 

I did befpeak? I do not care how ftale 


Or ftinking that they be; let ’em be rotten ; 


For Amnmnition here, to pele ghe Boys, ~ 
That break my Windows. Los Coffer) fo 
Lic. Yes,Sic, I ha? fpar’'d ’°em 42 779, | 
Out of the Cuftard-politick for you, thé Mayor’s. , 
P. fen. Tis well ; porinstake hence all chat Excefs, 


Make what you can of it, your beft: and when 

I have Friends that I invite at home, provide me 
Such, fuch, and fuch a Dith, as I befpeak ; 

One at atime, no Superfluity. 

r if you have it not, return me Money : 

You know my ways. Lic. They are a little crooked. 

P. fen. How, Knave? - 

Lic. Becaufe you do indent. P. fen. °Tis true, Sir, 
Ido indent you hall return me Money. ; 

Lic. Rather than Meat, I know ic: you are juft ftill. 
P. fen. I love it ftill. And therefore if you {pend 
The Red-Deer Pies ? your Houfe, or fell ’em forth, Sir, 

Caft fo, thar I may have their Coffins al Ka 
Return’d here, and pif'd up: I would be thought 
To kecp fome kind of Honfé. Lic. By the mouluy Signs ? 

P. fes. And then remember Meat for my two Dogs: 
Fat Flaps of Mutton, Kidneys, Rumps of Veal, 

Good plenteous Scraps; my Maid thall eat the Relicks. 

Lic. When you and your Dogs have din’d. <A {weer 
Reverfion. 

P. fen. Who’s here ? my Ccurtier, and my little Dogfor 2 
My Mufter-maffer ? And what Plover’s that : 
They have brought to pull ? 

Bro. I know not, fome green Plover. 

I'll find him out. P. fen. Do, for I know the reft: 
They are the Feerers, mocking, flouting Facks. 


Act I. Scene IV. . 


Fitton, Penni-boy fen. Almanach, Shunfield, Madrigal, 
Lick-finger, Broker. 


Ow how, old Money-Bawd ? WW’ are come—— 
P. jun. To jeer me, 


As you were wont, I know you. Alm. No, to give thee 


Some good Security, and fee Pecunia. 
P. fen. What is’? Ft. Our felves. 
Alm. We'll be one bound for another. 
Fit. This noble Doctor here. Alm. This worthy Coxrtier. 
Fit. This Mano War, he was our Mufter-mafter. 
Alm. But a Sea- Captain now, brave Captain Shunfield. 
| [ He bolds up bis Nofe. 
Shun. You {nuff the Air now,as the {cent difpleas’d you. 
Fit. Thou needft not fear him Man,bis Credit is found. 
Alm. And feafon’d too, fince he took Salt at Sea. 
P.-fem. I do not love pickl’d Security ; 
VVould I had one ne | Frefhs-man in tor all: 
For truth is, you three ftink, Shun. You are a-Rogue. 
P. fen. I think Tam; but I will tend no Money 
On that Security, Captain. Alm. Here’s a Gentleman, 
A, Frefh-man i the VVorld, one Mafter Madrigal. 
Fit. OF an untainted Credit; what fay youtohim?. 
[Madrigal steps afide with Broker. 
Shan. He’s gone, me thinks; where.ishe?. Madrigal 2 
P. fen. HY” has an odd finging Name: is he an Heir? 
. Fit. An Heir toa fair Fortune. Alm. And full Hopes: 
A dainty Scholar, and a pretty Poet! : 
P. fen. Y’ave faid enough. Iha’ no Money,Gentlemen | 
An’ he go to’t inRyme once,not a Penny. [He /nuffs again. , 
Shun. VVhy, he’s of Years, though he have litrle Beard. 
P. fen, His Beard has time to grow. I have no Money. 
Let him {till dabble in Poetry. No Pecunia : 
§ 
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Is to be feen. Alm. Come, thou lov ft to be coftive | 


J26Still ? thy Curefie ; bute { have a Pill, 


A golden Pill, co purge away this Melancholy. — 

Shun. *Tis nothing but his keeping o’ the Houfe here, 
Wich his two drowfie Dogs. Fit. A Drench of Sack 
Ata good Tavern, and a fine frefh Pullet, — 

Would cure him. | 

Lic. Nothing but a young Heir in White-broth ; 

I know his Diet better. chan the Doéfor. | : 

Shun, What, Lick-finger 2? mine old Hoft of Ram-ally ? 
You ha’ fome Market here. . Alm. Some Dofler of Fith 
Or Fowl to fetch off. Fit. An odd Bargain of Venifon 
To drive. P. fen. Will you goin, Knave? 

' Lic. I muft- needs, 
You fee who drives me, Gentlemen. -4/m. Not the Devil. 

Fit. He may be in time, he is his Agent now. 

| [Peni-boy thrufts biws ix, 

P. fen. Youvareall cogging Facks, a Covey o” Wits, 
The Jeerers, -chat ftill call together at Meals: 

Or rather an Airy ; for you are Birds of Prey, 
And fly at all; nocthing’s too big or high for you. 
And are fo truly fear’d, but not belov’d 

One of another, as no one dares break 
Company from che reft, left they fhould fall 
Upon him abfent. Alm. QO! the only Oracle 


$27That ever peept or fpake out of a Doublg. 


Shun. How the Rogue ftinks, worfe than a Fifhmon- 


gets Sleeves! of Ketev moprveyhng K Fafa hv guigof aw 
Fit. Or Curtiers Hands '!/7~7+4 fh a 
Fd 


Shun. And fuch a par-boil’d Vifage !7 
Fit, His Face looks like a Diers Ao oft! < “2. 
Alm.A fodden Head,and his whole Brain a Pofler-clte 
P. fen. 1, now you jeer, jeer on; I have no Money. 
Alm, I wonder what Religion he’s of! 

Fit. No certain /pecies fure! A kind of Mule! 

That’s half an Erbnick, half a Chriftian ! .3 
P, fen. Y have no Money,Gentlemen. Sbhan.This Stock. 

He has no fenfe of any Vertue, Honour, ome 

Gentry, or Merit. P. fen. You fay very right, 

My meritorious Captain, (as I take it!) 

Merit will keep no Houfe, nor pay no Houfe-rent. - 

Will Miftris Merit go to Market, think you, : 

Set on the Pot, or feed the Family ? — 

Will Gentry clear with the Butcher, or the Baker 2 

Fetch in a Pheafanc, or a Brace of Partridges, 

From Goodwife Poulter, for my Ladies Supper. — 

Fit. See: this pure Rogue! | 
P. fen. This Rogue has Money though; 

My worthipful brave Courtier has no Money 3 _ , 

No, nor my valiant Captain. Shun. Hang you, Rafcal. 

__ P. fen. Nor you, my learned Doéfer. I lov’d you | 

While you did hold your Practice, and kill Tripe-wives, 

And kept you to your Urinal; but fince your Thumbs 

Have greas’d the Epbemerides, cafting Figures, | 

And turning over for your Candle-rents, 
nd your Twelve Houfes in the Zodiack, 

Wich your Almsutens, Alma cantaras | | 

Troth you fhall cant alone for Pens-boy. . 
Shes. told you what we fhould find him,a meer Bawd. 
Fit, A Rogue, a Cheater, 
P. fen. What you pleafe, Gentlemen: 

Tam of that humble nature and’condition, - 

Never to mind your Worfhips, or take notice 

Of what you throw away thus. 4 ‘keep Houfé here 


. 


' Likea-lame Cobler, never out of doors; © | | 


With my two Dogs, my Friends 3 and (as you fay) 
Drive a quick pretty Trade, ftill. I gee Money : 
And as for Titles, be they Rogue, or Rafcat, . -» 
Or what your Worthips fanfie, let’empafs > © 


As tranfitory things; they’re mine to day, 


And yours to morrow. - ee 

Alm. Hang thee, Dog. Shua. Thou Cur, . 

P. fem. You fee how | do bluth, ‘and am afham’d 
Of thefe large Atcributes? Yet you have no Money. 


” 


Alm. Well Wolf, Hyena, you old pocky Rafcal, /<*"4 
You will ha’ the Hermie fall'down again. 7, oe 
| Into your Scrotam, and I hall be fent for. 5 ad yf om 

I will remember then, that, and your Fifuld 

In anol cur’d you of. o~« se obec, ¢/ 
P. fen. Thank your Dog-leech Craft : #2. $eFe~m on” Cog: 

They were *holefom Piles, afore you meddl'd with ’em. #.>- cz 
Alm, What an ungrateful Wretch is this? 

Shun. He minds 

A Courtefie no more, than London-bridge, 

What Arch was mended laff. f Fit. He never thinks, 
ore than a Log, of any Grace at Court 

A Man may do him; or that fuch 4 Lord 

Reach’t him his Hand. P.fenx.O yes! If Grace would ftrike 

The Brewer’s Tally, or my good Lords Hand 

Would quit the Scores. But, Sir, they will not do it. 

Here’s a Piece, my good Lord Piece, doth all; {He fhewt 

Goes to the Butchers, fetches in a Mutton 3 a Piece. 

Then to the Bakers, brings in Bread, makes Fires, 

Gets Wine, and does more real Courtefies 

Than all my Lords, 1know: My fweet Lord Piece! 

You are my Lord, the reft are cogging Facks, 

Under the Rofe. Shun. Rogue, 1 could beat you now. 
P. fen. True, Captain, if you durft beat any other, 

I thould believe you ; but indeed you are hungry ; 

You are not angry, Captain, if I know you 

Arighte, Bood Captain. No Pecunia 

Is to be feen, though Miftris Band would f{peak, 

Or little Blufhet-Wax be ne’er foeafie; ° 


‘| Pil ftop mine Ears with her, againft the Syrens, 


Court, and Phifofophy. God be wi’ you, Gentlemen, 
rovide you better Names, Pecunia is for you. 

Fit, What a damn’d Harpy it is! Where’s Madrigal 2 
Is he {neak’d hence ? 

Shun. Here he comes with Broker, [Madrigal returns. 
Pecunia’s Secretary. Alm. He may do fome good 
Wich him perhaps. Where ha’ you been, Madrigal ? 

Mad. Above, with my Ladies Women, reading Verfes. 

Fit. That was a Favour. Good morrow, Mr.Secretary. 

Shs. Good morrow, Mr. Ufher. Alm. Sir, by both 
Your worfhipful Titles, and your Name, Mas Broker, 
Good morrow. Mad: I did ask him if he were 
Ampbibion Broker. Shan. Why ? 

lm. A Creature of two Natures, SLT 
Becaufe he has two Offices. Bro. You may jeer, 

You ha’ che Wits, young Gentlemen: But your hope 
OF Helicon will never carry it here, 

With our fat Family ; we ha’ the dulleft, 

Moft unbor’d Ears for Verfe-amongft our Females. 

I griev’d you read fo long, Sir; old Nurfe Mortgage 
She {noar’d? the Chair, and Statute (if you mark’d hery 
Fell faft afleep, and Miftris Band the nodded, ° 
But not with any confent to what yon read. — 

They muft have fomewhat elfe to’chink, than Rymes. 
If you could make an Epitaph on your Land, 
(Imagine it on departure) fuch a Poerks 

Would wake ’em, and bring Wx to-her true temper. 

Mad, Y faith, Sir, and I will try. Bro. *Tis but Earth, 
Fic to make Bricks and Tyles of. Shws. Pox upon’, 
’Tis bat for Pots, or Pipkins at the beft. 

If ic would keep us in good Tabacco-pigggs, 

Bro. ’T were worth keeping. Fit. Or in Porc’lane Dithes, 
There were fome hope. Alm. But this is a hungry Soil, 
And muft behelpt. Fit.. Who would hold any Land, | 
To have the trouble to Marl ic? Shen. Not a Gentleman. 

Bro. Let Clowns and Hinds affect ic, chae love Plows, 
And Carts, and Harrows, and are bufie ftill 
In vexing the dull Element. Af. Our {weet Song fer 
Shall rarifi’c into Air. Fit. And you, Mas Broker, 
Shall have a feeling. Bro. So it fupple, Sir, 
The Nerves. A¢ad. O! it thall be palpable, 
Make thee run through a Hoop, or a Thumb-Ring, 
The Nofe of a Tabacco-pipe, and draw 
Thy dudile Bones our, like a Knicting-needle, 

' ° To 
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To ferve my fubtil turns. Bro. I fhall obey, Sir, Pic. 1 chank his VVorthip for ic. . 
And run a Thred, like an Hour. glafs. P. fen. Bue what is this old Gentleman. P.Ca.A Rogue, 
P. fen. Where is Broker ? | | A very Canter, I, Sir, one that mauxds 
Are not thefe Flies gone yet ? Pray’ quit my Houfe, Upon the Pad: VVe thould be Brothers though ; 
_ Vil fmoak you out elle. Fit. O! the Prodigal! For you are near as wretched as my felf, 
Will you be at fo much Charge with us, and Lofs ? You dare not ufe your Money, and I have none. 
$29 Madd have heard you ha’ offer’d,Sir,to lock up fmoak,| _ P. fen. Not ufe my Money, cogging Fack! who ufes it 
eve And cauk your Windows, fpar up all your Doors, At beteer Rates ? lets ie for more i’ the Hundred, 
alot, Thinking to keep it a clofe Prifoner wi’ you, | Than I do, Sirrah? P. sux. Be not angry, Uncle, 
7° And wept when it went out, Sir, at your Chimney. P. fen. VVhat? to difgrace me, with my Queen, as if 
ye Lt we) Fit. And yet his Eyes were drier than a Pumice. I did not know her Value. P. Ca. Sir, I meant 
aoc'@ + Shun. A wretched Ratcal, that will bind abouc You durft not to enjoy it. P. fes. Hold your peace, 
gq. fe 4* The Nofe of his Bellows, leit the Wind get out You are a Fack. 
- When he’s abroad. P. jun. Uncle, he thall be a Fobn, [Young Peni-boy-* 
Alm. Sweeps down no Cobwebs here, And you go to that,as gooda Man as youare: angry. 
But fells em for cue Fingers; and the Spiders, An’ I can make him fo, a better Man; 
~ As Creatures rear’d of Duft, and cott him nothing, Perhaps I will too. Come, let us go. P.fen, Nay,Kinfman, 
To fat old Ladics Monkeys. Fit. He has offer’d My worfhipful Kinfman, and the top of our Houfe, 
To gather up {pile Water, and preferve Do not your penitent Uncle thae Affrone, 
Each Hair falls trom him, to ftop Balls withal. _ | Fora rath word, to leave his joyful Threfhold, 
Shin. A Slave, and an Idolater to Pecunia! Before you fee the Lady that you long for, 
P. fen. You all have happy Memories, Gentlemen, The Venus of the Time and State, Pecunia! 
In rocking my poor Cradle. J remember too, I do perceive, your Bounty loves the Man, 
VVhen you had Lands and Credic, VVorfhip, Friends, | For fome concealed Vertue, that he hides 
I, and could give Security : Now you have none, Under thofe Rags. P.Ca. Lowe my Happinefs to him, 
Or will have none right fhorcly. This can Time, The waiting gn his Worfhip, fince I brought him 
And the vicifficude of Things. I have The happy News, welcome to all young Heirs. 
All chefe, and Money too, and do poffefs em, | P. jun. Thou didft indeed, for which I chank thee yet. 
And am right heartily glad of all our Memories, Your Fortunate Prince/s, Uncle, is long a coming. 
And both ehe Changes. Fit. Let us leave the Viper. P. Ca. She is not rigg’d, Sir ; fecting torch fome Lady, 
P. fen, He’s glad he is rid of his Torture, and {fo foon. | Will coft as much as turnifhing a Fleet. 
Brecker, come hither, up, and tell yourLady,- Here fhe’s come at laft, and like a Gally | 
She muft be ready prefently, and Statute, | Gilt i the Prow. [The Study ss open’d,where fhe fits in State. 
Band, Mortgage, Wax : My prodigal young Kinfman. P. yun. Is this Pecunia? 
VVill ftreighe be here to fee her ; *top of qur'Houfe, | P.fen.Vouchfafe my toward Kinfman,gracious Madam, 
The flourifhing and flanting Pen: boy. a 7 The Favour of your Hand. | : 
VVe were but three of us inallthe world, © Pec. Nay of my Lips Sir, (She kiffeth bim. 
My Brother Francs, whom they call’d Frank Peni-boy, | Tohim.  P. jun. She kiflcs like a mortal Creature. 
Lather to this; he’'sdead. This Peni boy Almighty Madam, (have long’d to fee you. 
Is now the Meir! I, Richer Peni boy, : , Pec. And I have my defire, Sir, to behold 
Not Richard, but old Harry Peni boy, _ ‘| That Youth and Shape, which in my Dreams and Wakes 
And (to make Rymce) clofe, wary Peni-boy, | _- | T have fo oft contemplated, and fele . frol. 
J fhall have all at laft, my hopes do tell me. | Warm in my Veins, and native as my BI Ke gat 2n~ 
Go, fee all ready 5 and where my Dogs have faulted, When I was told of your arrival here, hae 
Remove it with a Broom, and {weeten all I felc my Heart beat, as ic would leap out “em ta he 
VVich a Slice of Juniper, not too much, but fparing, In Speech ; and all my Face it was a Flame Mor 
VVe may be faulty our felves elfe, and tarn prodigal, But how ic came to pafs, I do not know. 
. _ _Inentertaining of the Prodigal. . 7 P. jun. O! Beauty loves to be more proud than Nattre, 
de Aw Caaf Vere heis ; and with him—— what! a Clapper-Dudgeon !| That made you blufh. I cannot fatisfie | 
Sa ae That’s a good Sign, to have the Beggar follow him ‘| My curious Eyes, by which alone I’m happy, 
bot, 14" So near, at his firft entry into Fortune. In my bcholding you. P.Cz, They pafs che Complement | 
‘ase ty SP Oy pit phn, Seta. PL. em Capt Toes, | Prettily well. [He effet ber. 
hero f lg = Aé&t If, Scene V. Pic. I, he does kifs her, Llike him. 
I yabe t a me sped _ > as tan, |_ P. jun. My Paffion was clear contrary, and doubrful,. 
preg ull t ! The Son oo, fi Pick lock, Canter. {I thook for tear, and yet Idanc’d for joy, go. 
He Mo, Pr wri y Koran — (A fits) Lo Faden o 4am 1 Lhad fuch Motions asthe Sun-beams make g y, ». 25. 
Sy Jit» yryBroker, Pecunia, Statute, Band, Wax, Mortgage, | (gaint a Wall or playing ona Water, ie 
ae — Gin Prwue}iid in the Study. oe Or trembling Vapour of a boyling Pot—— 
Li, a Koel, on Vial Goly ativan fe fraeon’ Heed P. fen. That’s not fo good; it fhould ha’ been a Craczble 
US! aa’ Ow now, old Uncle? Iam come to fee thee, VVich molten Metal, fhe had underflood ic. 


Beth wif And the gave Lady here, the Daughter of Ophir, P. jun. | cannot talk, but I can love you, Madam : 
Kunin Hin Chey fay thou keepft. P. fen. Sweet Nephew, if the were | Are thefe your Gentlewomen? I love them too. 
sho he Daughter of the Sux, fie’s ‘at your fervice, And which is Miftris Statute? Miftris Band ? 


wad 0 < 
hy “ff tu And dost, and thewhole Family, They all kifs clofe, the lait ftuck to my Lips. 
fr # 44 1\/ VarfhipfaFNephevw...Rayo. Saiftchou fo, dearUncle] Bro. It was my Ladies Chamber- maid, lott Wax. | 
yor Jit, V Velcome my Friends then: Here is Domine Picklock, P.jun.Soft Lips the has,I am fure on’t. Mother Mortgage 
sag wd /hay»My Man 0 Law, follicits all my Caufes, ~ 1 Pil owe a Kids, cill the be younger. Statute, : | 
ay Ke t's 72,Vollows my Bufinefs, makes and compounds my Quarrels | Sweet Miftris Band, and honey, little /Yax, 
cull Vfnon Retween my Tenants and me 3 fows all my Scrites, VVe mult be better acquainted. ‘ 
Lt) AN * And reaps them too; troubles the Country for me, | He doubles the Complement to them all. 
ae And vexes any Neighbour that I pleafe. Sta. VVe are but Servants, Sir. | 
pai "Epon P. fen. But with Commiflion? Band. But whom her Grace is fo content to grace, 
fy want seed) on,P. jut, Uader my Hand and Seal. | VVe thall obferve. Wax. And with all fic refpect. 

annus P. fen worfhipful Place! Mor. In our poor Places. 
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Wax. Being 
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Wax. Being her Graces Shadows. 


- P. jun. A fine well-fpoken Family. What's thy name? |, 


Bro. Broker. P. jus. Methinks my Uncle fhould not 
Who is a crafty Knave enough, believe it. (need thee, 


Art chou her Graces Steward? Bro. No, her Ufher, Sir. 
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ExpeGation. Which is be ? . 
Mirth. Taree or four : old Covetoufnels, the fordid Peni- 
‘boy, the Money-bawd, whe is @ Flefh-bawd too, they fay. 
Tattle. Bus bere is never a Fiend to carry him away. 
Befides, be has never a Wooden Dagger ! I'ld not give a Rufl 
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P. jun. What, o’ the Halt? chou haft.a fweeping Face,| for 4 Vice, that bas not a Wooden Dagger to {nap at every 


Thy Beard is like a Broom. _ Bro. No barren Chin, Sir, 
I am no Eunuch, though a Geneleman-U ther. 

P. jun. Thou fhale go with us. Uncle I muit have 
My Prizce/s forth today. P. fen. Whither you pleafe, Sir, 
You thall command her. Pec. I will doall grace 
To my new Servant. P. fes. Thanks unto your bounty; 


He is my Nephew, and my Chief, the Point, 


[Old Peni-boy thanks her, but makes bis Condition. 
Tip, Top, and Tufe of all our Family ! 
Bur, Sir, condition’d always you return 
Statute, and Band home, with my {weet, foft Wax, 
And my good Nurfe, here, Mortgage. P. jun.Q! what elfe? 
P. fen. By Broker. P. Fu. Do not fear. 
P. fex. She thall go wi’ you, | 
Whither you pleafe, Sir, any where. P. Ca. I fee 
A Money-Bawd, is lightly a Flefh-Bawd too. . . 
Pic. Are you advisd ?*Now o’ my faith, this Canter 


aa? be gid 
arth. That was the old way, Gofip, when Iniqui 
came in like Hokos Pokos, in 2 Pole tekin with full 
Skirts, like the Knave of Clubs! but now they are attir’d like. 
Men and Women o° the time, the Vices Male and Female ! 
Podigality like @ young Hesr, and bis Miftris Money 
(whofe Favours be fcatters like Counters) prank’t up like a 
prime Lady, the Infanta of the Mines. 
Cen. I, therein they abufe an honourable Princefs, it is 
thought. | oS . 
Mirth. By whom is st fo thought 2 or where lyes the abufe? 


re in ‘the [tiling ber Infanta, and giving ber 
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irth. Take beed it lye not in the Vice of your interpheta-¢/: ae 


tion : what have Aurelia, Clara, Pecunia to do with any : 
? Bs a 


Perfon ? do they any more, but expre/s the property of Money, 


ee 


which is the Daughter of Earth, and drawn out of the Mines 2fol * Jat 2 


Is there nothing to be call’d Infanta, but what is [ubjel to 


« Foat 


Would make a good grave Burge/s in fome Barn. 
P. ju. Come, thou fhalt go with us Uncle. exception? W] 
P. Ca. By no meany, Sir. 

_ P. ju. We'll have both Sack, and Fidlers. 


y not the Infanta of the Beggers? or Intanta ser Vor ~ 


Cen. om 1 A/a ft Rete 


FIO 


P. fen. Vil not draw that charge upon your Worfhip. 
P. Ca. He fpeaks modeftly, © 
And like an Uncle. P. fen. But Mas Broker, here, 
He fhall attend you, Nephew ; her Graces Uther; 
And what you fancy to beftow on him, 
Be not too lavifh, ufe a temperate Bounty, 
Til take it co my felf. P. jus. I will be Princely, 
While 1 poffefs my Princefs, my Pecunia. — 
P. fen. Where is’t you eat ? 7 
P. jun. Hard by, at Picklocks Lodging, 
Old Lickfnger’s the Cook, herein Rasm- Alley. | 
 -P.fen.He as good Chear; perhaps Pll come and {se you. 
P. Can, O, fie! an Alley, and a Cooks-fhop, grols, 
| (The Canter takes bim afide and perfwades him. 
Twill favour, Sir, moft rankly of ’em both. 
Let your Meat rather follow you to a Tavern. 
Pice A Tavern’s as unfit too for a Princefs. 
 P. Ca. No, Ihave known a Princefs, and a great one, 
Come forth of a Tavern. Pie. Not go in, Yr, though. 
P. Ca. She mutt go in, if fhe came forth: the bleffed 
Pokahontas (as the Hiftorian calls her | x 
And great Ki er of Virgins _ 
Hath been in Womb of a Tavern; and befides, 
Your nafty Uncle will fpoil all your mirth, 
And be as noyfom. Pic. Thats true. P. Ca. No *faith, 
Dine in Apollo with Pecunsa, 
At brave Duke Wadloos, have your Friends about you, 
And make a day on’t. P. jan. Content ’i faith: 
Qur Meat fhall be brought thither. Ssmon the King, 
Will bid us welcom. Pic. Patron, I have a fuit. 
P.jun.What's that ? Pic. That you will carry the Infante 
To fee the Staple, her Grace will be a grace, A#, $4 


nd have her Arms fet up there, with 


wrelia Clara Pecunia, the Infants. 


Bn, 


Mirth. Faith, and be beard you, Cenfure, be would go 
near to flick the Alfes Ears to your bigh dreffing, and per= 
baps to all ours for barkening to you. 

Tattle. By'r Lady but be fhould not to mine, I would 
barken, and barken, and cenfure, if I faw case, be th? 
other Princefs fake Pokahontas, furnam’d the Blefled, 
whors be has abus'd indeed (and I do cenfure him, and will 
cenfure him) to fay foe came forth of a Tavern, was faid 
like @ paltry Poet, WO/4 aun a 7%. 

Mirch. Thats but one Gofips Opinion, and my “Golfip 
Tattle’s too ! but what fays Expectation, bere, fhe fits fullen’ 
and filent. | 5 

Expectation. Troth I expect their Office, their great OF- 
fice the Staple, what it will be ! they bave talk’t on’t, but 


we fee’t not open yet; would Butter would come in, and 
Spread it felf a little to us. 


o° the Gipfies? as well as King of Beggers, and King o Ayer 

Gipfies ? er Ae L£EErs; 2 fg CEL? 
Cc and there wre no wifer than I I would fow .yayn. 

bin in a Sack, and fend bim by Sea to bis Princels. ra 


ALE 


bs aden. 


Mirth. Or the Butter-box, Buz, the Emiffary. Wee oom a Hat, 
Tattle. When it is churn’d, ana div, we fhall bear of it, art. 2 


Expectation. 


st be fre(h and faveet Butter ; but fay st 
be fowr and wh T frefh f y J 


eyifh. 


° e od. S ; a e ‘ oe . 
And in Apollo. “Come (fweet Princefs) go. 5, “Yar. \cember fee! G<fraet; Smad Tent a and, 
P. fen. Broker, be carefyl. of your charge. es” va I fay no more, but— Dixi.-# Lr Coe fort, # ecesn den, wer. 
ps iS Kose Paec— Fen Lf Lice haw? — A Zn Fe e 2 
Bro. I warrant you, 4% 2« 0° 7 : WA ze 
| hun Mr ate -A- urn SY; Vas CFF Ory Lty/s b ote, tabice Hm | eoreh «9. 
The fecorid Intermean after the fecond Ac. o the Reavers. | 


ae 


t Griferh, faa, het he Versdy aS whaters Vo ee a ee 

fet fi Li phetihe? fo! felt Ip les ? - \Aoif, Ne ated oy ‘ ise. LCG Th aes 
kh galt fe prt fy, rs Orref end ws ie fen Pind a= nha AL dges = ee Va 
hime f af Come aula a Yorte net: fv +7 ) colt 9 Se sents} foobar: “id al fa Beis 
seep ig Eig Hie! hath ook Ge witey ip iG «fe SR Ee kom, 
es te re fart duly Gon ly pe lvprid last 16 3}. 4. e aa 


pretty « hk Na flf Sys. far bcesrds 
‘A Gas and du a 


ie 


Caps. 

Ge Why this is Der ! intolerable ! {cur- 

vy ! neither Devil nor Fool in this Play! pray God 

fome on us be not a Witch, Goffp, tofore(peak the matter thus. 

Mirth. I fear we are all {uch, and we were old enougb : 

But we are not all old enough to make one Witch. How like 
you the Vice # the Play. 


I wot co: ae ae a a pears Ai Ine ney hp Sl. Ly 
"N this following AG, the Office is open'd, and flew'n to coe 9 


the Prodigal, and bis Princels Pecunia, wherein the 
Allegory, and purpofe of the Author bath bitherto bees 
wholly miftaken, and fo. finifter an Interpretation been made, 
as if the. Souls of moft of the Spectators had liv’d in the 
Eyes and Ears of thefe ridiculous Gofips that tattle aa 


442 
the Acts, But be prays you thas to mend it. To confider the 
News bere vented to be none of bis News, or any reafonable 
Mans; but News made like the Times News, (a4 weekly 
Cheat to draw Money) and could not be fitter reprebended. 
than in raifing this ridiculous Office of the Staple, awherein 
the Age may fee ber own Folly, or buncer and thirff after 


all at b:me, and no Syllable of trush im them , than which there 
cannot be a greater Difeafein Nature, or a fouler {corn put up- 
‘ Z_.ton the Times, And fo apprebending it, you (hall do the Au- 
Md C od thor and your own digas a Courtefie, and perceive the 
‘ Lr Trick of alluring Money to rhe Othce, and there coz ni 
Oe he eople. If you bave the Truth, reft quiet, and confider that 
ng yaad Peepres 7? ? ’ 


gts 
sy, te A Ficta, voluptatis caufa, fine proxima veris. 
LEON icf Ree beeen 


The Staple of News. 


publifh’d Pampbletsof News, fer out every Saturday, but made | p,,,;. 


the | Uhis is che Governor, kifs 


Fit. Ido admire this nimble Ingine, Piclock, | 


(Fitton is brought about. | 
Cym. Cuz, What did I fay ? 
Fit. Youhave re@ified my Error! 


Act II. Scene IL 


boy, jun. P. Canter, Pecunia, Statute, 
Wax, Broker, Cuftomers. 


B* your leave Gentlemen, what news? 
P your new Office? Prince/s, 


Band, Mortgage, 


good, good fill? 
here's the Staple ! 

him, noble Prince/;, 
For my fake. Thom, how is it honelt Thom ? 
How does thy Place, and thou ? My Creature, 


@ 
4 


Prince/s, 


, pe . [He tells Pecunia of Th 
Va f This is my Creature, give him your Hand to be? = 
A& IIL. Scene [ He was my Barber, now he writes Clericas! 
_ | I peer oe Place for him, and gave it him. 
: Dp; ; -Ca, He fhould have {poke of that, Sir, and not ‘ 
Fitton, Cymbal : To oo Regifter, Clerk, Two do not do one i go P. gun. "Tis me 
. But Tam loth to lofe my Curtefies. 
Ou hunt upon a wrong {cent ftill, and think F. Ca So are all they thac do them to vain ends, 
Y The Air of things will carry ’em, bue ic muft And yet you do lofe, when you pay your felves 
Be reafon and proportion, not fine founds, ' P. jun.No more 0” your Sentences,Canter, they are flale, 
My coufin Cymbal, mult get you this Lady. We come for Piews, remember where you are. 
You have entertain’d a Pettytogger here, ' | Upray thee lee my Prince/s hear fome News, 
Picklock, with tru{t of an Emiffaries Place, Good Mafter Cymbal, Cym. What news would the heag ? 
And he is all for che young Prodigal, . Or of what kind. Si ? P. jun. Any, any kind, 
You fee he has lett us. Cy. Come, you donot know him, [5° it be News, the neweft that thou haft, 
That fpeak thusof him. He will have a Trick, Some News of State for a P rince{s. 
* To open us a gap by a Trap-door, ! Cym. Read from Rove there. [ News from Rome. 
When they leait dream on’t. Here he comes. What news?| 740. They write, the King of Spain is chofen Pope. 
Pic. Where is my Brother Buz 2 my Brother Amsler 2 P. jun. How? - | | 
The Regi ster, Examiner, and the Clerks ? — Tho, And Emperor too, the Thirtieth of February. 
Appear, and lec us mutter all in Pomp, P. sun. Is the eg ‘dead ? Ho 
For here will be the rich Infanta, prefently, Cym. No, buc he has refign’d, | 
To make her vific. . Pens-boy the Heir,” [News of the Emperor and Tilly. 
My Patron, has got leave tor her to pla‘ : And trails a Pite now, under Tthy. Fst. For Penance. 
With all her Train, of che old Churl Ker Guardian. P. sun. Thefe will beget ftrange turns in Chrifendom ! 
Now is your time to make all court unto her, Zéo. And Spinola is made General of che Fefuits. 
That fhe may firft bue know, then love the Place . [News of Spinola. 
And fhew it by her frequent vifitshere: - =~ P. yun. Stranger! Fit. Sir, all are alike true and Certain, 
And afterwards get her co fojourn with you, Cym. All the pretence to the Fifth Monarchy 
She will be weary of the Prodigal quickly. [ Tbe Fifth Monarchy wsniting the Ecclefiaftick 
Cym. Excellent news! | : | * and Secular Power, 
Fit: And counfel of an Oracle ! Was held bur vain, uncil the Ecclefiaftichk | 
Cym. How fay you Coufin Fitton? And Secular Powers were united thus, 
Fit. Brother -Picklock, en Both in one Perfon. Fit. °T has been long the aim 
I fhall adore thee for this parcel of Tidings, ‘Of the Houle of Aufria. Cym. See but Maximilian 
ft will cry up the Credit of our Office oe gar [4 Plot of the Houfe of Auftria, 
Eternally, and make our Staple Immortal! « His Letters to the Baron of Boutter{heim, : : 
Pic. Look your Addrefies then be fair and fit, Or Scheiter-buyfen, Fit. No, of Liechtenfein, 
And entercain her and her Creatures too, Lord Paul,\ chink. P. jan. I have heard of fome fuch thing: 
Lol, Ask With all the Adigniardife, and quaine Careffes Don Spinola made General of the ‘Fefwits! | More 


No lefs a Courter than a Man 0° Law. | 

muft embrace thee. Pic. Tut, 1 am Vertumnys, 
On every change, or chance, upon occafion, 

. Atrue.Chamelion, I can colour tor’t. - 

oy - I move upon my Axel like a Turn-pike, 
tL kt hf it my Face to the: Parties, and become 
Clo ry , p-AStreight one of them. Cyr. Sirs, up into your Desks, 
pfun. touk: And {pred the Ralls upon the Table, fo. 
at tara 040: Ys the Examiner fet? Reg. Yes, Sir. 
fad Wot fore, - Cy. Ambler and Buz are both abroad now. 
fe KyHy eon. Pic. We'll fuftain their Parts. 
ae hag » No matter, lec them ply the Affairs without, 
[ern 7 Let us alone within, I like thac well. 


[Fiecon pars on the Office Cloke,and Cymbal the Gown, | bur - 


On with the Cloke, and you with the Staple Gown, 
And keep your State, ftoop.only to the In/anta ; 
We'll have a flight at Mortgage, Statute, Band, — 
#90 And hard, but we'll bring Wax unto the recive ;* 
Each know his feveral Province, and difcharge ic. 
y eter jon Kib firm, hares been Prasg, trol Lar. 
Agen ‘ 


You can put on ‘em, Fit. Thou feem’lt by thy Language, ' A Pricft! 


Cym. O, no, he is difpens’d withal, 
: And the whole Society; who do now appear 
he only Engivcers of Christendom. : 
P. jun. They have been thought fo long,and rightly too, 
st. Witncis che Engine that they have prefented him, 
To wind himicif with, up into the Moon, 
And thence make all his Difcoveries ! Cym. Read on. 
Tho. And Vite: lefeo, he chat was laft General, 
Bess g naw curs d Cook to the Society, 
Eas Gs vit hes Excellence fuch a Dith of Eggs—— 
a | | [His Eggs. 
Po qun, Niiar noech’d 2 Tho. No, powder’d. 
Gyan AG te Vole is Wild-fire, 


of Spinola. 


Asi thaitine coguer no more Towns, eH 
reew es wy Bap Te (hall clear confume ‘ 
Palin 1h vane & <ul and bear down 
All en ara a a Cy. Never be extinguifh’d, a 
Lufale eo eens! Pa. And trom Florence. 
Tau ivy wists was found in Galileo's Study, | ! 
[ Galiizo’s Study. 
A burn- 


7 a VN : 
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A burning Gla/s (which they have fent him'too) ~*~ 
To Fire any Fleet that’s ouc at Sea—— oo 
Cym. By Moonfhine, ist notfo?. — 
Tho. Yes,-Sir, ? the Warer. —' 


| [The burning Glafs by Moon-fhine. 
P.jun. His ftrengths will be unrefiftable, if this hold: 


Ha’ you no News againft him on thecontrary?) 
Cla. Yes, Sir, they write here, one Cornelins-Son,’, - 
on | [The Hollander’ Eel. 

Hath made thé Hallanders an invifible Eel, as 

To {wim the Haven at Dunkirk, and fink all Ye 

The Shipping there. P. jan. Why ha’ not you this, TZom ? 
Cym. Becaule be keeps the Pontificial fide. 


What News it iffues. 

Where both the Curious and the Negligent ; 

_| The Scrupulous and Carelefs; Wild and Stay’d ; 
'The Idle and Laborious; all do meet, © — 


He can make that difcovery. P. Ca. Yes, in Ale. 
P. jun. Let me have all this News, made up, and feal’d. 
Reg. The People prefs upon us. Pleafe you, Sir, 

Wichdraw with your fair Prince/s. There’s a Room 

_ | [The Regifter offers him a Room. 

Within, Sir, toretiretoo. P. jun. No, good Regifer, 

We'll ftand it out here, and obferve your Office ; 

af [The Office cal’d the Houfe of Fame. 
Reg. Tis the Houfe of Fame, Sir, _ 


To tafté the Cornu copie of her Rumors, 
Which the, ‘the Mother of Sport, pleafeth to {catter 


(Peni-boy will have him change fides. 

P. jun, How, change fides, Thom. *I'was never in my 
thought 

To put thee up againft our felves. 


Among. the vulgar : Baits, Sir, for che People ! 
And they ‘will bite like Fifhes. P. jan. Lec’s fee’. 


‘Come down; _ Dop. Ha’ youin your profane Shop, any News. 


Quickly. Cym. Why, Sire 4 ta | | (1. Cuff. A fhe Baptift. a Jee ye» 
aan Pe I venter'd ‘not my Money O’ the Saints at Amfterdam? — ; aD Pipres sf. 


Reg. Yes, how much. would you? 

Dop. Six Penny worth. - 
_ Reg. Lay your Money down, read Thomas: . 
Tho. The Saints do wrice, they expect a Prophet, fhortly, 

| [ Prophet Baal expected in Holland. 

The Prophet Baal, to. be fent over to chem, 4o=/5! 54597 
To calculate a Time, and half a Time, GQ =-G/egity en Graeehe 
And the whole Time, acco “9 to Niometry. Ded rp sue bese of of te 


Upon thofe Terms: If he may change, why fo. 
Til ha’ him keep his own fide, fure. Fi. Why, let him, 
Tis but writing fo much over again. - 

P. jun. For that tl bear the charge ; There's two Pieces, 

Fit: Come, do not ftick with the Gentleman. = 

Cym. I'll take, none, Sir. ma 2 * 
And yet he fhall ha’the Placé 

P. jun, They thall be Ten then,: [bough be pay for it. 
Up Thom : and th’ Office hall take ’em.Keep your fide,7 dom. 
Know your own fide, donot forfake your tide, Téom. 

Cym. Read. Tho. They write here one Cornelins-Son, 
Hath made the Hollanders aninvifible Eel, 
To fwim the Haven at Dunkirk, and fink all 
The thipping there. P. jun. But how is’t done? — 

Cym. Vil thew you, Sir. a 
Ie is an Automa, runs under Water, 

With a fnug Nofe, and has a nimble Tail Reg. Moft likely: « oe | 
Made like an Auger, with which Tail fhe wrigles Dop. Have you no other of that fpecies? Reg. Yes, 
$3/ Betwixt the Coatts of a Ship, and finks ic ftreight. «7% But dearer, it will coft~you a Shilling. Dsp. Verily, 

P. jun, Whence ha’ you this News. There is a Nine-pence, I will fhed no-more. 

Fit. Froma right Hand I affure you, Reg. Not co the good o' the Saints 2? Deo. I am notfure, 
The Ee! Boats here, that lye before Qycen-Hythe, That Man is good. Reg. Read, from Conjtazrinoole, 
Came out of Holland. P. jun, A moft brave Device, Nine penny’orth. Tho. They give out here, the Grand 
To murder their flat bottoms. Fi. I do grant you: Signin = == [ The great Turk turn'd Chriftian. 
But what if Spinola have a new Projeé? : Is certainly turn’d Chriftian, and to clear 

[Spinola’s new Project ; an Army in Cork-fhooes. The Controverfie *cwixt che Pope and him, 
To bring an Army over in Cork-fhooes, 7 Which is the Antichriff ; he meanstovific: 
And land them here at Harwich ? all his Horfe The Church at Amfferdam, this very Summer, 
Are fhod with Cork, and fourfcore Pieces of Ordinance, | And quit all Marks othe Beaft. Dop. Now joyful Tydings: 
Mounted upon Cork-carriages, with Bladders Who brought in this? Which Emiffary’ Reg. Buz. 
In ftead of Wheels to run the Paflage over _. | Your Countryman. Dop. Now, bletied be rhe Man, 
At a Spring-tide. P. jun. Is’e truce? ’ | And his whole Family, with the Nation. 


Fit. As true as the reft. | Reg. Yes, for Ambyyna, and the Juftice there ! -£ for anre Baw tr 
P. jun. He'll never leave his Engines : I would hear now This is a Doper, a the Anabaptift' L141 team 6 Aiepdt bom oy 7 
Sealand deliver her her News, difpatch. afig ft E-% ee 

od a, 


Some curious News. Cym. As what? 
P, jun. Magick or Alchimy, C. 2. Ha’ youany News from the Indies? any Miracle unas 
[ 2. Cut. 


Or flying i? the. Air, I care not what. | | 
Cla. They write from Libtzig (Reverence to your Ears) Done in Japan by the Fefuites? or in China ¢ 
The Art of drawing Farts out of dead Bodies, Cla. No, but we hear of a Colony of Cooks 
; (Extraction of Farts. [A ane a Cocks {ent over to convert the 
annibals. : 


| iP. gun. What's chat? iy Saget a-s7e A sos'at 
Tho. ‘The meafuring o’ the DM EMG Seok Bo horde 
Found out but lately, and: fer out by Archie, 4 (eZ Ove? I32 ide fe 
ae a (Archie mozrn’d theme seare., co/dca 
Or fome Tach Head, of whofe long Coar they have heard.) «6 7, 
And being black, defire if. Dop: Peace be with them! ag 
Reg. So there had need, for chey are {till by the Ears _ 
One with another. Dop. ‘It is their Zeal... . 


‘ 


Is by the Brotherhood of the Rofe Cros, 


Produc’d ynto Perfe@iion, in fo fweet 
And rich a Tincture— Fit. As there isno Prince/s, 
But may perfume her Chamber with th’ Extraction. 


To be fet a fhore o’ the Coaft of America, 
For the converfion of the Caniballs, 
And making them good eating Chriftians. 


Here comes the Colonel that undertakes it. 
C. 3. Who? Captain Lickfinger? 

| 3. Cujt. by Colonel Lickfinger. 
Lic. News, news my Boys: 

I am to furnifh a great Fealt to day, : 

And J would have what News the Office affords. 
Cla. We were venting fomeof you, of your new project. 
Reg.Afore twas paid tor,you were fomewhat too halty. 
P. jun. What Lickfinger ! wile thou convert the Canibalis, 

Wich Spit and Pan Duwvinity? Lic. Sir, for that 

I will not urge, bur for the eh and Zzal 


Wan Sta of om y wate vine Atle}. De fol Pant hah? 


Bou a : 
ph nyt BnrSrged CAI pg OG YE, bo ve, 


P. jun. There’s for you, Prince/s. 

P. Ca. What, a Fare for her? 

P. jun. I mean the Spirit. 

P. Ca. Beware how fhe refents it. 
_ P. jun. And what haft thou, Téom? 

Tho. The perpetual Motion, 

[The perpetual Motion. 

Is here found out by an Ale-wife in Saint Katherines, 
At the Sign o° the dancing Bears. 

P. jun. What, from her Tap? 
Vil go fee that, or elfé Pil fend old Canter. 


wn Cart A “Yefe faa bf goer po. 40g wits ws fof A 27 
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'To the true Caufe ; thus I have undertaken: 
Wich two Lay-brethren, to my felf, no more, 
One o’ the broach, th’ other o’ the boyler, 
In one fix Months, and by plain Cookery, 
No Magick to't, but old ‘fapbers Phyfick, 
The Father of the European Arts, | 
Yo make fuch Sauces for the Savages, . 
And Cooks their Meats, with thofe inticing Steems, 
As it would make our Canibal-Chriftians 
Forbear the mutual eating one another, 
Which they do do, more cunningly, then the wild 
Anthropopbagi, that {natch only ftrangers, 
Like my old Patrons Dogs there. P. jas.O, my Uncles 
Is Dinner ready, Lickfinger? Lic. When you pleafe, Sir. 
I was befpeaking but a Parcel of News, 
To ftrew out the long Meal withal, but’e feems 
You are furni(h’d here already. P. jun. O, not half! 
Lic. What Court-news is there ? any Proclamations, 
Or Edis to come forth? Tho. Yes, there is one? 
That the Kings Barber has got, for aid of our Trade: 
Whereof there is a manifeft decay. 
A Precept for the wearing of long Hair, 
[To let long Hair run to Seed, to fow bald pates. 
To run to Seed, to fow bald Pates withal, 
And the preferving fruitful Heads, and Chins, 
Tohelpa Myftery almoft antiquared. 
Such as are bald and barren beyond hope, 
Are to be feparated and fet by | 
For Ufhers to old Coussteffes. Lic. And Coachmen, 
22<To mount their Boxes reverencly, and drive, 
Haft 044 Like Lapwings, with a Shell upo’ their Heads, 
' Thorow the Streets) Ha’ you no News o’ the Stage ?- 
FH Yh yy wsA-nThey’ll ask me about mew Plays at Dinner time. 
kh “74@*And I fhould be as dumb asa Fith. To. O! yes, 
“de /_ Gus There 


is a Legacy lefc to the King’s Players 
— 7 oat ~ gs. [Spalato’s Legacy to the Players. 


o— 


\ 


J tm cd, Both for their various fhiftiag of their Scene, 
ve 9 And dext’rous change of their Perfons to all fhapes, 
U 4. fofnd all difguifes : by che Right Reverend 
pare Archbifhop ot Spalate.? Lic. He is dead that play’d him! 
$F Jy, Tho. Then h’ has loft his thare o” che Legacy. 
lhe miEs Lic. What news of Gundomer? Tho. A tecond Fifula, 
Lyte —KhkC Mek, 


7 Lie SC rape ufe of the Game at Chels, or Play 
wtf pot Laloyl fo called. | 
a eds Or pc caret (at leaft) : 
£993For putting the poor Exglifh play, was writ of him, 
To fuch a fordid ufe, as (is faid) he did, 
Of cleanfing his Poferior’s. j/Lic. Juftice | Juftice ! 
Tho. Since when, he lives Condemn’d to his fhare 
at Bruxels, 
And there fits filing certain politick Hinges, 
To hang the States on, h’ has heav’d off the Hooks, 
Lic. What muft you have for thefe? 
P, jun. Thou fhale pay nothing, 
But reckon em ’i the Bill. There’s twenty Pieces, 
(He gives Twenty pieces to the Office. 
Her Grace beftows upon the Office, Thom : 
VVrite thou thatdown for News. Reg. We may well do’t, 
We have not many fuch. P. jus. There’s Twenry more, 
If you fay fo 3 my Princefs is a Prince/s! [ Doubles it. 
And put that too, under the Office Seal. | 
[Cym.rakes Pecunia afide, courts and woos her to 
| the Office. | 
Cym. If ic will pleafe your Grace to fojourn here, 
And take my Roof for covert, you fhall know 
The Ritcs belonging to your Blood and Birth, 
Which few can apprehend : thefe fordid Servants, 
Which rather are your Keepers, then Attendants, 
Should not come near your Prefence. I would have 
You waited on bY Ladies, and your Train 
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] As the fine Poet Jays! Fit. 


The Staple of Nek 


But-to the Adufick, nor a drop of Wine, 
Mixt wich his Water, wichout Harmony. 
Pec. You are a Courtier, Sir, or fomewhat mere? 
That have this tempting Language! 
Cym. I'm your Servant, 
Excellent Prsnce/s, and would ha’ -you ap 
That which you are. Come forth State, and wonder, 
Of thefe our Times, dazle the vulgar Eyes, 
And ftrike the People blind with admiration. 
P. Can. Why, that’s the end of Wealth! thruft Riches 
outward, | 
And remain Beggers within : contemplate nothing 
But the vile fordid things of Time, Place, Money, 
And let the Noble and the Precious go ; | 
Vertue and Honefty, hang ’em ; poor thin Membranes 
Of Honour; who refpects them ? O, the Fates ! 
How hath all juft true Reputation fall’n, 
since Money, this bafe Money ’gan to have any! 
[Fitton bath been courting the Waiting-women, this 
while, and is jeered by thems. 
Ban, Pitty the Gentleman is not Immortal. 
Wax. As he gives out, the Place is by defcription. 
Fit. A very Paradife, if you faw all, Lady. 
Wax. lam the Chamber-maid, Sir, you miftake, 
My Lady may fee all. 7 
Fit. Sweet Miftris Statute, gentle Miftris Bend, 


| And Mother Mortgage, do but get het Grace 


To fojourn here. Pic. Ithank you gentle Wax. 
Mer. If it were a Chattel, I would try my Credit. 
Pic. So it is, for Term of Life, we count ic fo. 

Sta. She means Inheritance to bim and his Heirs : 

Or that he could affure a State of years : 

Pil be his Statute-Staple, Statute- Merchant, 

Or what he pleafe. Pic. He can expe& no more. 
Ban, His Coufin, Alderman Security, 

That he did talk of fo, een now —— Sta. Who is 

The very Broch o” the Bench, Gem o’ the City. 

Ban. He and his Deputy, but affure his Life 

For one Seven years. Sta. And fee what we'll do for him, 

Upon his Scarlet Motion. Bas. And old Chaia, 

That draws the City-ears. Wax. When he fays nothing, 

But alg it ~~ Ste. A moving Oratory ! 

Ban. Dum etorsck and filent Eloquence! 
Come, they all fcorn us, 

Do you not fee’t ? the Family of fcorn! 

__ Bro. Donot believe him! gentle Mafter PickJock, 

They underftood you not : the Gentlewomen, 


SSF 


| They thought you would ha’ my Lady fojourn with you, 


And you defire but now and then a Vific ? 
Pic. Yes, if the pleas’d, Sir, it would much advance. 


| Unto the Office her continual Refidence! 


(I {peak but asa Member.) Bro, ’Tis enough. 
I apprehend you. And it fhall go hard, 
But Pll fo work, as fome body fhall work her ! 
_ Pic. *Pray you change with our Mafter, but a word 

_ aboutic | 

P. jun. Well, Lickfnger, fee that our Meat be ready, 

Thou haft News enough. Lic, Something of Bethlem Gabor, 
And then I’m gone. Zo. We hear he has devis'd 4702 9, 
A Drum, to fill all Chriftendom with the found : 4. 


[Bethlem Gabor’s Drugw. 
Bat that he cannot draw his Forces near it, ° 


‘To march yet, for the violence of the noife. 


And therefore he is fain by a defign, 
To carry ’em in the Air, and at fome diftance, 
Till he be married, then they fhall appear, = 
Lic. Or never ; well, God b’ wi’ you ({tay, who’s here ?) 
A little of the Duke of Bavier, and then-—— 
[The Duke of Bavier. 
Cla. H? has taken a gray Habic, and is curn’d 
The Churches Adiller, grinds the Catholick Grift 
Wich every Wind : and Tily takes the Toll. 
Cu. 4. Ha’ youany #ewso’ the Pageants to fend down 
| 4 | . L4 Cut. The Pageants. 
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Into the feveral Counties? . All the Country — 
Expected from the City moft brave Speeches, 

Now, at the Coronation. Lic. It expected 

More than it underftood : for chey ftand mute, 

Poor innocent dumb things; they are but Wood, _ 
As is the Bench and Blocks, they were wrought ort; yet 
f day Come, and the Sun thine, perhaps, 

They 


Caf. 4.. Ha? you any Forreft-news 2 


1 fu Jay, an 


(5.Cuft. The new Park in the Forreft of Fools. 


Tho. None very wild, Sir, | 
Some tame there is, out 0’ the Forref of Fools, 
A new Perk is a making there,to fever — 
Cuckolds of Awtler, fom the Raskals. Such || . | 
- Whofe Wives are dead, and have fince caft their Heads, 
Shall remain Cackolds pollard. Lic. Vi ha’ chat news. 
Cu... And, 2. And I. 3. And I. 4.AndI. 5. And. 
[Peni-boy would swvite the Mafter of the Office. 
_ Cym. Sir, I detire to be excus’d ; and, Afedam, 
I cannot leave my Office the firft day. 
My Coufin Fitton here, fhall wait upon you, 3 4 
And Emiffery Picklock. P. jue. And Thows.Clericms? 
Cym. I cannot {pare him yet, but he thall follow you, 
When they have ordered the Rolls. Shut up th’ Offer, 
When you ha’ done, till two a Clock. 


A& Ill. Scene Il 
| Shanfield, Almanack, Madrigal, Clerks. 
Y your leave, Clerks, 


» 


Where fhall we dine to day? do you know? fehe, 
( Jeerers. 


Alm. Where’s my fellow Fitton ? 

Tho. New gone forth. | 

Shun. Cannot your Offce tell us, what brave fellows 
Do eat together co Day, in Town, and where? 

The. Yes, there’s a Gentleman, the brave Heir, young 

.Peni-boy, 

~ Dines in Apollo. Mad. Come, let’s thither then, 
Tha’ fupt in Apollo! Alm. With the Mu/fes. Mad. No, 
But with two Gentlewomen, call’d the Graces. 

Alm. They’ were ever three in Poetry. 


Mad. This was truth, Sir. *” 
Tho. Sir, Mafter Fitton’s there too! Shun. All the better! 
Alm. We may have a jeer, perhaps. 
Shun. Yes, youll drink, Dogor, | 
(It there be any good Meat) as much good Wine now, 
_ As would lay up a Dutch Ambaffador 
‘Tho. If he dine there, he’s fure to have good Meat, 
For Lickfinger provides the Dinner. im. Who? 
The glory o’ the Kitchin? thar holds Cookery — 
A Trade from Adam? quotes his Broths and Salads? 
And fwears he’s not dead yet, but tranflated 
In fome immortal Cruft, the Pa/te of Almonds 2” 
Mad. The fame. He holds no Man can be a Poer, 
That is not a good Cook, to know the Palats,~ 
Rad Gereralratao'the time. He drawsall rts 
Out of the Kitchin, but the Art of Poetry, 
Which he concludes the fame with Cookery. 
Shun. Tut, he maintains more Herefs than that. 
He'll draw the Magiftcrium from a Minc’d-pye, - 
And prefer Jellies, to your ‘fulips, Doétor. 
Alm. T was at an Olle Podrida of his making, | 
Was a brave piece of Cookery ! at a Funeral! 
But opening che Pot-lid, he made us laugh, 
Who’ had wept all Day! and fent us fuch a tickling 
Into our Noftrils, as the Funeral Feaft 
Had bin a Wedding-dinner. 
And chat bue moderate, he will make a Syres 
Sing i’ che Kettle, fend in an Arion, 
In a brave Broth, and of a watry Green, 
‘Juft the Sea-colour, mounted on the back 
_ Of a grown Cunger, but in fuch a pofture, _ 
As all the World would take him for a Dolphin. . 
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Mad. He’s a rare Fellow, without queftion! but 
He holds fome Paradoxes. . Alm. I, and Pfeudodoxes. 
Marry, for moft, he’s Orthodox i’ the Kitchin. 

Mad. And knows the Clergies tafte! 

Alm. land the Laseties! i. & oe a 

Shas. You think not 0” your time, we’tl come too fate, 
If we go riot prefently. dad. Away then. Shwn. Sirs, 
You muft get o’ this News, to ftore your Office, | 
Who dines and fups 8 the Town? where, and with whom 2 
"I will be beneficial: when you are ftor’d, 
es as re like our fare, we ne reward you. 

Cla. ae Trade, ’rwill be. / 

Tho. Much like D. Humphries, — 
But, now and thenyasth’ Holelome Proverb fays, 
"Twill obfonere famem ambulando. 

Cla. Shut up the Office, gentle Brother Thorsas. 


Tho. Brother Nathaniel, 1 ha’ the Wine for you. fit, yh, 
I _ to fee us, one day, Emiffaries. «7 a 
Cla. er! 


Gaol fn Gobo Yay. 
ae 


Why not? ’Slid, I defpair not to be 44 
A& Il. Scene IV. 
Peni-boy fen. Broker, Cymbal, 


He is tarted with Broker’s coming back. 


1 ¥ FOw now? I think I was born under Hercules Star! 


Nothing but trouble and tumult co opprefs me ? 
Why cote you back ? where is your charge? 
Bro. I ha’ broughe | 
A gentleman to fpeak with you. 
P. fen. To {peak with me ? 
You know ‘tis death for me to fpeak with any Man. 
What.ishe? fetmea Chair. Bro. He’s the Adafer 
Of the great Office. P. fen. What ? 
Bro. The Staple of News, | 
A mighty thing, they talk Six thoufand.a.year. - | 
P. fen. Well, bring your jx in. Where ha’ you kefe 
_ Pecunia? | 
Bro. Sir, in Apollo, they are {carce feta 
P. fen. Bring fix. 
Bro. Here is.the Gentleman. 
P. fen. He pat) sees me, 
I cannot rife, 2 difeas’d Man. Cym. By no means, Sir, | 
Refpe& your Health and Eafe. 
P. fen. Ic is no pride in me! | 
But pain, pain; what’s your Errand, Sir, to me? 
Broker, return to your Charge, be Argas-eyed, | 
| ) Ele fends Broker back. 
Awake, to the affair you have in hand, 
Serve in Apollo, but take heed of Bacchus. 
Goon, Sir. Cym. Lam come to {peak with you. 
P. fen. *Tis pain for me to fpeak, a very death, 
But I will hear you! Cym. Sir, you have a Lady, 
That fojourns with — 
P. fen. Ha? J am-fomewhat fhore 
| | He pretends ixfirmity. 
In my fenfe too— Cym. Pecunia. P. fen. O’that fide, 
Very imperfed&,on— Cym. Whom 1 would draw 
Oftner to a poor Office, lam Maffer of — | 
P. fen.My Hearing is very dead, you muft {peak quicker. 
Cym. Or, if it pleafe you, Sir, to let her fojourn 
In pare with me; [havea moiety, __ 
We will divide, half of the profits. P. fen, Ha? 
I hear you betrer now, how come they in? 
As it a certain bufnefs,or 2 cafual ? 
For I am Joth to feek out doubtful courfes, 
‘Run any hazardous Paths, I love ftrait Ways, 
A juft and upright Man ! now all Trade cotters. 
The Frade of Mony is fal’n two i’ the Hundred. 
That was a cercain Trade, while ch’ Age was thrifty, 
And Men good Husbands, look’d unto their Scocks, 
.Hiad their Minds bounded 5 now the publick Rioe 
Profticutes all, {catters away ia Coaches, 
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In foot-mens Coats, and waiting Womens Gowns, - 
They muft have Velvet Hanches ( with a Pox } 
Now taken up, and yet not pay the Ule ; | 
Bate of the Ufe? I am mad with this times manners 
( He talks vehemently and aloud. 
Cym. You faid e’en now, ic was death for you to {peak. 
P. fen. 1, bucan anger, a juft anger, ( asthisis ) . 
Puts life in Man. Who can endure to fee 
The fury of Mens Gullets, and their Groins ? 


Whar Fires, what Cooks, wharKiechéns might be fpar’d ? 
— | [Is mov'd more and more. 
What Stews, Ponds, Parks; Coups,Garners, Magazines? : 


What Velvets, Tiffues, Scarfs, Embroyderies, 
And Laces they might lack ? They cover things 
Superfluous ftill; when ic were much more honour 
They could want neceffary ! What need hath Nature 
OF Silver Difhes? or Gold Chamber: pots ? 
Of perfum’d Napkins? or a numerous Family, 
To fee her eat? Poor, and wife the, requires 
Meat only ; Hunger is not ambitious : 
Say, that you were the Empercr of Pleafures, 
The great Dictator of Fathions, for all Europe, 
And had the Pomp of all the Courts, and Kingdoms, 
Laid forth unco the fhew ? to make your {felt 
Gaz’d, and admir’d at? You muft go to Bed, 
And take your natural reft: chen, all this vanifheth. 
Your Bravery was but fhown 3; ’cwas not poileft ; 
While ic did boaft ‘ic felf, ic was chen perifhicg. 
Cym. This Man has healchful Lungs. 
/P. fen. All chat excefs 
Appear’d as litele yours, as the Specfaters. 
Te {carce fillsup the expectation - he Sate 3 
Of a few Hours, chat enrertains Mens lives.. ~ °°: 
Cym. He has the ssonopcly of fole-fpeaking. 
Why, good Sir? youralk all, i 
_P. fen, Why thould I not ? 
Is it noc under mme own Roof? my Ceiling ? 
Cym. But I oatie here co talk wich you. 
P. fen. Why, an’I will noe 3 


He ts angry. 


Talk with you,Siz?-you are anfwer’d; who fent for. you? 


r 


| Bids bim 
Cym. No body fent for.me—— 

_ 2. fen. But you came; why then 
Go as you came, here’s no Man holds you; There, 
There lies your way, you fee che Door. 

Cym, This ftrange! | 
P. fen. °Tis my civilicy, when I do not retlifh. 
The Party, or his bufinefs. Pray you be gone, Sir. 
Pil ha’ no venter in your Ship, the Ofice 
Your Bark of Six, it ewere fixteen, good, Sir. 
Cym. You area Rogue. [Cymbal rails at bim. 
P. fen. I chink Lam Sir, truly. 
Cym. A Ralcal, and a Aduny-bawd. 
P. fen. My Sirnames: i . 
Cym. A wretched Rafcal! 

— P. fen. You will overflow 
And {pill all. Cy». Caterpiller, Moath, 
Florfe-leach, and Dung-worm 

P. fen. Still you lofé your labour. 
Iam a broken Veffel, all runs our : 
A fhrunk old Dryfar, Fare you well, good Six. 


get out of bis Houfe. 


[ He jeers bim. 


| The third Intermean after the chird Aét. 


Sone A notable tough Rafcal; this old Peni-boy ! 
right City bred ! | | 

Mirch. Jn Silver-/reet, the Region of Money, a good feat 
for an Ufurer. | 


Tattle. He bas rich ingredients in him, I warrant you, if 


they were extracied, a true receit to make an Alderman, an’ 
be were well wrought upon, according to Art. 

Exp. I would fain fee an Alderman in chimia ! thet #. 
4 Treatife of Aldermanity truly written. 


'| A jeer. Mad.. I know. 


Tbe Staple of News. 


< 


Cen. To fhew bow mach it differs from Urbanity. - 
‘Mirth. J, cr Humanity. : Esther would appear in this 
Peni-boy, an’ be were rightly diftil’d. But bow like yeu the 
News? you ave gone from that. i: 
Cen. O, they are monftrows! fcurvy! and flale! and toe 
exotick ' ill cook’d! and il difWd ! : : 
; Exp. They were as good, yet, as Butter could make 
them J, _ 
Tat. In a word, they were beaftly buttered! fhe fhall never 
come 0’ my Bread more, ner in my Mouth, if Ican belp it. I 
have better News ee the Bake- boule, by ten thoufand parts, 
in a morning : onthe Conduits in Weftminfter! all the News 
of Tuttle-treet, and both tbe Alnvries! the two Sandua- 
ries. kong and round Wool-ftaple! with King’s-/freet, and 
Chanon-row to boot ! 

Mirth. I, my Gifip Tattle knew whet fine flips grew in 
Gardiners-lane 5 who kift the Butchers Wife with the Cows- 
breath, what Matches were made inthe Bowling-Alley, and 
what Bers won and loft ; bow much Griff went tothe Mill, 
and what befides: who conjurd in Tutcle-fields, and bow 
many? when they never came there. And which boy rode 
upon Doctor Lamb, is the likene/s of a roaring Lyon, 
that run away with him in bis Teeth , und ba's not de- 
vsur'd bim yet. | 

Tat. Why, I bad it from my maid Joan Hear-fay :. and 
fhe bad it from a Limb o’ the School, fhe fays, a little Limb 
f nine year old, who told ber, the Matter left out bu Con- 
juring-Book one day, and be found it, and fo the Fable came 
absut. But Whethor it were true, or no, we Gcfips are bound 
to believe st, an’t be cnce out, and a foot: bow {hculd we en- 
tertain the time elfe, or find our {elves in falhionable di{cout[é, 
for all Companies, if we do not credit all, and make more of it, 
im the reporting ? | 

Cen. For my part, I believe it: and there were no wifer 
than I, 1 weuld have ne'er a cunning School-Mafter in Eng- 
land. J mean a Cunning-Man, a School-Mafter ; that « 
a Conjurer, or @ Poet, or that bad any acquaintance with a 
Poet. They make all their Scholars Play-boys! Is’t not a 
fine fight, to fee all our Children made Enterluders? Do we 
pay our Moncey for ths? awe fend them to learn their Gram- 
mar, and their Terence, and they learn their Play-books ? 
will, they talk, we fhall have no more Parliaments (God blefs 
us) but aw we bave, I bope, Zeal-of-the-land Buzy, and 
my Gofip, Rabby Trouble-truth awl /tart up, and fee we 
fhall have painful good Minifters to keep School, and Cate- 
chife our youth, axd not teach ’emto [peak Plays, and adi Fa- 


bles of falfe News, in this manner, to the (uper-vexation of 
Town and Country, with a Wanion. I. : cov sled, Ee 
bokhot Dtvan me (oy AL. Ae - 


Peni-boy jun. Fitton, Shunfield, Almanack, Madrigal, — 
Canter, Picklock. 


Ome, Gentlemen, Iet’s breath from Healths a while. 
This Lickfinger has made usa good Dinner, 

For our Pecunia: what fhall’s do with our felves, 

While the Women water? andthe Fidlers ear ? 
Fit. Let’sjeer'a little. P. jan. Jeer ? whac’sthat ? 
Shun. Exped, Sir. | 
Alm. We firft begin with our felves,and then at you, 
Shun, A Game we ufe. 3 ; 

Mad. We jeer all kind of Perfons 
We meet wichal, of any Rank or Quality, 


| And if we cannot jeer them, we jeer our felves. 


P.Ca. a pretty {weet Society! and a grateful! 

Pic. °Pray let’s fee fome. 

Shun. Have at you then, Lawyer. , 
They fay, there was one of your Coat in Bet’/em, lately, 

Alm. 1 wonder all his C/ients were not there. 

Mad. They were the madder fore. 

Pic. Except, Sir, one 
Like you, and he made Verfes. Fit. Madrigal, 
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SIF Mad. We call’d him a Coat-card 


Va tn. vatee, afttrt neh y mee al 
4, ict & Pus len ye hake | 
Shun. But what did you do, Lawyer, 
When you made Love to Miftris Band, at Dinner? 
Mad. Why? of an Advocate, he grew the Clyent. 
P. jun, Well play’d, my Poet. 

Mad. And fhew’d the Law of Nature | 
Was there above the Common-Law. Shun. Quit, quit. 
P. jun. Call you this jeering? I can play at this, 

*Tis like a Ball ac Tennus. Fit. Very like, 

But we were norwellin. Alm. Tis indeed, Sir. 

When we do fpeak at volley,”all the ill | 

We can one of another. Sha As this morning, 

(I would you had heard us ) of che Rogue your Untle. 
Alm. That Mony-bawd. _ 3 i 


O’ the laft order. P. jun. What’s that? a Kneve? © 
Mad. Some readings have it fo, my manufcript 
Doth fpeak it, Varlet. P.Ca. And your felf a Fool 
O’ the firft Rank, and one fhall have the leading | 
O' the Right hand File, under this brave Commander. 
P. jun. What faift chou, Canter ? a 
P.Ca. Sir, [fay this is 
A very wholfom exercife, and comely. | a 
Like Lepers, fhewing one another their Scabs, 
Or Flies feeding on Ulcers. | 
P. jun, What News Gentlemen? 
Hz’ you any News for after Dinner? methinks i 
We fhould nor {pend our time unprofitably. | (Supper 
P. Ca. They never lye, Sir, between Meals, ’gainft 
You may havea Bale or two brovght in. Fit. ThisCanter. 
Is an old envious Knave! Alm. A very Rafcal! | _ 
Fit. I ha’ mark’d him all this Meal,he has done 
But mock, with {curvy Faces, all we faid. | 
Alm. A fupercilions Rogue! he looks as if 
He were the Patrico— Mad. Or Arch- priest 0° Canters. 
Shun. He’s fome primate metropolitan Rafcal, 

Our Shot-clog Makes fo much of him. Alm. The Law, 
And he does govern him. Divrcborx 
P. jun, What fay you, Genalemen ? _ 

Fit. We fay, we wonder not, your Man o’ Lew | 
Should be fo gracious wi’ you ; but how it comes, - 
This Rogue, this Canter! —- | 
P. jan. O, good words. Fit. A Fellow 
That {peaks no Language-—— | 
Alm. But what gingling Gipfes 
And Pedlers trade in— Fit. And no honeft Chriftian 
Can underftand— P.Cs. Why? by thac argument, — 
You all are Canters, you, and you, and you, | 
[ He {peaks to allthe Jeerers. 
All the whole World are Canters, I will prove it 
In your profejions. P. sun. I would fain hear this : 
But ftay, my Prince/s comes, provide the while, 
Fil call for’s anon. How fares your Grace ? 


A& IV. Scene II. 
To them.| Lickfinger, Pecunia, S tarute, Band, Wax. 


nothing 


Hope thé fare was good. Pec. Yes, Lickfinger, 
And we fhall chank i for’e, and reward you. 
‘ Mad. Nay, Pll not lofe my argument, Lickfnger; 
[ Lickfinger s chaleng’d by Madrigal of 
an’ Argument. — 
Before thefe pect affirm, 
The perfe&, and true itfain of Poetry, 
Is rather to be given the quick CeBer, 
Than the fat Kitchen. Lic. Heretick, fee | 9° 
Thou art for che vain Oracle of the Bottle. Meteles>. J. 
The Hogthead, 7ri/megiftus is thy ‘Pegafus. 
Thence flows thy M4s/es Spring, fom that hard Hoof: 
Seduced Poets, I do-fay to thee, -_ 
A Boyler, Range, and-Dreffer were the Fountain 
OF all the Knowledge in the Univerfe. a. 
And they ’are the Kitchens, where the Mafter-Cook-— 
(Thou doft not know: the Man, nor canft thou know him, 
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Till chou haft ferv’d fome years in thatdcep School, 
That’s both the Narfe and Mother of the Arts, : 
And hear’ft him read, interpret, and demonftrate!.) 
A Mafter-Cock ! Why, he’s the Man 0” Men, — 
For a Profeffor! he Defigns, he Draws, 
He Paints, he Carves, he Builds, he Fortifies, 
Makes Ciradels of curious Fowl and Fith,, 
Some he dri-difhes, fome motes round with Broths. 
Mounts Marrcw-bones, cuts fifty angled Cuftards, 
Rears Bulwark Pies, and for his cuter works 
He raifeth Ramparts of immortal Cruf ;: 
And teacheth all the Tagicks, at one Dinner: | 
What Ragks, what Files, to put his Difhes in 5 
The whole Art Military. Then he knows 
The influence of the Stars upon his Meats, 
And all their Seafons, Tempers, Qualities, 
And fo to fit his Relithes, and Sauces, _ - & 
He has Nature in a Pot, *bove all the Chymifs, — ’ 
Or airy Brethren of the Rofie-cro/s. in a 
Heisan Archite#, an Ingineer, — ‘ 
A Soldier, a Phyfician, a Phslofopher, 
A general Mathematician. Mad. Itisgranted. | 
Lic. And that you may not doubt him for a Poet— 
Alm. This fury fhews, if there were nothing elfe! © 
And ’tis Divine ! I fhall for ever hereafter, 
Admire the wifdomof a Cook! Ban. And we, Sir! 
| [ Peni-boy ss courting by Princets all the while, 
P.sun. O,how my Prince/s draws. me with her locks, 
And hales me in, as Eddies draw in Boats, — 
Or ftrong Charybd Ships, that fail too near 
The Shelves of Love ! The Tides of your two Eyes! 
Wind of your Breath, arefuch as fuck in all * 
That do appraach you! ~ a 
Pec. Who hath chang” 


i 
. 
~ 


d-my fervant ? — (Beams; 
P. jun. Your ‘felf, who drink my Blood up with 5 our 
As doth the Sun, the Sea! Pecunia thines 
More inthe World than he : and makes it Spring 
Where e’er fhe favours! *pleafe her bur to fhow 
Her melting Wrifts,or bare her Ivory Hinds, * 
She catches ftill! her Smiles they are Lov’s Fetters? 
Her Breaftshis Apples! her TeatsSciawhervies ! | 
Where Cupid (were he prefent now) would cry, 
Fare well my Mothers Milk, here’s {weetcr Neo/ar ! 
Help me to praife Pecunia, Gentlemen: =~ = ~~ 
She’s your Prince/s, lend your wits, Fit, A Lah, . 
The Graces taught to move! Alm. The Hears did nurfe. | 
; (They all begin the Enccmium of Pecunia. 
Fit. Whofe Lips are the initrudtions af all Lovers ! 
Alm, Her Eyes their lights, and rivals to the Stars? 
Fit. A Voice, as if thac Harmony {till {pake! 
Alm. And polith’d Skin, whiter chan Vexas Foot! 
Fit. Young Hebes Neck, or Funo’s Arms! 
Alm. A Hair, | 
Large as the Mornings, and her Breath as {weer 
As Meddows after Rain, and burnew mown! 
Fit. Leda might yield unto her, fora Face! 
Alm. Hermicne for Breafts! Fit. Fiiva,tor Cheeks! 
Alm. And Helen for a Mouth! 
P. jun. Kils, kifs’em, Prince/s. [Sée kiferh them. 
Fit. The Pearl doth ftrive in whitenefs with her Neck, 
Alm. Bat lofeth by it: here the Szuw thaws Snow; + 
One froft refolves another! Fit. O, the has | 


* gr 


A Front too flippery to be look’t upon! Jb 
Alm. And glances that beguile the feer’s Eyes! 
P. jun. Kils, kifs again; what fays my Man 0 War? 
[ Again. 


Shun. I fay, fhe’s more than Fame can promife o 
A Theme that’s overcome with her own matter ! 
Praife is {truck blind, and deaf, and dumb wich her! 
She doth aftonith Cormmendation ! 
P. jun. Well pumpe v¥ faith old Sailor: kifs him too, 
| | She kiff.th Caprain Shunfield. 


rt her. 


| Though hebea flug. What fays my Peet-/ucker ? 


He’s chewing his Ma/fes cud, Ido fcc by him. 
.. Mad l 


be 
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| fifa. Pie. Callin the Fidlers. 


: ocKh. PCa 
/ . Cant  P.jun. Why, here’s the Prodigal proftitutes his AG (ris! 


Mad. I have almoft done, I want but e’en to finifh. 
Fit. That’s the *ill luck of all his works ftill. 
P. jun. What? - 
Fz. To begin many works, but finifh none; 
P. jun. How does he do his Miftris work? 
Fit. Imperfed. : 
Alm. 1 cannot think he finifheth chat. 
P. jun. Let’s hear. 
Mad. It is a Madrigal, I affe& that kind 
Of Poem, much. P. ju. And thence you ha’ the name. 


$9% Fit. Itishis Rofe. He can make nothing elfe. 


Mad. 1 made ic to the Tune the Fidlers play’d, 
That we all lik’d fo well. P. ju. Good, read it, read it. 
Mad. The Sun is Father of all Metrals, you know, 

Silver, and Gold. P.jun. I,leave your Prologues, fay! 


SONG. 


Mad. A S bright as is the Sun ber Sire, | 
Or Earth ber Mother, in ber bef? Attire, 
Or Minc,the Mid-wife,with ber fire, 


Comes forth ber Grace! P.sun. That Mimt 
The {plendour of the wealthief? <che Midwife does 
Mines ! | well. | - 
The fiamp, and ftrength of all imperial 
lines, | 


Both Majefty and Beauty {ines § Fit. That’sfairly 
In ber feet Face ! {aid of Money. 
Look bow a Torch, of Taper light, | 
Or of that Torches flame,a Beacon bright; [P.jun.Good! 
Mad. Now there, I want a Line to finifh, Sir. 
P.jun. Or of that Beacons fire,Moon-light : 
Mad. — So takes fhe place! - | Fit.° Tis good. 
And then I ’haye a A Ba 
She makes good Chear, fhe keeps full Boards, 
She holds a Fair of Knights and Lords, 
A Market of all Offices, 
And Shops of Hoxour, more or lefs. 
According to Pecunia’s Grace, 
The Bride hath Beauty, Blood, and Place ; 
The Bridegroom Vertue, Valour, Wit, 
And Wifdom, as be ftands for it. | 
a Nick, the Boy thall fing it, 
Sweet Prince/s, kifs him, kifS’em all, dear Madam, 
And at the clofe, vouchfafe to call chem Cou/ins. 
(He urgeth ber to ki/s them all. 


"Pec. Sweet Coufis Madrigal, and Coufin Fitton, 
- “My Confin Shunfield, and my learned Coufin_, 


. Al-manach, though they call him Almanack. 


P.jun. And Picklock, he muft be a Kinfman too. 
My Man o Law will teach us all to win, 
And keep our own. Old Founder. 
P. Ca. Nothing, I Sir ? _ 
Tam a Wretch,a Begger: She the fortunate, 
Can want no Kindred; we the poor know none. 
Fit. Nor none fhall know, by my confent. 
Alm. Nor mine. 
P. jun. Sing, Boy, ftand here. [The Boy fings the Song. 
P.Ca. Look, look, how all their Eyes 
Dance i? their Heads (obferve) fcatter’d with Luft! 
Ac fight o’ their brave Idol! how they are tickl’d, 
With a light Air! the bawdy Saraband ! 
They are a kind of dancing Engines all! 
And fet by Nature, thus to run alone 
To every found ! All things within, without them, 
Move,but their Brain,and chat ftands ftill! mere Monfters 
Here, in a Chamber, of moft fubtil Feet ! 
And make their Legs in tune, paffing the Streets ! 
Thele are the gallant Spirits o” the Age! 
The Miracles 0’ the time! that can cry up 
And down Mens Wits! and fet what rate on things 
Their half-brain’d Fancies pleafe ! Now Pox upon ’em. 
See how folicitoufly he learns the Jigg, 
Asif it were a Myftery of his Faith! 


The Staple of News. 


eer rrr SS 


Shun. A dainty ditty! Fir. O, he’s adainty Poet! 
When he fets to’t! P.jun. And a dainty Scholar! 
They are all ftruck with admiraticn. 
Alm. No, no great Scholar ,he writes like a Gentleman. 
| Shun. Pox 0” your Scholar. 
P. Ca. Pox o your diftin@ion ! 
As if a Scholar were no Gentleman. 
With thefe, co write like a Gentleman, will in time 
Become, all one, as to write like an 4/s. // 
Thefe Gentlemen? thefe Rafcals! I am fick 
Of indignation at’em. P. jun. How do you lik’t, Sir? 
Fit. "Tis excellent! Alm.’ Twas excellently fang! 
Fit, A dainty Air! P. jun. What faysmy Lickfinger ? 
Lic. I am telling Miftris Band, and Mittris Statute, 
Whata brave Gentlemen you are,and Wax, here! 
How much ‘twere better, that my Ladies Grace, 
Would here take up Sir, and keep Houfe with you. 
P. jun. What fay they ? 
Sta. Wecould confent, Sir, willingly. 
Band. I, if we knew her Grace had the leaft liking, 
Wax. i iba obey her Graces ae pleafure. 
 P. jun. Ithank you, Gentlewoman, ply ’em. Lic = 
Give’ Mother priaes e, there ai a 
Lic. Her dofe of Sack. 
I have it for her, and her diftance of Hus. | 
Pec, Indeed therein, I muft confels, dear Cou/mn, 
Iam a moft unfortunate Prince/s. Alm. And 
You {till will be fo, when your Grace may help ie. 
- [The Gallants are all about Pecunia. 
Mad. Who'ld lie in a Room, with a Clofe-ftool, and 
Garlick, | | 
And kennel with his Dogs, thachad a Prixce 
Like this young Pens-boy, to fojourn with ? 
Shun. He’lllet you ha’ your liberry— Adm. Go forth, 
Whither you pleafe, and to what Company — 
Mad. Scatter your felf amongft us—— 
P. jun. Hope of Pernaffis! ° 
Thy Ivy thall not wither, nor thy Bays, 
Thou fhale be had into her Graces Cellar, 
And there know Sack, and Claret, all December, 
Thy Vein is rich, and we muft cherith ic. 
Poets and Bees {warm now adays, but yet 
There are not thofe good Taverns, for the one fort,’ 
As there are Flowry Fields to feed the other. 
Though Bees be pleas’d with Dew, ask little Wax, 
That brings the Honey to her Ladies Hive: | 
The Poet muft have Wine. And he fhall have it, 


A@ IV. Scene UL.’ 
_ Peni-boy fen. Peni-boy jun. Lickfnger, 8c. 


Roker? What Broker ? 
P. jun. Who’sthat? my Uncle! 

P. fen.1 am abus'd ; where ismy Knave? my Broker 2 

Lic. Your Broker is laid out upon a Bench, yonder, 
Sack hath feiz’d on him, in the fhape of Sleep. . 
' Pic. He hath been dead to us almoft this Hoar. 

P. fen. This Hour ? | | 

P. Ce. Why figh you, Sir ? ’caufe he’s at reft ? . 

P. fen. It breeds my unreft. Lic. Will you take a Cup 
And try if you can fleep? P. fen. No, cogging Fack, 
Thou and thy Cups too, perith. 


[He ftrikes the Sack out of bis Hand. | 
Shun. O, the Sack ! id . f 


Mad. The Sack, the Sack! P. Ca.A Madrigal on Sack! 
Pic. Or rather an Elegie, for the Sack is gone. 
Pec. Why do you this, Sir? {pill the Wine, and rave? 
For Booker’s fleeping? _ | 
P. fen. What through fleep and Sack, 
My truft is wrong’d : but I am ftill awake, 
To wait upon your Grace, pleafe you to quit 
This ftrange lew’d Company, they are not for you. 
7 (He would have Pecunia home, but fhe 
. vefufeth, and ber Train. 


Pec. No 


Tbe § raple 


Pec. No, Guardian, I do like them very well. 

P, fes. Your Graces *Pleafure be obferv’d ; but you 
Statute, and Band, and Wax, willgo with me? - 

Stat. Truly we will nor. 4 

- Ban. We will ftay,and wait here - 

Upon her Grace, and this your Noble Kinfrnan.) 

P. fen. Noble ! how Noble! who hath made him Noble? 

P. jun, Why, my moft noble Money hath, or {hall ; 
My Prince/s here: She, that had you bate kept, 

And treated kindly, would have made you noble, 

And wife too; nay, perhaps have-done chat for you, 

An AG of Parliament could not, made you honef. - 

The truth is, Uncle, that her Grace diflikes © | 

Her Entertainment, fpecially her Lodging. - -— 

Pec. Nay, fay her Jayl. Never unfortunate Princefs 
Was us’'d fo by aJaylor. Ask my Women, | 
Band, you can tell, and Statute, how he has us’d me, 
Kepr me clofe Prifoner, under twenty Bolts—— 

Stat. And forty Padlocks— Bas. All malicious Engines 
A wicked Smith could forge out of his Iron; ‘ 

As Locks and Keys, Shackles and Manacles, 

To torture a great Lady. Stat. H’ has abus'd 

Your Graces Body. Pec. No, he would ha’ done; 

That lay not in his power : he had the tfe _ 

Of our Bodies, Band, and Wax, and fometimes Statutes : 

Bat once he would ha’ {mother'd me in a Chelt, a7 

And ftrarigl’d me in Leather, but that you ps ante. 

Came to my refcue then, and gave: me Air. 8 
Stat. For which he cramm/’d us up in a clofe Box, 

All three together, where we faw no Sun __ 

In one fix Months. Wax. A:cruel Man he is! 
Ban. H’ has left my Fellow Wax out i? the cold, ~ » 
Stat. Till the was {tiff as any Froft, and crumbl’d - 

Away to Duft, and almoft lofther Form. = * 
Wax. Much ado to recover me. | 

. P. fen. Women Jeerers! te 

Have you learn’d too the fubtil Faculty ? 7 | 

_ Come, Pil fhew you the way home, if Drink, 
Or too full Diet have difguis’d you. Ban. Troth, 

We have not any mind, Sir, of recurn- 

Stat. Tobe bound Back to Back ——: 

Ban, Andhave ourLegs — 

Turn’d in, or writh’d about— Wax. Or elfe difplay’d— 
Stat.Be lodg’d with Duft and Fleas,as we were wont— 
Ban. And dieted with Dogs-dung: 

P. fen. Why, you Whores,* Ne 
My Bawds, my Inftruments, what fhould I call you, . 
Man may think bafe enough for you? ce , 

_P. jun. Hear you, Uncle: - co 
I mutt not hear this of my Prmce/t Servants, * 

And in Apolo, in Pecunia’s Room: -- ; 

Go, get you down che Stairs ; home,to your Kennel, 

As {wiftly as you can, Confule your Dogs, - 

The Lares of your Family ; or, believe it, 

he Fury of a Foot-man and a Drawer 
Hangs over you. Shun. Cudgel and Pot do threaten 
A kind of Vengeance. Mad. Barbers are at hand. 

Alm. Wathing and Shaving will enfue. 

Fit. The Pump. ~ [ They all threaten, 
is not far off 3 if ’rwere, the Sink 1s near, =~ © 
Or a good Jordan. Mad. You have now no Money. 

Shun. But are a Ratcal.' P. fer. lam ary robb’d, 

ick’d, 


(ot 9 


moe 
! 


\ 


Jeer’d by confederacy. Fit. No, you are 


And ufed kindly, as you fhould be. Shan. 
From all Commerce of Men;:who are a 


Spurn’d 
Cur... 
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P. jun. Down with him, Lickfnger: 

P. fen. Saucy Fack, away ; 7 
Pecunia 1s 4 Whore. P. jun. Play him down, Fid/ers, 
And drown his Noife. Who’s this ! 

Fit. O, Matter Picd-mantle ! 


A@ IV. Scene IV 


_ Pyed-mantle. [ To them, 
Y your leave, Gentlemen.. [Pyed-mantle brings the 
Fit. Her Graces Herald. Lady Pecunia ber 
Alm, No Herald yet, a Heralde?.. “ Pedigree. 

P. sun. What’s that ? “Hee | 
P.Ca. ACamter. ; °° |...) 
P. jun, O, thou faidft thou’dft prove us all fo! 

P. Ca. Sir, here is one will pra# himfelf fo, ftreight ; 

So fhall the reft, in time. + Péc. My Pedigree 2 . - 

I tell you, Friend, he muft be a good Sedbolar 

Can my Defcent : I am of Princely Race, 

And as good Blood as any is i’ the Mines ‘ae eee 

Runs through my Veins. I am, evety. Limb, a Princefs |, Sor 

Dutchefs 0” Mines was my great Guadmonees a 

And by the Fathers fide, I come from Sol. . 3 

My Grandfather was Duke of Or, and match’d __ 

In the Blood-Royal of Ophyr. : Pye: Here’s his Coa?. 

Pec. I know it, if [hear the Blazon. Pye. He bears 
In a Field Azure, a Sun proper, beamy, ae: 
welve of the fecond, .P. Ca. How far’s this from canting ? 
P. yun. Her Grace doth underftand it. ar 

. B. Ca. She can cant, Sir. <4 

Pec. What be thefe? Bezants ? 
Pye. Yes, an’t pleaie your Grace. - 
Pec: ‘That is our Caat.too, as we come from Or. 

What Léne’s this? Pye.’ The rich AGnes of Potof, 

The Spanifh Mines? the Wef-Indies: Pee: This? . 

Pye. The Mines 0° Hungary, this of Barbary, - 
Pec. But this, this little Branch 2: — at 

~ Pec. The Welfh Mine, that. the He 
Pec. I ha’ Welflr Blood in me too; blaze, Sir, that Coat: 

Pye. She bears (an’t pleate you) Argent three Leeks vert, : 

In Cantoz Or, and taffel'd of the firft. be | 
P. Ca, ¥s not this Canting 2? do you ufiderftand him ? 4-47404... 
P. jum. Not 1; but it founds wall, and the whole thing#*$<7: <-e. 

Is rarely painted: I will have fuch a Scroll, 7-4 367->'hG +97 000~ 

What ere it coft me. Pec. Well, at better leafure<<“<; a 

We'll take a view of it, and fo reward you. 7h. 2 
P. jun. Kifs him, fweet Prince/s, and itile him a Coufin. 

gli, 4 28 wbeh a « % «She kiffeth. 
Pec. I will, if you will have ic. Confin Pyed-mantle. 

. P. jun. Tlove all Men of Vertue, from my Prince/s, 

Unto my Begger heré, old Canter ; on, : 

On to thy Proof; whom prove you the next Canter ? 

P! Ca. The Doéor here, I will proceed with the Learned. 

When he difcourfeth of Di/eiions, : 

Or any Point of Anatomy ; that he tells you 

Of Vena cava, and of. Vena porta, 

The Meferaicks, and the Mefenterium : 

What does he elfe but cass ? Or if he run 

Ta his Fudicial Aftrology, - —- 

And trowl the Zrine, the Quartile, and che Sextile, 

Platick Afpect, and Partile, with his Hyleg ° 

Or Alchochoden, Cufpes, and Horofcope ; 


land {purn bim. | Does not hée.cant ? Who here does underftand him ? 


Mlm. This is no Canter, though! 3 
_P.Ca. Or when my Mufter-mafter 


[ Kicks bim out. \ Talks of his Taéficks, and his Ranks and Files, 


Alm. A ftinking Dog in a Doublet, with foul Linnen. it His Bringers.up, his Leaders-on, and cries, 


Mad. A {narling Rafcal, hence. Shun. Out. 
P. fen. Well, remember, | 
Iam cozen’d by my Coufin, and his Whore: .. 
‘Bane o’ chefe Meetings in Apello! Lic. Go, Sir, 
You will be coft like Block, in a Blanket, elle. . . 


One cf bis Dogs.’ 


: | Faces about to the Right-hand, the Left, .. 
[ He exclaims. * 
|.OFf Cats, and Cortimes. Doth not he cant ? P. jan. Yes, faich. 


Now, as ycu-were; then.telB.you of Redowbts, 


P.Ca. My Egg-chin’d Laureat here, when he comes 


} With Dimeters, and Trimeters, Tetrameters, (forth 
. Pentameters, Uexameters,Catalettichs, - : 
Mmm His 


450 


_ His Ayper, and his Brachy-Cataletticks, 

His Pyrrbicks, Epitrites, and Choriambicks. 

What is all chis, but Canting 2? Adad. A rare Fellow! 
Shun. Some begging Scholar! : 
Fit. A decay’d Doéor at leaft! 

 P. jun. Nay, I do cherifh Vertue, though in Rags. 
P. Ca. And you, Mas Courtier. 
P. jun. Now he treats of you, 

Stand forth to him fair. 
P. Ca. With all your fly-blown Projects, 

And Looks out.of the Politicks, your. (hut Faces, 


The Staple of News. 


| OF your imagin’d Structures, Canters Colledge. 


Fit. "Tis his Father! Mad. He’s alive, methinks. | 


Alm. 1 knew he was no Rogue ! tim ‘oa 
P. Ca. Thou, Prodigal, hod ge. bation. By ff 
Was I fo careful for thee, t&°procure + #--“i4¢ vn 


And plot wi? my /carn’d Coun/el, Mafter Picklock, L-ef. $= 
This Noble Match for thee ? and doft chou profticute, porn: 
scatter thy A4i/frs Favours, throw away ; 
Her Bounties, as chey were red-burning Coals, 
Too hot for thee to handle, on fuch Rafcals, — 
Who are the Scum and Excrements of Men ? 


And referv'd Qreftions and Anfvers,that you game with;as | If thou had{t fought out good and vertuous Perfons 


\s’t a clear Bujsnefs? Will it manage well ? 

My Name mutt not be us’d elfe. Here "twill dafh. 

Your Bafine/s bas receiv'd a taint, give off, | 

I may not proftitute my felf. ‘Tut, tur, 

That littl Duft I can Aaav off ac pleafure. 

Hyre’s no [uch Mountain, yet,% the whole Work ! 

But a light Purfe may level. I will tide 

Ths Affair for you ; give it freight, and pelage : 

And fuch Mint-pbrafe, as *tis the worft of Canting, 

* By how much ie affétts che Sen/e ic has not. 

Fit, This is fome other than he feems:! lise? 
P. jun. How like you him ? “ 
Fit. This cannot be a Canter! P. jun. But he 

And hall be ftill, and fo thall yeu be roo: 

We'll all be Canters. Now I think of it, 

A noble Whimfie’s come into my Brain ! 

I'lt build a Colledge, I and my Pecunia, . 

And call it Canters Colledge : founds it well ? . 


is, Sir, 


*!| Who is 


Of thefe Profeffions, 1 had lov’d thee, and them: 

For cthefe thall never have that Plea ‘gainit me, 

Or colour of advantage, thacL hate 

Their Callings, but their Manners and cheir Vices. 

A worthy Courtier is the Ornament | eek 

Of a Kings Palace, his great Ma/ters Honour. 7 

This isa Moth, aRafcal, a Court-Rat, . 

That gnaws the Common-wealth with broking Suits, * 

And eating Grievances ! So, a true Soldier, 

He is his Cosstries Strength, his Sovereigns Safety, 

And to fecure his Peace, he makes himfelf 

The Heir of Danger, nay the Subjed of it, 

And runs thofe vercuous Hazards that this Scare-crow 

Cannot endure to hear of. Shun. You are pleafane, Sir. 
P.Ca, With you I dare be! Here is Pied. mantle, 

"Caufe he’s an 4/s, do not I love a Herald 2 

the pure Preferver of Defcents, 

The keeper fair of all Nobsisty, 


A 


(Canters Colledge begun to be eretied. | Without which all would run into Confufion 2 


Alm Excellent ! P.jun.And here ftands my Father Reéfor, 
And you Profeffors, you fhall all profe/s 
Something, and live there, with her Grece and me, « 
Your Founders : Pll endow’ with:Lands and Means, 
And Lickfnger thall be my Majter-Cook. . 
What, is he gone? P.Ca. Anda Profeffor. 

P.Ca. And read Apicius de re Culinaria 
To your brave Doxy and you! P. jun. You, Confin Fitton, 
Shall (as a Courtier) read the Politicks; 

Doctor Almanack he thall read Afrology ; 

Sbunfield fhall read the Military Arts. : 
 ° P.Ca. As carving, and affaulting che cold Cuftard. 

| 'Pajun, And Horace here the Art of Poetry. [That’s Ma- 

~ His Lyricks, and his Madrigals, fine Songs, drigal. 

Which we wiil have at Dinner, fteept in Clarret, 

And againft Supper, fous’d in Sack. fad. In. eroth, 

A divine Whimfie! Shun. And a worthy Work, _ 

Fit for a Chronicle! P. jun. Is’t not? Shun. To all Ages. 
P. jun. And Pied-mantle thall give us all our Arms : 
But Picklock,what wouldft thou be? Thou canft cant too. 

Pic. In all the Languages in Wefminfter-ball, 
Pleas, Bench, or Chancery. ¥ee-farm, Fee-Tail, 
Tenant in Dower, at Will, for Term of Life, 

By Copy of Court-Roll, Knights Service, Homage, 
Fealty, Efcuage, Soceage, or Frank almoigne, | 
Grand Sergeanty,or Burgage. P. jun. Thou appear’, 
Ka)’ &Zoylw a Canter. ‘Thou fhale read 


P. jun. Yes, 


a. 


F397 All Littletom’s Tenures to me, and indeed 


All my Conveyances. Pic. And make ’em too, Sir ? 
Keep all your Courts, be Steward o’ your Lands, 
Let all your Leafes, keep your Evidences : 
But firft, 1 muft procure and pafs your Aort-main, 
You mult have Licence from above, Sir. P.jun. Fear not, 
Pecunia’s Friends fhall doit. P.Ca, But I hall ftop ic. 
, [Here bis Father difcovers bimfelf. 
Your Worthips loving and obedient Father, 
Your painful Steward, and loft Officer ! 
Who have done this, to try how you would ufe 
Pecunia, when you had her :*which fince I fee, 
I will take home the Lady to my Charge, 
And thefe her Servants, and leave you my Cleke, 
‘To travel in to Beggers Bufh! A Seac : 
Is buile already, furnifhe too, worth twenty 


[we all thought bim dead? 
there bad been ap end of bim. 


Were he a learned Herald, I would tell him 
He can give “rms and Marks, he cannot Honour, 
No more than Money can make Noble: It may + 
Give Place, and Rank, but it can give no Vertue : 
And he would thank me for this Truth. This Dog-leach, 
You ftile him Doéor, *caufe he can compile 
An Almanack, perhaps ere& a Scheme 
For my great Madams Monkey, when’t has ta’ne 
A Glifter, and bewray’d the Epbemerides. | 
Do I defpife a learn’d Phyfician, 
In calling him a Quack/alver, or blaft 
The ever-living Ghirlond, always green 
Of a good Pot ? When I fay his Wreath 
Is piec’d and patch’d of dirty wither’d Flowers ? 
Away, I am impatient of thefe Ulcers, 
(hac I nor call you worfe.) There is no Sore 
Or Plague but you to infe@ the Times. Labhor 
Your very Scent. Come, Lady, fince my Prodigal 
Knew not to entertain you to your worth, 
Pll fee if I have learn’d how co receive you 
With more refpeé to you, and your fair Train here. 
Farewel, my Begger in Velvet, for to day ; 
To morrow you may put on that grave Robe, 

[He points him to bis patch’d Cloke thrown off. 
And enter your great Work of Canters Colledge, 
Your Work, and worthy of a Chronicle. 


The fourth Intermean after the fourth Aa. 


Tattle. VW HY, thw was the wor of all, the Cata- 

ftrophe! oe r | | 

Cen. The Matter began to be good but now; and be bas 
Spoi'd it all with bis Begger there ! | 


Mirth. A beggerly Jack it-is, I warrant bim, and a kin 


’1 to the Poet. 


Tat. Like enough, for be had the chiefeft Part in bis Play, 
sf you mark it. se ; 
Exp. Abfurdity on him 


xP. » for a buge over-grown Play- 
maker ! 


Why fhould be make him live agen, when they and 
If be bad left bim to bis Rags, 


. Tat. I. 


- : 
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$58 Tar. I, but fet'a Beggar on Hor{e-back, bell never lin till 
be be a gallop. | . : 

Cen. The young Heir grew a fine Gentleman in this laf? 
A}. | | 

Exp. So be did, Goflip, and kept the be/t Company. 

Cen. And feafted *em, and bis Miftris. . | 

Tat. snd fhew'd ber to’em all ! was not jealous! 

Mirth. But very communicative, and liberal, and began 
to be magnificent,. sf the Churl bis Father would bave let 
bim alone. : . 
Cen. It was fpitefully done o° the Poet, to make the Chuff 
| take him off in bis height, when be was going to do all bss 
brave Deeds ! , 

Exp. To found an Academy ! 

Tat. Erec# a Colledge ! 

Exp. Plant bis Profeflors, and water bis Le&ures! 

Mirth. With Wine, Goflips, as be meant to do; and then 
to defraud bis Purpofes ? 

Exp. Kill the Hopes of {0 many towardly young Spirits ? 

Tat. As the Do@ors? 

Cen. And the Courtiers! I proteft, I was in love with 
Maffer Fitton: He did wear all be bad, from the Hat-band 
t0 the Shoe-tie, fo politically, and would ftoop, and leer ! 

Mirth. And lie fo in wait for a piece of Wit, like a 
Moute-trap! 

Exp. Indeed Goffip, fo would the little Do&or; all bis 
Behaviour was meer Glifter! O my Confcience, be would 
ye any Parties Phyfick # the World work, with bis Di- 

cour{e. 7 | 

Mirth. I wonder they would fuffer it, a foolt{h, old, for- 
nicating Father, to revt(h away bis Son's Miftris. — - 

Cen. And all her Women at once, as be did! 

Tat. I would ba flown in bis Gipfies Face, s’ faith. 

Mirth. I+ was a plain piece of political Ince, and wor- 
thy to be brought afore the High-Commiflion of Wit. Sup- 
pofe we were to cenfure him, you are the younge/t Voice, Gol- 
fip Tattle, begin. | 

Tattle. Marry, 1 would ba the old Coney-catcher co- 
zend of all he bas, # the young Heirs Defence, by bis Lear- 
ned Counfel, Mr. Picklock ! 

Cen. I would rather the Courtier bad 
Trick to beg bim for bis Eftate! | 
Exp. Or the Captain bad Courage enough to beat bim! 

Cen. Or the fine Madrigal-man, in Ryme, to have run 
bim out 0 the Country, like an Irith Rat. : 

Tat. No, I would bave Mafter Pyed-mantle, ber Gra- 
ces Herald , to pluck downs bis Hatchments, reverfe bis 

‘Coat- Armour, and nullifie him for no Gentleman. 

Exp. Nay, then let Mafter Doctor diffect him, have him 
open’d, and bis Tripes tranflated to Lickfinger, to make a 
Probation-dith of. | 

Cen, Tat. Agreed! agreed! . | | 

Mirth. Faith,I would have bim flat difinberited, by a 
Decree of Court, bound to make Reftitution of the Lady 
Pecunia, and the Ufe of ber Body to bis Son. 

Exp. And ber Train to the Gentlemen. | 

Cen. And both the Poet, and bimfelf, to ask them all 
forgivenefs ! , 

Tat. And us too | 

Cen. Js two large Sheets of Paper-——— | 

Exp. Or to ftand in a Skin of Parchment, (which the 
Court pleafe.) | 

Cen. And thofe fiP'd with News! | ; 
Mirth. nd dedicated to the fuftaining of the Staple ! 

‘ Exp. Which their Poet bath let fal, moft abruptly. 

Mirth. Bankruptly, indeed. | 

Cen. You fay wittily, Goflip; and therefore let a Pro- 


telt go out again? bim. ” 
Protefts, or a Gleck at leaf. 
Procure. ; ‘ 


found ont fome 


Mirth. 4 Mournival of 


Exp. In all our Names. eT ee 

Cen. For a decay'd Wit-—~- fhe adey Ele four Merz. 

Exp. Broken— noes aids KR AVES tind 

Tat. Non-folvent Le 17" CR nte off cone of 
eas os ~” 


Cen. And for ever forfeit -—~ 


Mirth. Zo {corn 
Cen. Cenfure! 
Exp. Expeétation ! » | 

Tat. Subfignd, Tattle. Stay, they come agaii. 


of Mirth ! 


Ac&t V. Scene L | 
Peni-boy jun. To him, Tho. Barber. After, Picklock, 
He comes out in the patch’d Cloke bis Father left bim. 


Ay, they ere fit, as they had been made for me, 
And I am now a thing worth looking at! 
The fame I faid I would be in the Morning ! © 
No Rogue, at a Comitia of the Canters, 
Did ever there become his Parents. Robes ' 
Better chan I do thefe. Great Fool ! and Beggar! 
Why do not all chat are of thole Societies 
Come forth, and gratulate me one of theirs? 
Me thinks I fhould be on every fide faluted, 
Dauphine of Beggars, Prince of Prodigals ! 
That have fo fall’n under the Ears, and Eyes, 
And Tongues of all, the Fable of the Time, 
Matter of Scorn, and Mark of Reprehenfion! 
I now begin to fee my Vanity 
Shine in this Gla/s, refle&ed by the Foil ! 
Where is my Fafhioner? my Feather-man ? 
My Linnener, Perfumer, Barber? all 


| That Tail of Riot follow’d me this Morning? 


Not one! but a dark Solitude about me, 
Worthy my Cloak and Patches; as I had | 
The epidemical Difeafe upon me: ss te 
And Pll fic down with it. Tho. My Mafter! Maker! | 
How do you? Why do you fit thus o’ the ground, Sir? 
Hear you the News ? P.jun. No, nor I care to hear none. 
Would I could here fit ftill, and flip away ) 
The other One and twenty, to have this 
Forgotten, and the Day raz’d out, expung’d, 
In every Epbemerides, or Almanack. 
Or if ie mult bein, that Zire and Nature 
Have decreed ; ftill let ic be a Day 
Of tickling Prodigals about the Gills, 
Deluding gaping Heirs, lofing their Loves, 
And their Difcretions, falling from che Favours — 
Of their beft Friends and Parent, their own Hopes, . 
And entring the Society of Canters. | 
_ Tho. A doleful Day it is, and difinal Times 
Are come upon us: I am clear undone. 
P. jun. How, Thom? ; _ | 
Tho, Why, broke, broke! wretchely broke! P.jus. Ha? 
Tho. Our Staple 1s all to pieces, quite diffolv’d! 
P. jun. Hat : _— | 
Tho. Shiver’d, as in an Earthquake! Heard you not 
The Crack and Ruins? We are all blownup! 
Soon as they heard th’ Infanta was got from them, 
Whom they had fo devoured i” their Hopes, 
To be their Patrone/s, and fojourn with ’em, 
Our Emiffaries, Regifter, Examiner, a 
Flew into Vapour: our grave Governour 
Into a fubt'ler Air, and is return’d Jusnv? 3 ae vo pn 
(As we do heat) grand Captain of the feerers. ,L7 
Land my Fellow melted. into Butter, | 
And {poil’ our Ink, and fo the Offce vanifh’d. 
The laft Hus that it made, was, That your Father. 
And Picklock are fall’n out, the AZen 0? Law. 
P. jun. How ? this awakes me from my Lethargy. 
| [ He farts up at thw: 
Tho. And a great Suit is like to be between’em: | 
Picklock denies the Feoffment, and the Truf, 
(Your Father fays) he made of the whole Eftate 


‘Unto him, as refpecting his Mortality, 


When he firft laid this late Device, to try you. 
P. jun, Has Pisklack then a Tra ? Tho. I cannot tell, 
Mmm 2 ' Hee 


4 ae. 
f. 
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Here comes the worfhipful 
Pic. VVhat, my Velvet Heir 

Turn’d Begger in Mind, as Robes ? 
P. jun. You fee what cafe 


[ Picklock enters. 


- Your, and my Fathers Plots have brought me to. - 


Pic. Your Father’s, you may fay, indeed, not mine. 
He’sa hard-hearted Gentleman! I am forry 
To fee his rigid Refolution! 
That any Man fhould fo put off Affection, 
And humane Nature, to deftroy. his own, 
And triumph in a Vidory {fo cruel! 
He’s fall’n out with me, for being yours, 
And calls me Knave, and Traytor to his Tru, 
Says he will have me thrown over the Bar | 
P.jun. Ha’ you deferv’d it ? Pic.O,good Heaven knows 
My Confcience, and the filly Latitude of ic ; 
A narrow-minded Man! My Thoughts do dwell 
All in a Lave, or Line indeed : No Turning, 
Nor f{carce Obliquity inthem. _ I ftill look 
Right forward, to th’ Intent and Scope of that 
VVhigh he would go from now. 
P. sun. Had you a Truf then? 
Pic. Sir, [had fomewhat will keep you ftill Lord 
Of all che Eftate, Cif Ibe honeft) as 
Thope I hall. My tender f{crupulous Breaft 
VVill not permit me fee the He:r defrauded, 
And like an Alien thruft out of rhe Blood. 
The Laws forbid that I fhould give confent 
To fuch a civil Slaughter of a Son. | 
Pjun. Where isthe Deed ? Haft chou it with thee ? 
Pic. No, 
Ic is a thing of greater confequence, © 
Than to be born about in a Black Box, 


Jew umjjrvedt ¥ ike a Low-Country Ai, or Welfh Brief. 
a It is at Lickfingers, under Leck and Key. . 


7 
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P. jun. O, fetch it hither. Pic. Ihave bid him bring ir, 
hat you might fee it. P.jus. Knows he what he brings ? 
Pic. No more than a Gardiners 4/s,what Roots he car- 
P.jun. I was.a fending my Father, like an 4/s, (ries. 
penitent Epiftle; bue I am glad - 
did not, now. Pic. Hang him, an auftere Grape, 
That has no Juice, but what is Verjuice in him. | 
P. jun. Vil thew you my Letter! | [Peni-boy runs ous 
Pic. Shew me a Defiance ! to fetch bes Letter. 
If Ican now commit Father and Son, --* 4 Low 9 aot. 
And make my Profits out of both; commence = -* 
A Suit with the O/d Man for his whole State, 
And goto Law with the Son’s Credit, undo 
Both, both with their own Money, it were a piece 
Worthy my Night.cap, and the Gown I wear, 
A Picklock’s Name in Law. Where are you, Sir? 
What do you do fo long? _P. jus. I cannot find 
Where I have laid ic; but I have laid it fafe. 
Pic. No matter, Sir ; truft you unto my Truf, 
°Tis that that fhall fecure you, an abfolute Deed! 
And E confefs, it was in Trust, for you, 
Left any thing might have hapned mortal to him : 
But there muft be a Gratitude thought on, 
And Aid, Sir, for the Charges of the Suie, - 


_ Which will be great, ’gainft fuch a mighty Man 


As is our Father, and a Man poffeft 
OF fo much Land, Pecunia and her Friends. 
I am not able to wage Law*with him, 
Yet muft maintain fe thing, as my own Right, 
Still for your good, and therefore muft be bold 
To ufe your Credic for Moneys. P.j#s, What thou wile, 
So we be fafe, and che Zru/f# bear it. Pic. Fear not, 
"Tis he muft pay Arrearages in the end. 
We'll milk him, and Pecusia, draw their Cream down, 
Before he get the Deed into his Hands. | 
My Name is Pick/ock, but he'll find me a Padlock. 
foo ony on tak lp oe Cent to 
hu CaS fiat &¢ ied eet aay Cond the 
him; heabhe shut watch to ie placnDiff od nen 
aivtlerey. —~ Aah Ain UT; pt ght AY yf ats 
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A& V. Scene IL 
Peni-boy Can. Peni-boy jun. Picklock, Tho. Barber. 


Ow now ? conferring wi’ your Learned Coun/el 
Upo’ the Cheat? Are you 0’ the Plot to cozen me? 
P. jum. What Plot 2 | 
P. fen. Your Counfel knows there, Mr. Picklock. 
Will you reftore the Tru? yet? Pic. Sir, cake Patience, 
And Memory unto you, and bethink you, 
What 7ru/ ? where dos’t appear? I have your Deed : 
Doth your Deed {pecifie any Tru/f ? Is’t not 
A perfect 4é, and abfolute in Law 2 
Seal’d and deliver’d before Witnefles ? 
The Day and Date emergent. 
P.Ca. But what Conference, 
What Oaths and Vows preceded ? 
Pic. I will tell you, Sir, - 


.{ Since I am urg’d of thofe, as I remember, 


You told me you had got a grown Eftare, 

By griping Means, finifterly. | 
(P.Ce. How!) Pic. And were 

Ev'n weary of it; if the Parties lived, 

From whom you had wrefted ic-— 

(P.Ca. Ha!) Pic. You could be glad 

To part with all, for fatisfaion: 

But fince they had yielded co Humanity, 

And that juft Heaven had fent you for a Punifhment 

(You did acknowledge it) this riotous Heir, 

That would bring all co Beggery in the end, 

And daily fow’d Confumption where he went —— 
P.Ca.Y ou’ld cozen both then? your Confederate too? 
Pic. After adong, mature deliberation, 

You could noe think where better how to place it~ 
P.Ca. Than on you, Rafcal 2 | 
Pic. What you pleafe i?’ your Paffion ; 

But with your Reafon, you will come about, 

And think a faithful and a frugal Friend 

To be preferr’d. 

P.Ca. Before a Son? Pic. A Prodigal, 

A Tub without a Bottom, ag you term’d him: 

For which, I might return you a Vow or two, 

And feal it with an Oath of Thankfulnefs, 

I not repent it, neither have I caufe, yep—— 

P.Ca. Forehead of Steel, and Mouth of Brafg! hath 
Impudence 


Polith’d fo grofs a Lie, and dar’ft thou vent it 2 


Engine, compos'd of all mixt Metals! Hence, 
I will not change a Syllab with thee more, 
Till I may meet thee at a Bar in Court, 
Before thy ‘fudges. Pic. Thither ic muft come. 
Before I pare with it to you, or you, Sir. 
P.Ca. I will not hear thee. 
P. jun. Sit, your Ear to me tho. [Has Son entreats bin. 
Not chat I fee chrough his perplexed Plots, 
And hidden Ends ; nor that my Parts depend 
Upon the unwinding this fo knotted Skean, 
Do I befeech your Patience. Unto me 
He hath confeft the Zruf#. Pic. How? I confels it ? 
P. jun. 1, thou, falfe Man. ; 
P. fen. Stand up to him, and confront him. 
Pic. Where ? when? to whom ? 
P. jun. ‘To me, even now, and here: 
Canft thou deny-ic? Pic. Can Ieat or drink ? 
Sleep, wake, or dream? arife, fit, go,or ftand ? 
Do any thing that’s natural? P. jus. Yes, lie, 
Ic feems thou canft, and perjure; that is natural. . 
* Pic.O me‘ what Timesare thefe,of frontlefs carriage! 
An Egg.of the fame Neft! the Father’s Bird ! | 
ic runs in a Blood, I fee! Pz. jus. Vil ftop your Mouth. | 
Pice With what? P. jun. With Trwth. | 
Pic. With Noife ; 1 muft have Witnefs. | 
Where is your Witnefs? you can produce Witnefs. 
| P. jun. As 


« 
a 
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2 P.jun. As if my Teftimony were not twenty, 

- -Balanc’d with thine? Pie. So fay all Prodigals, : 
Sick of Self-love; but that’s not Lew,young Scatter-good: 
I live by Lew. P. jun. Why, if thou haft a Confcience, 
That is a choufand Witneffes. Pic. No Court | 
Grants out a Writ of Summons for the Con{cience, 

That IL know, nor Swubpens, nor Attachment. 

I muft have Wienefs, and of your producing, 
Ere this can come to hearing, and ie muft 
Be heard on Oath and Witnefs. 

P. jun. Come forth, Zéom, _ (He produceth Thom. 
Speak what thou heard’ft, the truth, and the whole cruch, 
And nothing but thetruth. What faid this Varlet? 

Pic. A Rat behind the Hangings! do. Sir, he faid, 

Ie was a Traf ! an AG, the which your Father 
Had Will fo alter ; bue his tender Breaft | 
Would not permit to fee che Heir defrauded, 
And, like an Alien, chruft out of the Blood. 
The Laws forbid chat he fhould give confent 
To fuch a Civil Slaughter of aSon——- 

P. jun. And talk’d of a Gratuity to be given, 
And Aid unto the Charges of the Suit ; 

Which he was to maintain in his own Name, 

Bue for my Ufe, he faid. P. Ca. It is enough. 

Tho. And he would milk Pecanie, and draw down 
Her Cream, before you got the 7raf again. __ 

P.Ca. Your Ears are in my Pocket,Knave,go fhake ’em 
The little while you have them. Péc. You do truft 
To your great Purfe. P.Can. I ha’ you ina Purfe-net, 
Good Matter Pickloch, wi? ht aman Brain, 

$34 And wrigling Ingine-head of Maintenance 
Which I thal mga hole with, very fhortly. 

A fine round Head, when thofe two Lugs are off, 
To trundle through a Pslory. You are ture 
You heard him fpeak this? 

P. jan. I,and more. Tho. Much more! 

__ Pie. Pil prove yours Maintenance, and Combination, 
And fue you all. P.Ccs. Do, do, my gowned Vulture, 
Crop in Reverfion : I fhalt fee you coited — 

Over the Ber, as Barge-men do their Billets. 

_ Pic. This ’tis, when Men repent of their good Deeds, 
And would ha ’em in again They are almoft mad! 
But I forgive their Lucida Intervalla. 

O, Lickfnger ! come hither. Where’s my Writing ? 
[Picklock (pies Lickfinger, and asks him 
afide for the Writing. 


A& V., Scene Ill. 
To them. | ——— Lickfinger. 


Sent it you, together with your Keys, 
Pic. How ? 

Lic. By the Porter that came for it, from you, 
And by the token, you had giv’n me the Keys, 
And bad me bring it. Pic. And why did you not? 

Lic. Why did you fend a Countermand ? Pic. Who, I? 

Lice You, or fome other you, you put in truft. 

Pic. In truft ? Be acy 

Lic. Your Tr«#f’s another felf} you know; __ 

And without Tru, and your 7ruf, how fhould he 
Take notice of your Keys, or of my Charge ? 

Pic. Know you the Man ? Lic. I know he was a Porter, 
And a Seal’d Porter ; for he bore the Badge 
‘On Breaft, I am fure. Pic. I am loft! a Plot! I fcent it! 

Lic. Wh@@ and Lfent ic by the Man you fent, 
Whom elfe Fhad not trufted. Pis. Plague o’ your Truft, 
Tam tra/s’d up among you, P. jus. Or you may be. 

Pic. In mine own Halter, I have made the Noo/e. 
| [Picklock goes out. 


P. jun. What was it, Lickfnger ¢ 


(Young Peni boy difcovers it to bis Father to be bis 
Plot of fending for it by the Porter, and that be 


ws in poffeffion of the Deed. 


| And the tenth feven, Five and twenty pound 


Lic. A Writing, Sir, } 
He fene fort by a Token: I was bringing it, 
But that he fent a Porter, and he feem’d 
A Man of decent Carriage. P.Ca.’Twas good fortene ! 
To cheat the Cheater, was no Cheat, but Juftice. | 
Put off your Rags, and be your {elf again : 
This 4& of Piety and good Affeation — | 
Hath partly reconcil’d me to you. - P. jas. Sir. 
P.Ca. No Vows, no Promites: too much Proteftatian 


| Makes that fufpeded oft, we would perfuade. 


Lic. Hear you the News 2 
P. jun. The Office is down, how fhould we ? 
Lie. But of your Uncle ? | 
jum. No. Lic. He’s ran mad, Sir. 
P.Ca. How, Lickfinger ? 
Lic. Stark ftaring mad, your Brother, 


, Phas almoft kill’d his Maid. P.Ce. Now Heaven forbid. 


[Elder Peni-boy ftartles at the News. 
Lic, But that the’s Cat-liv’d, and Squirreltlimb’d, 
Wich throwing Bed-ftaves at her : H? has fer wide 
His outer Doors, and now keeps open Houfe — 
For all the Paffers by to fee his Juftice. 
Firft, he has apprehended his two Dogs, 
As being o’? the Plotto cozen him; 
And there he fits like an old orm of the Peace, 
Wrapp’d up in Furs, at a {quare Table, {crewing, 
Examining, and committing the poor Curs 
To two old Cafes of Clofe-ftools, as Prifons ; 
The one of which he calls his Lollards Tower, 
Th’ other his Block-boufe, *caute his two Dogs Names 
Are Block and Lollard. P. jun. This would be brave Matter 
Unto the Jeerers. P.Ca. I, if fo the SubjeQ 
Were not fo wretched. Lic. Sure I met chem all, 
I think, upon that queft. P.Cs. Faith, like enough: 
The Vicious ftill are {wift to thew their Natures. 
Pil chicher too, but with another aim, 
If all fucceed well, and my Simples take. 


Ac&t V. Scene IV. 
Peni-boy fen. Porter. 
He is feen Sitting at bis Table, with Papers before bim: 
| Here are the Prifoners ? 


Por, They are forth-coming, Sir, | 
Or coming forth at leaft. P. fes. The Rogue is drunk, 


‘| Since I committed them to his charge. Come hither, 


Near me, yet nearer ; breathe upon me. Wine ! |He /mells 
Wine, o’ my Worfhip! Sack ®Canary Sack! dim. 
Could not your Badge ha’ been drunk with fulfom Ale, - 


J 40 


Or Beer, the Porter’s Element ? but Sack ! 


Por. 1 am not drunk 3 we had, Sir, but one Pine, 
An honeft Carrier and my felf. P. fen. Who paid for’t? 
Por. Sir, I did give it him. | 
P. fen. What ? and {pend Six-pence ! 
A Frock {pend Six-pence! Six-pence ! 
Por. Once in a Year, Sir. 
: P. fen. In feven Years, Varlec! Know’ft thou what 
thou haft done ? : 
What a confumption thou haft made of a State ? 
It might pleafe Heaven, (a lufty Knave, and young) 
To let thee live fome feventy Years longer, 
Till chou are fomrfcore and ten, perhaps a bundred. 
Say feventy Years; how many times feven in feventy 2 
Why /feven times ten is ten times even, mark me, 
I will demonftrate to thee on my Fingers. 
Six-pence in feven Year, (Ufe upon Ufe) 
Grows in that firft feven Year to be a Twelve-pence ; 
That, in the next, Zao (hillings ; the third, Feur fhillings ; 
The fourth feven Year, Eights fhillings; che fitch, Szxteen ; 
The fixch, Tav0 and thirty; the feventh, Three pound four ; 
The eighth, Six pound and eight ; the ninth, Twelve pound 
s(fixteen ; 


i Macnlen tte Eda ye Fle Sujyto pl ac Cea te. OO a Twelve 
bn fon Me waafiaanct oF ttasreyeRarZ, 
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Twelve {hillings. This thou art fall’n from, by thy Riot: 
Should’it thou live feventy Years, by {pending Sixpence 
Once i? the feven: Bucin a Day to wafte it: 

There is a Sum that Number cannot reach! . 

Out o my Houfe, thou Peft o’ Prodigality! 

Seed o’ Confumption! Hence: A wicked Keeper 

Is oft worfe than the Prifoners. ‘There’s thy Penny, 


$40 Four Tokens for thee; Out, away. My Dogs 


May yet be innocent, and honeft. If not, © 

I have an entrapping Que/fios or two more, 

To put unto ’em, a crofs Interrogatory, 

And IJ thall catch ’em. Lolard? Peace: | 
[He calls forth Lollard, and examines bim. 

Whar Whifpering was that you had with Mortgage, 

When you laft lick’d herFeer? Thetruth now. Ha? 

Did you fmell {he was going ? Put down that. And not, 

Not to return? Youare filent ? Good. And when 

Leap’d you on Statute ? As fhe went forth ? Confent. 

There was Confent, as fhe was going forth. 

>Twould have been ficter at her coming home, - 

But you knew that fhe would not ? To your Tower: 

| [ He commits bim again. 

You are cunning, are you? I will meet your Craft. 

Block, thew your Face, leave your Garefics, tellme, _ 

(Calls forth Block, and examines him. 

And tell me truly, what Affronts do you know 

Were done Pecunia, that fhe left my Houfe? 

None, fay you fo ? not that you know? or will know ¢ 

I fear me, I hall find you an obftinate Cur. 

Why did your fellow Lollard cry this morning? _ 

"Caufe Broker kickt bim ? Why did Broker kick him ? 

Becaufe be pist againft my Ladies Gown? 

Why, that was was no affront? no? no diftafte ? 


*To your Hole again, your Block-boufe-”” Lollard, arife, 


a re You knew o° none. Yo are a diffembling Tyke [Commits bim. 
(Oe 


ow 


[Lollard « call’d again. 

Where did you lift your Leg up laft ? ’gainft what? 
Are you ftruck Dummerer now, and whine for Mercy ? 
Whofe Kirtle was’3 you gnaw’d too? Miftris Band’s ? 
And Wax’s Stockins ? Who did? Block befcumber 
Statute’s white Suit, wi? the Parchment Lace there ? 
And Broker's Sattin Doublet ? All will out. 
They had offence, offence enough to quit me. __ 
Appear Block: Fough ! *tis manifeft ; he thews ir, 

2 [Block is femmon’d the fecond time. 


Should he forfwear’r, make all the Affidavits 


Againft it, that he could pee wat? . 
A ty, Furies, he wou convine’d.’ 
al ast: Hoge about hint dowh confels ic. 
Psifetrap’a, cloftPrifon. — He és rerhanded. 
ot you, Pollard; , — (Lollard bas the liberty of the Hom/e. 
You may enjoy the liberty o’ the Houfe: | 
And yet there is a Quirk come in my Head, 
For which J. muft commit you too, and clofe. 
Do not repine, ic will be better for you. 


Act V. Scene II. 


‘Enter the ‘Feerers. 


C ‘ymbal, Fitton, Shunfield, Almanack, Madrigal, 
Peni- boy fen.. Lickfinger. 


Ti: is enough to make the Dogs mad too : 
Let’s in upon him. | 
P. fex. How now ? what’s the matter ? 
Cone you to force the Prifoners? makea Refcue ? 
Fit. We come to bail your Dogs. 
P. fen. They are not bailable, | 
They ftand committed without Bail or Mainprife, 
Your Bail cannot be taken. Shus. Then the truth is, 
We come to vex you. 
Alm. Jeer you. Mad. Bate you rather. 
Cym. A baited Ufurer will be good Fleth. 


Y iageryt; dg Hoary. J. 
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Fit. And tender, we are told, 
P. fen. Who is the Butcher, z 

Amongft you, that is come to cutmy Throat? (Oxes, 
Shun. You would die a Calves death fain; but ’tis an 

Is meant you. Fit. To be fairly knock’d 0’ the Head. - 
Shun. With a good Jeer or two. | ; 
P. fen. And from your Jaw-bone, : 

Don Affinigo? Cym. Shunjfield, a Jeer, you have it. 
Shun, 1 do confefs, afwathing Blow ; but Szarl, FAO 


You chat might play the third Dog, for your Teeth, 
You ha’ no Money now? Fit. No, nor no Mortgage. 
Alm. Nor Band. Mad. Nor Statute. 
Cym. No, nor blufhet Wax. 
P. fen. Nor you no Office, as I take it. Shun. Cymbal, 
A mighty Jeer. Fit. Pox o’ chefe true Jcfts, I fay. 
Mad. He will turn the better Jeerer. ° 
Alm. Let’s upon him, | 
And if we cannot jeer him down in Wit—— 
Mad. Let’s do’t in Noife. 
Shun. Content. Mad. Charge, Man o War, 
Alm, Lay him aboard, ; 
Shun. Well gi’ him a Broad-fide firft. 


Fit. Where’s your Venifon now? occa 
Cym. Your Red-deer Pies ? d wil lie 


Shun. Wi’ your bak’d Turkeys ? / y >, blew 
Alm, And your Partridges? —- 4. 
Mad. Your Pheafants, and fat Swans? . 


P. fen. Like you, turn’d Gee/e. 

Mad. But fiich as will not keep your Capitol. 

Shun. You were wont to ha’ yourBreams ——~ 

Alm. And Trouts {ent in? 

Cym. Fat Carps and Salmons? Fit. Land now and then 
An Emblem o’ your felf, an o’re grown Pike ? 

P. fen. You area Fack, Sir. Fit. You ha’ made a thift 
To {wallow twenty fuch i der ere now. 

Alm. Vf he thould come to feed upon poor Fobs 2 

Mad. Or turn pure Fack-a-lent after all chis? 

Fit. Tut, he'll live like a Grafhopper— Aad. On Dew. 

Shun. Or like a Bear, with licking hisown Claws. 

Cym. I, if his Dogs were away. 

Alm. He'll eat them firlt, — 
While they are fat. 7. Faith, and when they are gone, 
Here’s nothing co be feen beyond. Cym. Except 


His Kindred, Spiders, Natives o’ the Soil. 


Alm. Duft, he will ha’ enough, to breed Fleas. 
Mad. But by that time he'll ha’ no Blood to rear ’em. 
_ Shun. He will be as thin as a Lantern, we hall fee 
thorow him. | Zs 

Alm. And his Gut Colon tell his Inteftisa——_- 

P. fen. Reghes, Rafcals,(Baw, waw.) (His Dogs bark. 

F3t. He calls his Dogs to his aid. 

Alm, O! they but rife at mention of his Tripes. 

Cym. Let them alone, they do it not for him. . 

Mad. They bark fe defendendo. Shun. Or for cuftom, 
As commonly Curs do one for another. 

Lsc. Arm, arm you, Gentlemen Jeerers, th’ old Canter 
Is coming in upon you, with his Forces, ae 
The Gentleman that was the Caarer. Shun. Hence. 

Fitz, Away. Cym. What is he? 

Alm, Stay not to ask Queftions. 

Fit. He’s a Flame. : 

Shun. A Furnace. Alm. A Confumption, 
Kills where he goes. [They all run away. 

Lie. See! the whole Covey is {catter’d; 
"Ware, ’ware the Hawks. Tloveto fee him fly. 


Act V. Scene. VL. 
Peni-boy Ca. Peni-boy fen. Peni-boy jun. Pecunia, Train. 


yo fee by this amazement and diftraction, 
What your Companions were, a poor, afrighted, 

And guilty Race of Men, that dare to ftand 

No Breath of Truth; but confcious to themfelves 


* 
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OF their no-wit, or Honefty, ran routed They could not be committed, as clofe Prifoners, 

At every Pannick Terror themfelves bred. My Learned Counfel cells me here, my Cook; 

Where elfe, as confident as founding Brafs, And yet he fhew’d me the way firft. Lic. Who did ?I? 
Their tinkling Captain, Cymbal, and the reft, I trench the sk o’ the Subjects? P. Ca. Peace, 

Dare put on any Vifor, to deride Picklock, your Gueft, chat Stentor, hath infe@ted you, a7 
The wretched, or with ie Licence jeft Whom I have fafe enough in a wooden Collar. 

At whatfoe’re is ferious, if not facred. P. fen. Next, I reftore chefe Servants to their Lady, 


P. fen. Who’s this? my Brother! and reftor’d to Life! With Freedom, Heart of chear, and Countenance ; 
[Peni-boy fen. acknowledgeth bis elder Brother. | kc is their Year and Day of Fubilee. 


P. Ca. Yes, and fene hither to reftore your Wits, . Ira. We thank you, Sir. [ Her Train thanks bim. 
If your fhore Madnefs be not more than Anger? P. fen. And laftly, to my: Nephew 
Conceived for youreLofs! whichI return you. I give my Houfe, Goods, Lands, all but my Vices, 
See here, your Mortgage, Statute, Band, and Wax, And thofe I go to cleanfe; kiffing this Lady, 
Wichout your Broker, come to abide with you, Whom I do give him too, and join their Hands. 
And vindicate the Prodigal from ftealing P.Ca, If the Spectators will join theirs, we thank ’em. 
Away the Lady. Nay, Pecunia her felf P. jun. And with they may, as I, enjoy Pecunia. 
Is come to tree him fairly, and difcharge Pec. And fo Pecunia her felf doth with, 
All Ties, but thofe of Love, unto her Perfon, That the may ftill be Aid unto their Ufés, 
To ufe her like a Friend, not like a Slave, Not Slave unto their Pleafures, or a Tyrant 
Or like an Ido/. Superftition } Over their fair Defires ; but teach them all 
Doth violate the Deity it worthips, The Golden Mean; the Prodigal, how to live ; 
No lefs than Scorn doth. And believe ity Brother, The fordid, and the covetows, how to die: 
The Ufe of things is all, and not che Store: That, with found Mind 5 this, {afe Frugality. 
Surfeit and Fulnefs have kill’d more than Famine. 
The Sparrow, with his little Plumage, flies, 
While the proud Peacock, overcharg’d with Pens, 
Is fain to {weep the Ground with his grown Train, The EPILOGUE. 
And load of Feathers. P. fen. Wife ad honour’d Brother ! 
None but a Brother, and fent from the Dead, AT Hes bave you feen the Makers double Scope, 
As you are to me, could have altered me: To profit, and delight s wherein our Hope 
I thank my Deftiny, chat is fo gracious. Is, though the Clout we do not always bit, S 4 


Are there no Pains, no Penalties decreed It will not be imputed to bis Wit : | lpi fl at hal ’ 
From whence you come, to us that {mother Money A Tree fo try'd, and bent, as *swill not flart. cla, i$ ‘ od, He 


In Chefts, and ftrangle her in Bags? °F.Ca.O, mighty, | Nor doth be often crack a String of Art, ttc CN ase 
Intolerable Fines, and Mulés impos’d! Though there may other Accidents as range Dale Lhe 
(Of which I come co warn you) Forfeitures Happen, the Weather of your Looks may change, fa om 4 Se iat A 
Of whole Eftates, if they be known, ‘and taken! Or fome high Wind of Mifconceit arife, Lie? 4 A! 1b. - 
P.fen. I thank you, Brother, for the light you have | Ze caufe an Alteration in our Skies: “oS, = 0 Sa VA 
given me ; If fog ware forry, that bave fo mil [pent/70 6 Aa Toy/ig yo pure 
I will prevent ’em all. Firft free my Dogs, Our Time and Tackle; yet be's confident, Gey aflue Ward Ea 
Left what I ha’ done to them (and againft Law) And vows, the next fatr Day he'll bave ws {hoot 4 * Minn Fag. 
Be a Premunire; for by Magna Charta The fame Match ore for Lim, if you'll come en ae Froud. ? 
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A COMEDY. 
_ A@ed in the Year 1616. By His Majesty's Servants: 
PBK fpined gol pil: Ath ttn feb poh Br 
Ihe Author Ben. Johnfon. 
Fitta voluptatis Caufa, fint proxima veris. Hor. de Art. Poet. 
| The Persons of the Pray. — 
SATAN, © The great Devil. T RAINES, . ‘The Projeétor’s man. 
Pus. The lefs Devil. GUILT-HEAD,. A Gold-Smith. 
Inraurry, The Vice. — PLUTARCHUS, His Son. 
FirzportTRenty,  ASquire of Norfolk.|Sir Poure Erruer-stpe, 4 Lawyer,and Fufticg. 
Miftris Frances, His Wife. Lady Errue rst ve, His Wife. 
Meercrart, — The Projeétor. Lady Tarue-susu, The Lady Projettre/s, 
EVERILL, Ekts Champion. Pirrany. Eker woman, 
Witripou A young Gallant. |AMBLER., Her Gentleman Ufher. 
Mawnty, Fits Friend. —  \S never. 7 A Smith, the Conftable. 
INGINE, - A Broker. SHACKLES, Keeper of Newgate. 
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PROLOGUE 


btn ad — 
Mibaofas a HE Devil is an Afs: That is, to day, 
wo 4 / 
ohh A: Ab jar Wake ‘The Name of what you are met for, a new Play, 
Mee As ye ta, opp Yet, Gra 


ndee's, would you were not come-to grace 
x pr Quy matter, with allowing us no place. 
ar Uy a4 
- ai Pe Though you prefume, Satan, a fubtle thing, 
y 7 Aas: fr ‘And may have beard he's worn ina thumb-ring ; 


oft age Uh » Do not on thefe Prefumptions, force us aét, 
Cnt Fo polo 4 In compa/s of a Cheefe-trencher. ‘This tratt | 
Qed, [otyp OO [ a WV ill ne're admit our Vice, becaufe of yours. = 
“Lo ynft «7 wind Anon, who worfe than you, ‘the faule endures. 
Ln bey” Yok That. your felves make ? when you will thruft and {purn, 


And aH ola, 0 the Elbows; and bid, turn ; 
As if, when we had fpoke, we be gone, 
Or, till we {peak , = all oa i e 
Like the young Adders, at the old ones mouth? : 
fl , Would we could fland “due North; or had no South, | 

23 A WT: ‘v4 ree 7 ge Hf that offend: or were Mutcovy Glafs, 
Ma ie rseiih Y Sat, ort t That you might look our Scenes through as they pafs. 

cz We know not how to affett you. If you'll come. 


a Io fee new Plays, pray yon afford us room, - 
/gosy 2$, th we - 


jfhew this but the fame face you have done falawN Uh. a omens aut 
a7 ges) +P dear delight, the Deyil_of Edmunton. Ee =e fije2 yi 


/ Whe f Ka Or, if, for want of room it mujt mifcarry, 
wf / at o/ me Twill be but Fuftice that your Cenfure tarry, Pe &y r7 Apr 


4 7 ihe oe tine fome. And when fix np 0K ha wt wie Ze me oe 
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A& I. Scene L 


a 


a el - nf. 
a<f/ If UY, ee Be Imig ns Hew? 


“we Oh, hoh, hoh, oh, hoh, hoh, hoh, hoh, &c. 


To Earth? and why to Earth, thou foolifh 


— Spirie? . 
What would’f{t thou do on Earth ? 
Pug. For that, great Chief! : 

As time fhall work. Ido but ask my month. 

. Which every petty psi’ny Devil has ; | 
Within that term the Court of Hel will hear . 
Something may gain a longer grant, perhaps. --_ 
_ Sat. For what? thé laming a poor Cow, or two 
Entring a Sow, to make her caft her Farrow? 

Or croffing of a Market-womans Mare, 

>Twixce this and Totnams ? thefe were wont to be 

Your main atchievements, 

Upon a tonning of Ale, to ftale the Yeft, 

Or keep the Churn fo, chat the Butter come not, °. 
°>Spight o” the Houfewives Cord, or her hot Spit? 
49¢Or ae good Ribibe,” about Kentifh Town, ie 

Or Hogfden, you would hang now, fora Witch, 
Becaufe the will not let you play round Roblin; ... . 


wn ‘Li i Cig tal 
 LilyiG tb igh who hh vb 
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Sat. What Vice? 
What kind wouldft th’ have it of ? 
Pug. Why, any Fraud, 
Or Covetou/ne/s, or Lady Vanity, 
Or old Iniqnity: Til call him hither. -. 
Ini. What is he calls upon me, and would feem to 
lack a Vice ? ne - 


Ere his words be half f{poken, I am with him ina trice; 


Here, there, and every where, as the Cat 1s with the 
, Mi ; 


Pug, You have fome plot now, 
th 


_| Like a Needle of Spais, with a Thread at my tail. 
We will farvey the S#burbs, and make forth our Sallies, 


And you'll go fowre the Citizens Cream ’gainft Sunday ? 


That fhe may be accus’d for’c, and condemn’d, - 
[By a Middlefex Jury, to the fatisfaction te 
Of their offended Friends, the Londoners Wives, 


Whofe ceeth were fet on edge with ic? Foolith Fiend, : 


Stay i your place, know your own ftrength,. and put not 201: 
, ea: : | Falfe wich their Mafters ; and gueld many a full Pack, 


Beyond theSphere of your Activity. + ....., 
You are too dull aDeviltobe trufted es 
Forth in thofe parts, Pug, upon any.affair: 21). 
That may sonsera por Mame 6 Earth. Itis.noe; 
Every ones work. The State of Hel muftcara 
Whom itimploys, in point of Reputation, — 

Here about London. t 


You would make, [cthink, - __ 

An Agent to befent for LancajhireX*¥ a 

Proper enough ; oF fome parts Of Northumberland, 

So yo’ had good Inflructions, Pug. me. at 
Pug. O Chief! - i sateen eseecteite’s 

You do not know, dear Chief, what there is in me. 

Prove me but for a fortnight, for a week, : 

And lend me but a Vice? to carry with me, 

To praétice there with any play-tfellow, 

And you will fee, there will come more upon’, 

Then you'll imagine, precious Chief. 

vLy. yn; Mt o peb ecw a! 
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A of fv SAAS ras a 
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a 


a 
{In a Cloak to thy Heel, and a Hat likea Penthoufe.” *~7 


ice: | 
True veto Iniquitas. Lack’ft thou Cards, friend, or Dice? 
I will ceach thee cheat, Child, to cog, lie and {wagger, 
And ever and anon to be drawing forth thy Dagger : 
To {wear by Gogs-nowns, like a lufty Fuventas, * aes 
Thy Breeches of three Fingers,and thy Doublet all Belly, gry. 6 os. 
With a Wench that hall feed thee, with Cock-Stones and yr. 6% G4, 
Gelly. ot Lia off AW luvin Tear AD 0S S g; 6 Av 1 in. le 
Pug. Is it not excellent, Chief 2y how nimble he is! £2. 7x0, 
Ini. Child of Hell, this is nothing! T will fetch thee a7 227 gv 
leap t ato : 
Poste = top of Pawl’s Stee . to 3 Standard a Cheap: 
And lead che ad ¢ the Streets, without fail, ) 
e.a daunce throug ithou BE v 


“1 er «72 “fe € 
Down Petticoat-lane, and up the Smock- Allies,  ¢7¢/ lay Wohl, opl/ 
To Shoreditch, Wbite-Chappel, and fo to Saint Katherns,-V Za <Z,/ 
Todrink with the Dutch there, and take forth their Pat--¢ Gf. 
terns : | 2A cnt bored v olrnr. 
From thence, we will put in at Cujtom-boufe Key there, 
And fee how the Factors, and Prentices play there, -¢ ~aJ, 
To {pend it in Pies, . at the Dagger and the Wool- Sack. - 
Pug. Brave, brave, Iniquity ! will not this do, Cbief'? 
Ini. Nay, boy, I will bring thee tothe Bawds, and the 
Royfters, | 
At Billings-gate, feafting with Claret-wine and Oyfters 3 
From thence fhoot the Bridge, Child, to the Cranes ¥ the 
Vintry, 7 | 
And fee shee the Gimblets, how they make cheir entry ° 
Or if chowhadft rather to the Strand down to fallp 


| __ |’Gainft.che Lawyers come dabled from Weftminfter-Hall, 


‘And mark how they cling, with cheir Clicnts together, 
Like Ivy to Oak, fo Velvet to Leather : 


‘Ha, boy, Iwould thew thee. 


Pug. Rare, rare! Dev. Peace, Dotard, 


And thou more ignorant thing, that fo admir'ft, 
Art thou the Spirie thou feem’ft ? fo poor? to chufe 
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This for a Vice, t? advance the Caufe of Hel, 
Now, as Vice ftands this prefenc Year ? Remember 
What number it 1s, Six Hundred and Sixteen. 
Had it bue been Five Hundred, though fome Sixty 
Above ; that’s Fifty years agone, and Six, 
(When every Great Man had his Vice ftand by him, 
In his long Coat, fhaking his wooden Dagger) | 
I could conferit, chac then this your grave choice 
Might have done that, with his Lord Chief, the which 
Molt of hisChamber cando now. Bue Pug, | 
_ As the times aré, who is it will receive you? ; 
What Company will you go to? or whom mix with? 
.\Where canit thou carry him, except to Taverns? - 
fe : .|{To mount up on a Joynt-Stool, wich a Fews trump, 
vp LW. Wojnn\TO put down Cokeley, and ee ae 
| t; oe ee He ere willbe advfiteed there, where Vennor comes. 
: 9 [iuaer feo He may perchance, in tail of a Sheriffs Dinner, 
: Meg nyt Skip with a Rimeo’ the Table, from New-notbing, Yow 
ot C497 And take his Almainleap into a 'Cuftard,” © 7°77" 


4d a. 
Chand Hi] 


Jaypot, Cf 


a 7. This isnot that will do, they are other things 3) 7, cd, 
© fe Wal That are receiv'd now upon Earth, for Vices § nist fof 

wo Stranger and newer: and chang’d every hour. - 77; 

, Ye 


/¢~ They ride ’em like their Horfes off their Legs, ./ 
«for 7" And here they come to Hell, whole Legions of *em, 
Ye ely, And rear’em up new ones; but they donot { 
rr we rely BW hen they come there : they turn’em on our hands. 
Y And it is tear’d they have a Stud o’ their own 
Will put down ours. Both our Breed and Trade 
VVill fuddenly decay, if we prevent not. 
Unlefs it be a Vice of Quality, | 
Or Fafhion now, they take none from us. Car-men — 
49 8 Are got into the yellow Starch, and Chimney fweepers 
- (To their Tobacco and Strong-waters, Hum, | A <4 
feath, and Obarni. WV Vemuft therefore aim 
At extraordinary fabtle ones now, 
VVhen we do {énd'to keep us up in credit. 
Not old Jniquities. Get you een back, Sir, | 
To making of your Rope of Sand again. 
You are not for the Manners, nor the Times: 
They have cheir Vices there, moft like to Vertues ; 
You cannot know ’em apart by any difference : 
They wear the fame-Clothes, eatthe fame Meat, 
Sleep i’ the felf-fame beds, ride 7 thofe Coaches. , 
Or very like, Four Horfes in a Coach, : 
As the beft Men and VVomen. Tiffue Gowns, 
Garters and Rofes, Fourfcore pound a pair, 
.. +Embroidred Stockings, Cut-work Smocks and Shirts, 
More certain Marks of Lechery now and Pride, 
Than e’re they were of true Nobility ! 
But, Pug, fince you do burn with fuch defire 
To do the Commonwealth of Hell fome fervice ; 
1am content, affuming of 3 body,’ 
You go to earth, and vific Mena day. 
‘But you muft cake a body ready made, Pug, 
I can create you none: nor fhall you form 
| Your felf an airy one, bue become fubyect 
oi To all impreffion of che Fteth you take, 
© * ~~ So far as humane frailey. So, this morning, : 
_ There isa handfome Cut-purfe hang’d at Tyburn, 
VVhofe Spirie departed, you may enter his body : 
For Clothes, imploy your credit with the Hang-man, 
Or let our tribe of Brokers furnifh you. | 
And look how far your Subtilty can work 
Thoréugh thofe Organs, with that body, fpy 
Amongtt Mankind. (you cannot there want Vices, 
And therefore the lefs need co carry ’em wi’ you) 
But as you make your foon at nights relation, 
And we fhall find it merits from the State , 
You fhall have both eruft from us, and imployment. 
Pag. Moft gracious Chief! 
Dev. Only thus more I bind you, 


User, # Shall make my Lady Mayorefs, and her Sifters, 7.7 ee ; 
b me Laugh all their Hoods ae their Shoulders. But . Lua: Their Ravens VVings, their Lights, and Pentacles, 


Lae’ 4«,| (And that’s the one main mortal thing I fear 
boty ET “Every week tyr'd. We fiill ftrive to breed, ozpe'st7. 
tend, f#- | Have only made him. *Slight, he would be feen, 


{I long for thee. 


The Devil s an Afs. 


To ferve the firft man thac you meet; and him | 
Vl thew you now: Obferve him. Yon’ is he, 
[He fhews Fitz-dottrel to bin, coming forth, 

You hall fee firft atter your clothing. Follow him: 
But once engag’d, there you muft {tay and fix; 
Not ayy peg amps Cock do grew. 
Pug. y ditions to one. 

Das Away, thet. a y..x fr Killa Dan hily 
aot. ot oa, Caid Vis fille G7 a>. 


A& I. Scene IL. 
alpfegr, AL ert Pade akee lle Jt Abb 


lk they do now, name Bretnor, as before, fleet ya 
They calk’d of Grefham, and of Doétor Fore-man, 
Franklin, and Fiske, and Savory (he was in too) 3 

But chere’s not one of thefe that ever could 

Yet fhew a man the Devil in true fore. 

They have their Chryftals, Ido know, and Rings, 
And Virgin-Parchment, and their dead mens Sculls, 


VVith Charagters ; Tha’ feen all thefe. Buc———~ 
VVould I might fee the Devil. I would give 


72 A hundred o° thefe Pictures to fee him Sa. & 


Once out of Pidture. May I prove a Cuckold, | 


If I begin not now to think, the Painters . ) af 
One time or other elfe. He would not let 
An ancient Gentleman, of a good Houfe 
As moft are now in England, the Fetz-dottrel’s, 
Run wild, and call upon him thus in vain, 

AsI ha’ done this twelve month. If he be not 

At all, why are there Conjurers? If they be not, 
VVhy arethere Laws againft °em? The beft Artifs 
Of Cambridge, Oxford, Middlefex and London, 


| Effex and Kent, I have had in pay to raife him, 


Thefe ns weeks, and yeth’ appears not. “Sdeath, 
I fhall fufpe& they can make Circles only ° 
Shortly, and know but his hard names. They do fay, 
HY will meet a man (of himfelf) that has a mind to him. 
If he would fo, I have.a mind and a half for him : 
He fhould not be long abfent. Pray thee come, 
An’ I were with Child by him, 
And my wife too ; I could not more. Come yet, 
[ He expreffeth a longing to fee the Devil, 
Good Beelzebub. V Vere he a kind Devil, _ 
And had humanity in him, he would come, but 
To fave ones longing. I fhould ufe him well, 
_| [fwear, and with refpe& (would he would try me) 
Not as the Conjurers do, when they ha’ rais’d him, 
Get him in Bonds, and fend him Poft on Errands 
A thoufand Miles: it is prepofterous, that: 
And I believe, is the crue Caufe he comes not. 
And he has reafon. VVho would be engag’d, 
That might live freely, as he may do? I fwear, 
They are wrong all. The burnt Child dreads the fire. 
They do not know to entertain the Devil. 
I would fo welcome him, obferve his Diet, : 
Get him his Chamber hung with Arras, twoof ’em, _ 
P my shila houfe ; lend him my VVives wrought Pil- 


ows: 

And as I am an honeft Man, I think, 

If he had a mind to her too; I fhould grant him, 
To make our Friendthip perfe&. So I would not 
To every man, If he but hear me now? 

And fhould come to me in a brave young fhape, 
And take me at my word? ha! VVho is this? 


Act 
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(yfo~ 1E 9% «© | Since I-came home from travel: and they fay, 
AG I. Scene IIL hye woferFat She is not alter'd. Then, before I wene, 
0 pak Traveler : mg her once ; but as es hach ftuck 
Pug, Fitu-dottrel. opt an Fo/—toy | Still ? my view, no Obje& hath remov’d her. 
. wk WO, Sua, uA Maw. *Tisa fair Guelt, Friend, Beauty : and oncelodg’d 
S IR, your good pardon, that I thus prefume #77] Deep in the Eyes, the hardly leaves the Inn. 
Upon your Privacy. I am born a Gentlemans-“4 How do’s he keep her? 
A younger brother, but in fome difgrace, ‘f-|__ Wit. Very brave. However, 
Now with my Friends: and want fome little means Himfelf be fordid, he is fenfual that way. 
To keep me upright, while things be reconcil’d. <«7z,| In every dreffing, he do’s ftudy her. | 
Pleafe you to let my Service be of ufe to you, Sir. =~ Man. And furnifh forth himfelf fo from the Breker 2 
"Fit. Service? *fore Hell, my heare was at my mouth,} Wit. Yes, that’s a hir’d Suit he now has on, 
Till I had view’d his Shooes well: for thofeRofes %5/ | To fee the Devil is an 4/3, to day, in. 
VVere big enough to hide a cloven foot, mo=/f+ tog] (This Ingine gets threeor four pound a week by him), — 
He looks and furveys bis Feet over and over. | He dares not mifs a new Play, ora Feat, — 


No, Friend, my number’s full. I haveone Servant What Rate foever Clothes be at; and thinks 
VVho is my all indeed ; and from the Broom Himfelf {till new, in other Mens old. 
Unto the Brufh : for juft fo far I truft him. | Man. But ftay, 
4)8He is my VVardrobe-man, my Cater, Cook, Do’s he love Meat fo? 
Bucler and Steward; looks unto my Horfe ; _ Wit. Faith, he do’s not hate it. 
And-helps to watch my VVife. H(’has all the places, | But that’s nocit. His Belly and his Palate 
That I can think on, from the Garret downward, Would be compounded with for Reafon. Marry, 
E’en to the Manger, and the Curry-comb. _- | A Wit he has, of thae wi Credit with him, 
Pug. Sir, 1 thall put your VVorthip to no charge, *Gainft all Mankind 3 as ic doth make him do 
More than my Meat, and chat but very little; | Juft what ic lift: ie ravifheshim forth, 
Pil ferve you for your Love. _ | Whither it pleafe, to any Affembly or Place, 
Fx.“Ha! without VVages ? And would conclude him ruin’d, fhould.he {cape 
Pll hearken o’ thac Ear, were I at leifure. One publick Meeting, out of the belief ; 
But now Pm bufie. ’*Prythe, Friend, forbear me, He has of his own great, and Catholick ftrengths, 
And’ thou halt been a Devil, Ifhould fay In arguing and Difcourfe. It takes, I fee: 
‘Somewhat more to thee. Thou doft hinder now H’ has got the Cloak upon him. — 
My Meditations. Pug. Sir, 1 ama Devil. _ LUngine bath won Fitz-dottrel, to ?/ay on the Cloak. 


Fit. A fair Garment, 


Fit. How! Pag. A true Devil, Sir. 
By my Faith, Ingine! Ing. It was never made, Sir, 


Fit. Nay, now you lie: yw 
Under your favour, Friend, for I'll not quarrel. . For threefcore pound, I affure you: "Twill yield thirty. 
I look’d o° your feet afore, you cannot cozen me, The Pluth, Sir, coft three pound ten fhillings a yard! 
Your Shooe’s not cloven, Sir, you are whole hoof'd. . | Andthen the Lace and Velvet. Fit. I thall, Ingine, 


[He views bis Feet agajn. | Be look’d at, prettily, in it! Art thou fure 
Pug. Sir, that’s a popular Error, deceives many : The Play is play’d to day ? 


But Tf am that I tell you. Ing. O here's the Bill, Sir. | 

Fit, What’s your Name? | LHe gives bim the Play-Bil. 

Pug. My Name is Devil, Sir, ' | Phad forgot to gi’t you. 

Fit. Say’ft thoutrue. Pug. Indeed, Sir. Fit. Ha? the Devil ! | 

Fit, Slid! there’s fome Omen?’ this! what Countryman? {I will not lofe you, Sirrah! But, Ingine, think you, 

Pug. Of Derby -fhire, Sir, about the Peak. ¢ The Gallant is fo furious in his folly ? | 

Fit. That Hole A So mad upen the Matter, that he'll part, 

Belong’d to your Anceftors ? | | With’s Cloak upo’ thefe terms ? 
Pug. Yes, Devil’s Arfe, Sir. Ing. Truft not your Ingine, 

Fit. I'll entertain him for che Name fake. Ha? Break me to pieces elfe, as you would do 
‘And turn away my ¢ other Man? and fave A rotten Cain, or an old rufty Fack, 9 (him. 7 
Four Pound a year by that? there’s luck and thrift too! | That has not one true Wheel in him. Do but talk wich 
The very Devil may come hereafter as well. Fit. I thall do that, to fatisfie you, Ingine, 


Friend, I receive you: but (witha!) I acquaint you | And my felf too. With your leave, Gentlemen. 
Aforehand, if yo’ offend me, I muft beat you. - | (He turns to Wittipol. 


It is a kind of Exercife I ufe; | Which of you is it is fo meer Idolacer - / D. Scere (ay. o 
And cannot be without. Pug. Yes, if I do not | To my Wives Beauty, and fovery prodigal /  zuy, 4 Seah hes, 2 
Offend, you can fure. Fé. Faith, Devil, very hardly : | Unto my patience, that, for the fhore Parley? Jucany “ee A : 
. Til call you by your Surname, *caufe I love it. Of one {wift hours quarter, with my Wife, IFA v6'are id GF; 
| He will depart with (let me fee) this Cloak here, 4.7 2 yy ig 7” 
Act I Scene IV. The price of Folly? Sir, are you the Man? £5, ee er any 
| Wit. I am that vene’rer, Sir. oy om 7 aa 
Ingine, Wittipol, Manly, Fitz, dottrel, Pug, Fit. Good time! your Name a 


Is Wittipol? Vit. The fame, Sir. 


Y Onder he walks, Sir, I'll go lift him for you. Fir. And ’tis told me, 
: Wit. Tohim, good Ingine,raifehim up by degrees, | Yo" have travell’d lately ? 


Gently, and hold him there coo, you can do it. VVit. That I have,Sir. Fit. Truly, 


Shew your felf now a Mathematical Broker. Your Travels may have alter’d your Complexion ; 
Ing. Vl warrant you for half a piece. But fure, your Wit ftood ftill. 
Wit. °Tis done, Sir. VVit. \t may well be, Sir. 
Man. 1st poffible there fhould be fuch a Man! All Heads ha’ not like growch. 


~ __ Wit. You fhall be your own Wienefs, Pll not labour Fit. The good Man’s Gravity, | | 
To tempt you paft your faich, Jden. Andis his Wife | That left you Land, your Father never taught you 
So very handfome, fay you? Thefe pleafant Matches? _ 
_ Wet. ha? not feen her VVit. No, nor can his Mirch, 
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Wich whom I make ’em put me off Fit. You are Man, I believe any thing now, though I confefs 


_ Refolv’d chen? VVit. Yes, Sir. His Vices are the mioft Extremities 
Fit. Beauty is the Saint, I ever knew in Natute. But why loves he 


You'll facrifice your felf into che Shirt too? (dom ?| The Devil fo? WV. O Sir! for hidden Treafure, 
~~ Vit. Sol may ftill cloth, and warm your, Wif- | He hopes to find: and has propos’d himfelf 


Fit. You lade me, Sir pa 4s nod ypoare wy “cnn So infinite a Mafs, as to recover, 
VVir. Vknow what yowWwill bear, Sir. ~ 7. He cares not what he parts with, of the prefent, 
Fit. Well, tothe Point. ’Tis only, Sir, you fay, To his Men of Art, who are the Race, may coyn him. 
To {peak unto my Wife ? | Promife Gold Mountains, and the covetous 
VVit. Only to {peak to her. : Are ftill moft prodigal. 
Fit. And in my prefence? Man. But ha’ you faith, 
VVit. In your very prefence. That he will hold his Bargain ? 
Fit. Andin my hearing? VVit. In your hearing: fo] VVit. O dear, Sir! 
You interrupt us not. Fst. For the fhore {pace He will not off on’e. Fearhim not. I know him. 
You do demand, the fourth pare of an hour, One bafenefs {till accompanies another. 
J chink I thall, with fome convenient ftudy, See / he is here already, and his Wife too. 
And this good help to boot, bring my felf co't. Man. A.wondrous handfome creature, as I live! 
[He fhrugs bimfelf up in the Cloak. a 
.  WVit. I ask no more. Act J. Scene VI. 
| Fit. Pleafe you, walk to’ard my houfe, | | 7 , 
Speak what you lift ; that time is yours: My Right Fitz-dottrel, Miftris Fitz: dottrel, VVittipol, Manly. 
I have departed with. “But not beyond 
A Minute, or aSecond, look for. Length, . Ome, Wife, thisis the Gentleman. Nay, blufh not. 
And drawing out, ma’ advance much to thefe Matches. Mrs. Fit. Why, what do you mean, Sir? ha’ you 
And Lexcept all kiffing. Kiffes are | your Reafon? Fit. Wite, 
Silent Petitions ftill with willing Levers. | I do not know that I have lenc ie forth © 
VVit. Lovers? How falls that o’ your phantfie ? To any one; at leaft, without a Pawn, Wife: 
Fit. Sir, Or that I have eat or drunk the thing, of late, 
I do know fomewhart, I forbid all Lip-work. | That fhould corrupt it. Wherefore, gentle Wife, 
VVit. Tam not eager at forbidden Dainties. | Obey, it isthy Vertue: hold no ads | 


Who covets unfit things, denies himfelf. | Of Difputation. Afrs. Fit. Are'you not enough 
Fit. You fay well, Sir,’Iwas prettily faid, that fame. | The talk of Feafts and Meetings, but you'll ftill 


He do’s indeed. [ll have no touches therefore, Make argument for frefh?— 
Nor takings by the Armes, nor tender Circles Fit. Why, careful Wedlock, 
Calt bout the Waft, but all be done at diftance. © If I have a longing to have one tale more 
Love is brought up with thofe foft migniard handlings : | Goof me, what is that to thee, dear heart? 
His pulfe lies in his palm 5 and I detend | Why fhouldft thou envy my delight? or crofs it ? 
- All melting joynts and fingers, (that’s my bargain) .. | By being folicitous, when it not concerns thee ? : 
wh lotark de. I do defend ’em, any thing like A@ion. °° Mrs. Fit. Yes, Vhave fhare in this. The fcorn will fall 
Lire, mvs But talk, Sir, what you will. Ufe allthe Tropes. As bitterly on me, where both are laught’at. : 
eB, Aéw-And Schemes, that Prince Quintilian can afford you: . Fit. Laught at, fweet Bird? is that the fcruple ? 
ote Ub» fe And much good do your Réetoricks heart. 7 Come, come, 


of tH ate Jv (- You are Phe at Sir. | es 3 Thou area Niaife) Which of your great Houfes, S00 
ie Vy tofers Ingine *w you. Wit. Sir, I muft condition Zi poor 4 gus anf, | A Niaife is a young Hawk, tane 
4 $/C.9.A2-]0EO have this Gentleman by, a Wienefs. Fir. Well; — |a%utpe: coat $7 ani Jig. Kn€t. Porying is of the Negi. 
¢#' Tamcontenr, fohe be filent. Man. Yes, Sir... | “ F(1 will not mean at home here? but abroad) | 
Fit. Come, Devil, V1l make you room ftraight. But] Your Families in France, Wife, fend not forth 


J'll thew. you | Something within the-feven year, may be laught at ? 
Firft, to your Miftris, who’s nocommon one,  =— | 1 do not fay feven months, nor feven weeks, ~ 
You muft conceive, that brings this gain to fee her. | Norfeven days, nor hours: but feven year, Wife. 
+> _ Phope thou’ft brought me good luck. . | give’emtime. Once within feven year, 
ss. Pug. I thall do’t, Sir. | I think they may do fomething may be laught at. 
ae kG . 3 In France, I keep me there ftill. Wherefore, Wife, 
Act I. Scene V. Let then thar lift, laugh ftill, racher than weep 
| Forme. Here is a Cloak coft fifty pound, Wife, 
Wittipol, Manly. ; ~~ | Which I can fell for thirty, when I ha’ feen 


| Seen. a All London in’t, and London has feen me. 
Ngine, you hope o’your half piece? “Tis there, Sir. | To day I go to the Black-Friers Play-houfe, 
Be gone. Friend Manly, who’s within here? fixed? | Sit ? che view, falute all my acquaintance, 
————- [Wittipol knopks bis Friend o the Breaft. | Rife up between the .4as, ‘let fall my Gloak, 


Man. I am directly in a fit of wonder Publifh a handfome Man, anda rich Suit 
Whar'll be the iffue of this Conference! _*. | (As that’s a fpecial end, why we go thither, 
VVit. For that ne’er vex your felf till the Evene. Allthat pretend to ftand for’e 0’ the Stage) ae 
How like yo’ him ? 7 7) The Ladies ask, who’s that ? (Fortheydocome ~«- | 
Man, I would fain fee moré of him. To fee us, Love, aswedotofeethem) i 
VVit. What think you of this ? . ° | Now I fhall lofe all this, forthe falfe tear ois 
Man, Yam paft degrees of thinking. | | OF being laught at? Yes, wuffe. Let’em laugh, Wife, 
Old 4frick, and the new Amcrica, | Let me have fuch another Cloak to morrow 
With all cheir Fruit of Monfters cannot fhew And let ’em laugh again, Wife, and again, - 
So juft-a Prodigy. And then grow tat wich laughing, and then fatter: 
VVit. Could you have believ'd, - Alf my young Gallants, let’em bring their Friends too : 
Without your fight, a mind fo fordid inward, Shall F forbid’em ? Nv, let Heaven forbid ’em: ae 
Should be fo fpecious, and laid forch abroad, Or Wit,if’ have any charge on’em.Come,thy Ear, Wife; 
To all che thew that ever Shop or Ware was? Is all, Pll borrow of thee. Set your Watch, Sir; ~ 
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Thou only are to hear, not {peak a word, Dove, 

Tooughe he fays. ThatI do gi’ you in precept, 

No lefs than Council, on your Wive-hood, Wife, 

Not though he flatter you, or make Court, or Love, 

(As you muft look for thefe) or fay, he rail ; 

VVhar e’re his Arts be, V Vife, I will have chee 

Delude ’em with a trick, thy obftinate filence; 

I know advantages ; and I love to hit 

Thefe pragmatick young men at their own weapons. 

Is your VVatch ready ? Here my Sail bears for you: 

Tack toward him, {weet Pisnace, where’s your VVatch? 

{ He difpofes bis VVsfe to his place, 
and fets bis VV atch. 
Wis. Vil fee ic, Sir, wich yours. 
Mrs. Fit. I mutt obey. 
Man. Her Modetty feems to fuffer with her Beauty, 

And fo as if his Folly were away, 

It were worth pity. 
S#e Fit. Now th’ art right, begin, Sir. AF é aii aa 
Butfirft, let me repeat the Contract briefly. “#224”. 4 
| | (He repeats bis Contract wealn. 
. Iam, Sir, to enjoy this Cloak I ftand in, 

Freely, and as your Gift ; upon condition 

You may as freely {peak here to my Spoufe, 

Your quarter of an hour, always keeping 

The meafur’d diftance of your yard, or more, 

From my faid Spoufe: and in my fight and hearing. 
This is your Covenant? VVit. Yes, but you'll allow 
For chis time {pent now? Fit. Set ’em fo much back. 

VVir. Y think I fhall not need it. 

_ Fit. VVell, begin, Sir, 

There is your bound, Sir. Not beyond that Ruth. 

VVit. If you interrupt me, Sir, I fhall difcloak you. 

| [VVittipol begins. 
The time I have purchaft, Lady, is but fhore; 
And therefore if Limploy it chriftily, 
I hope I ftand the nearer to my pardon. 
I am not bere to tell you, you.are fair, 
Or lovely, or how well you drefs you, Lady ; 
Tl fave my felf that Eloquence of your Glafs, 
Which can fpeak thefe things better to you than I. 
And ’tis a Knowledge wherein Fools may be 
As wile as a Court-Parliament. Nor come l 
With any prejudice or doubr, that you 
Should, to the notice of your own worth, need 
Leaft Revelation. She's a fimple. Woman, 
Knows not her good : (whoever knows her ijl) 
And.at all charaéts.” That you are the Wife 
= fo hey blafted Fleth as {earce hath foul, 
nftead of fale, to keep it fweet: I think, 
Wilfask rio Witnelles to prove. The cold 
Sheers that you lie in, with the watching Candle, 
That fees, how dull to any thaw of Beauty, 
Pieces and quarters, half and whole nights fometimes, 
The Devil-given E/fme Squire, your Husband, 
Doth leave you, quitting here his proper Circle, 
Fora much worfe, i’ che Walks of Lincolns- Inn, 
Under the Elms, ¢ expect the Fiend in vain, there 
VVill confefs for you. Fit. I did look for thisGeer. 
VVit. And what a Daughter of Darknefs he does 
make you, | 
Lock’d up from all Society, or Objed ; 
Your Eye not let to look upon a Face, 
Under a Conjurers (or fome Mould for one, 
Hollow and lean, like his) bue by great means, 
As I now make ; your own too fenfible fufferings, — 
VVithout the extraordinary aids 
Of Spells, or Spirits , may affure you, Lady. 
For my part, I proteft ’gaintt all fuch pra@ice, 
I work by no falfe Arts, Medicines, or Charms, 
To be faid forward and backward. 
Fit. No, I except. 
VVit. Sir, 1 thall cafe you. 


sol dent 


Olio : 


| Fit. Mum. 
(He offers to difcloak him. 
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VVit. Nor have I Ends, Lady, 
Upon you, more than this: co tell you how Love, 
Beauties good Angel, he that waits upon her 
re all occafions, and no lefs than Fortune, 

elps th’ adventrous, in me makes that profer, 
VVhich never fair one was fo fond to lofe, 
VVho could but reach a hand forth to her freedom. 
On the firft fight Ilov’d you: fince which time, 
Tho I have travell'd, I have been in travel 
More for this fecond bleffing of your Eyes, 
VVhich now I have purchas’d, than for all aims elfe. 
Think of it, Lady, be your Mind as active 
As is your Beauty: view your Obje@ well. 
Examine both my fafhion and my years; 
Things that are like, are foon familiar s 


And Nature joys ftill in Equality. 


Let not the fign o* the Husband fright you, Lady. - 
But e’re your Spring be gone, enjoy it. Flowers, 
Tho fair, areoft bue of one Morning. Think, 


; | All Beauty doth notlaft until the Autumn. = Av ~ Peon = - 
You grow old while I tell youth's. Andfuch 7 “S90 295, 


As cannot ufe the prefent, are not wile. 
If Love and Fortune will take care of us, 
VVhy fhould our will be wanting 2. This is all. 
VVhat do you anfwer, Lady ? [She ftands mute. 
Fit. Now the {pore comes. | 
Let him ftill wait, wait, wait : while the watch goes, 
And the time runs, wife! 
VVit. How! not any word? 
Nay, then Itafte a Trick in’. VVorthy Lady, - 
I cannot be fo falfe to mine own thoughts 
Of your prefumed Goodnefs to conceive 
This, as your Rudencfs, which I fee’s impos’d. 
Yer, fince your cautelous Faylor here ftands by you, 726 pect Jena 
And yo’ are deny’d the Liberty o’the Houfe, «af AM Sle tym 
Let me take warrant, Lady, from your filence, “aS aes foto le, 
(VVhich ever is interpreted Confenr) #be V pglacaneg d) Views re 
To make your anfwer for you : which fhall be 77 re % 
To as good purpofe as I can imagine, | a 
And what I think you’ld fpeak. 
Fit. No, no, no,no. 
VVit. I thall refume, Sir. 
Man. Sit, what do you mean? . 
, (He fets Mr. Manly, bis Friend, in ber place, 
VVit. One interruption more, Sir, and you go 
Into your Hofe and Doublet, nothing faves you. 
And therefore hearken. This is for your V Vife. 
Man. You -muft play fair, Sir. [And fpeaks for ber. 
VVit. Stand for me, good Friend. 
Troth, Sir, ’tis more than true that you have utt’red 
Of my unequal and fo fordid Match here, 
VVich all che Circumftances of my Bondage. 
I have a Husband, and a two-legg’d one, 
But fuch a Moonling, as no wit of Man 
Or Rofes can redeem from being an Af. 
His grown too much the ftory of Mens Mouthes, 
To {cape hislading: Should I make’t my ftudy, 
And lay all ways, yea, call Mankind to help 
To take his burden off ; why, this one act 
Of his, to let his VVife out to be courted, 
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| And aca price, proclaims his Afinine Nature - 


So loud, as I am weary of my Title to him. 
But, Sir, you feem a Gentleman of Vertue, 

No lefs than Blood ; and one that every way 
Looks as he were of too good Quality, 

To intrap a credulous VVoman, or betray her: 
Since you have paid chus dear, Sir, for a Vifit, 
And made fuch venture on your VVit and Charge 
Meerly to fee me, or at moft, to {peak to me, 

I were coo ftupid, or (what's worfe) ingrate 
Not to return your venture. Think buc how 
Imay with Elec do it, I thall eruft 

My Love and Honour to you, and prefume, 


Yow'll 


Cavett fo) be Gua cfe, 
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~. Fife I thould {peak 


You'll ever husband both, againft this Husband ; 
Who, if we chance to change his liberal Ears, 
To other Enfigns, and with labour make 
A new Bealt of him, ashe fhall deferve, : 
Cannot complain, he is unkindly dealt with. 
This day he is to go to a new Play, Sir, 
From whence no Fear, no, nor Authority, 
Scarcely the Kings Command, Sir, will reftrain him, 
Now you have fitted him with a Srage-garment, 
For the meer names fake, were there no things elfe ; 
And many more fuch Journeys he will make. 
Which, if they now, or any time hereafter, 
Offer us opportunity, you hear, Sir, 
Who'll be as glad, and forward to embrace, 
Meet, and enjoy it chearfully as you. 
I humbly thank you, Lady. 
Fit, Keep your ground, Sir. 
Wit. Will you be lightned ? 
Fit. Mum. VV. And buel am, 
By the fad Contraét, thus to take my leave of you 
At this fo envious diftance, I had taught 
Our Lips e’re this, to feal the happy mixture 
Made of our Souls. But we muft both now yield 
To the neceffity. Do not think yet, Lady, 
But Ican kifs, and touch, and laugh, and whifper, 
And do thofe Crowning Courtthips too, for which 
Day, and the Publick, have allow’d no Name;_ 
But now my Bargainbinds me. *Twere rude Injury 
T’ importune more, or urge a Noble Nature, 
To what of its own Bounty it tsprone to: 
But, Lady, I love fo well, 


_AsI will hope you'll dofo too. I have done, Sir. 


de 


SIZ 


Fit. Well, then, I ha’ won? 
VVit. Sir, and I may win too: | 
Fit. O yes! nodoubton’t. Pll take careful Order, 

That fhe fhall hang forth Enfignsat the Window, 

To tell you when Tam abfent. Or Pll keep 

Three or Four Foot-men, ready ftill of purpofe, 

To run and fetch you at her Longings, Sir. 

Pll go befpeak me ftraight a gilt Caroch, 

For her and you to take the Air in: yes, 

Into Hide Park, and thence into Black Fryers, 

Vifit che Paincers, where you may fee Pictures, 

And note the propereft Limbs, and how to make’em. 

Or what do you fay unto a | 


midling Goffip? 
To bring you aye together, ‘at her lodging ? 
Under pretext of teaching o’ my Wile 


Some rare Receipt of drawing Almond Milk? ha? 
It fhall be a pareof my care. Good Sir, God b’ w’ you. 
I ha’ kept the Contra&, and the Cloak is mine own. 

VVit. Why, much good do’t you Sir ; 1¢ may fall out, 
That you ha’ bought ic dear, though I ha’ not fold it. — 

Fit. A pretty Riddle! Fare you well, good Sir. 

Wife, your Face this way, look on me, and think 
Ya’ have had a wicked Dream, Wife, and forget it. 

ot a [ He turns his Wife about. 

Man. This is the ftrangeft Motion I e’re faw. 

Fit. Now, Wife, fics this fair Cloak the worfe upon me 
For my great fufferings, or your little patience ? ha ? 
They laugh, you think ? 

Mrs. Fit. Why, Sir, and you might {fee’e. 

What thought they have of you, may be foon collected 
By the Young Gentleman’s Speech. 

Fit. Young Gentleman ? : 
Death! you are in love with him, are you ? Could henot 
Be nam’d che Gentleman, without the Young ? 

Up cto your Cabbin again. 

Mrs. Fit. My Cage, yo’ were beft 
= it? Fit. Yes, fing there. You'ld fain be making 
Blanck Manger with him at your Mothers: I know you. 

O,get you up. How acu what fay you, Devil 2” 


Ie Act I. Scene ‘VII. 
set 


Pug, Fstz-Dottrel, Ingine. 


Ere is one Ingine, Sir, defires to fpeak with you. 
Fit. I thought he brought fome news of a Bro- 
ker! Well, 
Let him come in, good Devil ; fetch him elfe. 
QO, my fine Ingine! what’s th’ affair 2 More Cheats ? 

Ing. No, Sir, the Wit, the Brain, the great Projectors 
I told you of, is newly come to Town. 

Fit. Where, Ingine ? | 

Ing. Tha’ brought him (H’ is without) 

E’re he pull’d off his Boots, Sir, but fo follow’d, 
For bufineffes. Fit. But what isa Projector? 
I would conceive. Ing. Why, one, Sir, that projets 
Ways to enrich Men, or to make’em great, . 
By Suits, by Marriages, by Undertakings : 
According as he fees they humour it. 
Fst. Can he not conjure at all? 
Ing. I think he can, Sir, 
(To tell you true.) But you do know, of Iate,. 
The State hath tane fuch note of em, and compell’d’em 
To enter fuch great Bonds, they dare not practice. 
Fit. ’Tis erue, and I lie fallow for’t the while! 
Ing. O, Sir! you'll grow the richer for che reft. 
Fit. Vhope I fhall: bue, Jngine, you do talk 
Somewhat too much o’ my Courfes.)s My Cloak-Cu- 
{tomer 
Could tell me ftrange particulars. 

Ing. By my means: 

Fit. How fhould he have ’em elfe ? 

Jag. Youdonotknow, Sir, - 7 | 
What he has: and by what Arts! A money’d Man, .Sir, 
And isas great with your Almanack-Men as you are. 

Fit. That Gallant ? 

Ing. You make the other wait too long here : 

And he isextream pun@ual. Fit. Is he Gallant? 

Ing. Sir, you fhall fee: He’ is in his Riding Suie, 

As he comes now from Court. But hear him {peaks 
Minifter Matter to him, and then tell me. 


A& IL Scene I. 
Meer-craft, Fitz-dottrel, Ingine, Trains, Pug. 


S IR, Money’s a Whore, a Bawd, a Drudge ; 

Fit torun out on Errands: Let her go. 

Via Pecunia! when fhe’s run and gone, , 

And fled, and dead; then will I fetch her again 

With AquaVite, out of an Old Hogs head ! | 

While there are Leesof Wine, or Drggs of Beer, | 

Pil never.want her! Coynher out of Cobwebs, 

Duft, bue Pll have her ! Raife Wooll upon Egg-fhells, 

Sir, and make Grafs grow out o’ Marrow-bones, 

To make her come. (Commend me to your Miftris. 
_ ' [To @ Watter. 

Say, leche Thoufand Pound but be had ready, 

And it is done) I would but fee the Creature 

(Of Flethand Blood) the Man, the Prince indeed, 

That could imploy fo many Millions | | 
AsI would help him to. Fit. How talks he? Millions? 
Mer, (Pll give you an account of this to morrow.) 
Yes, I wilftalk no lefs, and do it too ; [To another. 

If they were Myriades : and without the Devs, 

By direct means, it fhall be good in Law. Ing. Sir. 
Mer. Tell Mr. Woodcock, VM not failto meet him 

Upon th’ Exchange at night. Pray him to have 

The Writings there, and we'll difpatch ic : Sir, 

You are a Gentleman. of a good Prefence, 

A handfom Man, (I have confidered you) 

As a fit Stock to graft Honours upon : 


SI3 


I have 
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I have a Proje& to make you a Duke now. 
That’ you muft be one, within fo many Months, 
As I fee down,~our-ef true Reafon of State, 
You tha’ not avoid it. Bue you muft harken then. 
Ing. Harken? why. Sir, do you doubc his Ears? Alas! 
' You do not know Matter Fitz-dotrrel. 

Fit. He do’s not know me indeed: I thank you, Ingene, 
For rectifying him. Ader. Good ! Why, Bgine, chen 
PU cell.ic you. (I fee youha’Credic, here, 

_ And, chat you can keep counfel, I'll not queftion.) 
He thall but be an undertaker wich me, -_ 
In a moft feafible Bufinefs. Ic thall coft him 
Nothing. Ing. Good, Sir, : 

Mer. Except he pleafe, but’s Countenance ; 
(Thac I will have) ¢appear in’t, to grear Men, 
For which Pll make him one. He fhall not draw 
A Scring of’s Parfe. I'll drive his Patcent for him: 
We'll cake in Citizens, Commoners, and Aldermen, 
To bear the charge, and blow ’em off again, _ . 
Like fo many dead Flyes, when ’tis carried. 

£3 The ching is for recovery of drown’d Land, 
Whereo! the Crown’s to have a Moiety, 
If ic be Owner ; Elfe the Crown and Owners 
To fhare thac Moiery, andthe Recoverers 
-‘TPenjoy the rother Moiety for their charge. 

"Ing. Throughout England? Mer. Yes, which will arife 

To Eighreen Millions, Seven the firft year : 

I have computed all, and made my Survey 

Unto my Acre: Pil begin at che Pan,” 

Not at the Skirts; as fome ha’ done, and lof  —__ 

All thacchey wrought, their Timber-work, their Trench, 

Their Banks, all born away, or elfe fill’d up 

By che next Winter. Tut, chey never went 

The way: Pil have it all. Ing. A Gallant Tra& 

OF Land itis! Ager. "Twill yield a Poundan Acre 

We mutft let cheap, ever at firft. But Sir, 

This looks too large for you, I fee. Come hither, 

We'll have a lef Here’s-a plain Fellow, you fee him, 

Has his black Bag of Papers there, in Buckram, 

Wi’ not be fold for th’ Earldom of Pancridge: Draw, 
504Gi me out one by chance. Project 5 four Dogs Skins ? 

Twelve thoufand Pound ! the very worft at firit. 

Fst, Pray you let’s fee’t,Sir. Ader.’ Tis a Toy, a Trifle! 

Fit. Trifle! Twelve choufand Pound for Dogs Skins? 

Mer Yes, but, by my way of dreffing, you muit 

 _know, Sir, <2: Gowg 408s Se cael ret 4 
And med’cining the Leather, to a height & G4 
Of improv’d Ware, like your Borachie C7 next oy & 
OF Spain, Sir, Ican fetch Nine thoufand4or’(—— A 

Ing. OF the Kings Glover 2 act ms 

Mer. Yes, how heard you that? 

Ing. Sir, Ido know you can. ~ 
Mer. Within this Hour : , 
And referve half my Secret. Pluck another 3 
_ See if chou haft a happier Hand: I chought fo. 
(He plucks out she 2. Bottle-ale. 
The very next worfe to ie! Botte-ale. 
Yet, this is Two and twenty thoufand ? 
Mer. Yes, Sir, it’s caft co Penny-hal’penny-farthing. 
O’ the back-fide, there you may fee it, read, 
$041 will noc bate a Harrington o° the Sum.” * 
Pll win ie i’? my Water, and my Malt, — 
My Furnaces, and hanging o’ my Coppers, 
The conning, and the fubtiliry o my Yet; 
And, then the Earth of my Bortles, which I dig, 
Turn up, and fteep, and work, and neal, my felf, 
To a degree of Porc’lane. You will wonder, 
Act my Proportions, what 1 will put up 
In Seven years! for folong time I ask 
For my Invention. . I will fave in Cork, 
In my mere ftop’ling, *bove Three thoufand Pound 
Wichin thae Term : by googing of ’em out 
Juft to the fize of my Bottles, and nor flicing. 
There’s infinice lofs i? cha. What haft chou chere ? 
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O’ making Wine of Raifins : this is in hand now, -_ 
| ; ; { He draws out another. Raifins. 
Ing. Is not that ftrange, Sir,to make Wine of Raifins ? 

Mer. Yes, and as true a Wine as th’ Wines of France, 
ag pe or Itely: Look of what Grape | 
My Railin is, chac Wine I'll render perfe@, 

a the MafcatellGrape, Pil render Adu/catell ; 

f che Canary his ; the Claret his ; 

So of all kinds : and bate you of the Prices 
Of Wine throughout the Kingdom half in half. 

Ing. But, how, Sir, if you raife the ocher Commodity, — 
Railins? Afer. Why, then ll make it out of Black-berties: 
And it fhall do the fame. *Tisbut more Art, .__ 
And the Charge lef. Take out another. Fit. No, good Sir, 


_ | Save you the trouble, ll notlook, nor hear 
_ | OF any, but your ficft, there ; cle Drown’d-land : 


It’c will do, as you fay. Mer. Sir, there’s not Place 


_.| To gi’ you demonftration of thefe things, 


They are alicele co fubsile, But, I could thew you 

Such a neceflicy in’t, as yqu mutt be, A 4 tae An onssre Does 
But what you pleafe : againft the receiv‘d Herefiey’ 55, se isi ‘. 
That England bears no Dukes. Keep you the Land, Sir? 
The greatnefs of th’ Eftate thall chrow't upon you. % why SY 
VVhat may not you, Sir, purchafe wich that wealth? 4% SG ts. 
Say = fhould part with two 0” your Millions, 7-47-04 IIT; Ae 
To be the ching you would, who would not OC Le ve EPG, Ling 
As I proteft, 1 will, out of my Dividenr, wee jon Ce wy SM 
Lay, for fome petty Principality, « Zamer fu SOD oy 


‘| In Italy, from che Church : Now, you perhaps ee ge as 
Fancy the Smoak of England, rather ? But— a ale Sar “ee 


Ha’ you no private Room, Sir, to draw to, 
T’ enlarge our felves more upon? Fit. O yes, Diwel! 
Ader. Thefe, Sir, are Bufineffes, ask to be carried 
With caution, and in Cloud. Fit. I apprehend, 
They do fo, Sir. Divel, which way is your Miftris? 
Pug. Above, Sir, in her Chamber, Fit. O chat’s well. 
Then, this way, good Sir. 
Mer. 1 fhall follow you ; 7rains, 
Gi’ me the Bag, and go you prefently, 
Commend my Service to my Lady Tailbu(h. | 
Tell her I am come from Court this Morning; fay, 
I have got our bufinefs mov’d, and well: Intreac her, 
That fhe give you the Four-{core Angels, and fee ’em 
Difpos’d of tamy Council, Sir Poul Eitberfide. 
Sometime, today, I’ll-wait upon her Laditbip, 
With the Relation. Ing. Sir, of “what difpatch, 
He is! Do you mark? Mer. Ingive, when did you fee 
My Confin Ever-sif? keeps he itill your Quarter 
TP che Bermudas? Ing. Yes, Sir, he was writing 
This ormnes very hard. Mer. Be not you known to 
im, : 
That I am come to Town: I have effected 
A Bufinefs for him, but I would have it cake him, | 
Betore he thinks for’. Ing. Is it paft ? Ader. Not yet. 
’Tis well o' the way. Ing. O Sir! your Worthip takes 
Infinite pains. Mer. I love Friends, to be active: 
A fluggifh Nature puts off Man, and kind. <.¢. Acco eaTin. 


SCS 


a 


Ivg. And fach a Bleffing follows it. Ader. I thank A 
My Fase Pray you let's be private, Sir. Fis. In, hére. 
Mer. Where none may interrupt us. 
Fit. You hear, Divel, 
Lock the Screet-doors faft, and let no one in 
(Except they be this Gentlemans Followers) | 
To trouble m¢ Do you mark ? Yo’ have heard and {een 
Something to day ; and, by it, you may gather 
Your Miftris is a Fruic, that’s worth the ftealing, 
And therefore worth the watching. Be you fure, now, 
Yo’ haveall your Eyes abouc you ; and let in 
No Lace-woman ; nor Bawd, that brings French-Mashs, 
And Cut-works. See you? Nor old Croans, with 
> Wafers, oe 
To convey Letters. Nor na youths, difguisd 
Like Counctry-wives, wich Cream,and Marrow-puddings. 
Ooo Much 


TIED OE Ga hehe OO 


oS anle, f Pooler tmaa, - J. 


, . : + Gul forlue, fis Aofde, be 
° i ve Aan @ (he etl ww 4, Got 7 weher par f et ap fin 
SPSL CREE I frame BOT fora ons GO Golan be Ope 5 fat hn Spek Ah 


466 mivher pode hans CELE T he. Devil is an Afs. 


Tipe i — | 
Much Knavery may be ventéd'in a’Pudding, That opens to.m ‘Galler 3 elfe I fwear. be eran 
Much bawdy Intelligenice : They’ are threwd Siphers. | T’ acquaint my isband vith his Folty, . ‘and Jeave him i 
Nor turn the Key to any Neighbours need ; '** + To the juft rage of his:offended Jealoufie.) 0 2.4 of 
Be't but to kindle Fire, or beg a'little, «- . -€ Or if -your Mafters Senfe be not fo quick: he 


be 


Put it out, rather: all-oue,to am Afh, To right me; tell-Himi, Efiall find: aFriend’. :!1 wa 
That they may fee no Smoak.‘ Or Water, {pill ies ‘That will repair me... Say; I: will be quiet. ral pay 


Knock o’ the empty Tubs, ‘that by ‘the found’ a 
They may be forbid entry. : Say, we arerobb’d, ~ | 
If any come to borrow aSpéon, orfo. © | 
I wr not have good Fortune, or'Gods Blefling *- | - 


In miné own Houle) Pray! you,in vhote:words tive it hirh. 
Pup. ‘Thisis fomeFool'rurn’d + \' ei ee ee 
Mrs. Fit. If hebe the Mafter;:7 «21, [-He goes dub: i 

‘Now, of ‘that State itd Wit which I allow him get 


Let in, while I'am bulie.: ‘Pug. Til take care; Sif - Sure, he will underitand me eIdurlt fot 7 ics etl 

They tha’ not trouble you'if thty would. ©’ - —' ‘ | Be more dire& ;' For this Officiout Fellow, = evn a at 

Fit, Well. do fo. ae a ae ee ee My Husbands new Groom, isa Spy upon-me, -26hc4 
Fe ee ee Grete _— : ie already. Yer,:ifhe bue-rell hing) 24x VF 

er | ar a , isin my words,. heccannot but conchivé 64 bie 

oo Act TL Scene "+ | Himfelfboch appretiendéd and required: © b cote ud 

= 2 ~Pyp, Miftris Fiizedoorrel], a - - * | | would:not have- hint think he rat aStatua;.  soucdt 


Or {poke to ond, mot-there; thovgh:Ewere filene;) 1. +* 
How now ? ha’ yoirtold him ? Pug. Yes. Sd 
» Mrs. Fit, And whav fays he? ti:: +o... «hl 
Pug. Sayshe # Thae:which my 4elf would fay to-you," 
WeIdurfh o-oo Pane ae 
That you are proud,. fweee Miftrifg? and withal, -¢ ‘1 
A little Ignorant,. to entértain oe ee . 
The Good that’s profter’d s ‘and (by -your Beautiés teavey- 
Nor all fo wife,.as fome true Politic’ Wife a, 

Would be ; who having match’d with fuch a Nupfom 4 
(I ipeak ie with my Maftérs Peace) “whelé Faceé-- ‘1 
Hath left accule um} now, for’e doch contefs hint: |: 
| What you can make him wilt yet: ¢oat‘of Scruplé, 
j And: a‘ {pic’d Conftience) defraud the poor Gentléinan,- 
At leaft delay: him én the thing he longs for, 9) 2 iY 
And makes it his wholeStudy, how 6 tompafs i 
Only a Title. Could but he write Cuckold, as 
| He had his ends. For, look you— Mrs. Fit. This can be: 
None but my Husbands Wit. Pug. My precious Miftris! 
Mrs. Fit. It creaks his Ingine : Thé Gioom never durft 
Be elfe fo fawcy—— Pag If it were not clearly, - °°” 
His worfhipful Ambition. ;':and:thé topofie; ~ 
| Lhe very forked top too Swhy: fhould:he es 
( ' - [She fends Devil out. | Keep you thus mur’d up in a-back'Room, Miftris; -° 
One knocks, fee who it is. Pzg:‘ Dainty She-Devil!: | Allow you ne’er a-Cafement to the Street, a 


Have no fingular Service of this now?) °°" : 
; iI Nor no fuperlacive Mafter-’ ¥ (hall with 
- ‘To be in Hell again at letfure 2’Bring © - * 
A Vice tromthence ? That had'bedn fuch a fubtilty, 
As to bring Broad-clothes hither ‘or tranfport. 
’ Frefh Oranges into Spain. I find it now ; bar kes 
_ My Chief was? the right. - Can any Fiend ee 
Boaft of a better Vice, then‘here by Nature “"' 
| And Art th are owners of? Hell ne’er own ‘me, 
But Iam taken! the fine Tract of it con 
" Pulls me along ! To hear Men fuch Profeffors - . 
Grown in our fubrleft Scicnces? My firft 44, now, ° 
Shall be, to make this Mafter of nine Cuckold : 
The Primitive work of darknefs, I will Pra@ife ! 
I will deferve fo'well of my fair Miftris ao 
By my Difcoveries firft;*my Counfels after; 
And keeping counfel, after that: as who,” 
Sq, ever isoné, Pll be another furey- 9-0 
Vil ha’ my fhare. - Moft delicate damn’d Fleth ! 
she will be!O! that I could ftay time, now, ~ 
Midnight will come too faft upon me, I fear, 
To cut my Pleafure—24rs. Fit. Look at the Back-door, 


, +hy egos 


Be cs 


Mrs. Fit. Y cannot get this venture of ‘the Cloke, * 
Out of my fancy ; nor the Gentlemans way : 


Fe took, which though ’ewere {trange, yet "ewas'handfom, 


And hada Grace withal, beyond the newnef3.- - 
Sure he willchink me chat dull ftapid Creature, 
He faid, and may conclude it; if I find not 
Some thought to thank ch’ attempt. ‘ He did prefiume, 
By all the Carriage of it, on my Brain, : 
For anfwer; and will {wear ’tts very Barren, 
If it can yield him no return. Whois it ? 
ee os Devil returns. 

Pug. Miftris, ic is, bue firft, let me aflure 
The Excellence of Mittreffes, 1 am, | 
Although my Mafters Man, my Miftris Slave, 
The Servant of her Secrets, and {weet Turns, - 
. And know, what ficly will conduceto either. | oa 
"Mrs. Fit’ Whae’s this? I 


, pray you come to your felf, 


.° and think 
What your part is; to make an anfwer. Tell, 
Who is at the Door ? Pag. The Gentleman, Miftris, 
Who was at the Cloak-charge to fpeak with you, 

- This Morning, who expeéts only to take 
Some {mall Command’ments from you, what you pleafe, 
Worthy your Form, he fays, and gentleft Manners. 

Mrs. Fit. Ot you'll anon prove his hir’d man, I fear, 
What has he giv’n you, for this Meflage? Sir, - 
Bid him put off his hopes of Straw, and leave 


Forbid you Paper, Pen:and Ink, like Rats-bane, 
| Be funck ? the Pot: 


=~ 


If 
a 


‘| Abroad into the World. Ic is 


Fear of engendering by the Eyes, with Gallanes, 


Search your half. Pint of: Mufcatel, \eft.a Letter 
and hold your new-laid Egg - 
Againft the Fire, left any charm be writ there 2 oe 
Will you make benefice of Truth, dear Miftris,. 
I'dotellit you:Ido’t noroften: © 9 
am {et over you, imploy’d indeed, .. 

To watch your Steps, yous Looks, your very Breathings, © 
And to report them to him. : Now, if you 
Will be a true, right delicate {weet Miftris, 


a | 


| Why, we will make a'Cokes of this Wife Mafter, 
| We will, my Miftris, an ‘abfolute fine’ Cokes, 


And mock, to air, all the ‘deep Diligences 
Of fuch a folemn and effeftual Afi, 2 0. 
An Afs to fo good purpofe as we'll ufé him: a 
I will contrive it fo, that you thall go. — . a | 
To Plays, to Masks, to Meétings, and'to Feafts. = 9: ~ 
For, why is all this Rige’ng, and fine Tackle, ‘Miftris,’ 
If you neat handfom Vettels, of good fail, °° 
Pat not forth ever and ation with yorr Nets 

your fifhing. .. -  - 
There, you hall choofe your Friends, your servants,Lady, 
Your Squires of Honour ; Vil convey your Letters, ~ 
Fetch Anfwers, do you-allihe Offices <- ne 


te can belong to your Blood and Beauty. And,  * 
. | For the variety ar oh times, ‘although’ 99! 0 7 ss 
Wir pak hey o {pread his Nets, m view, thus. Though they take .| Iam not in due Symmetry, the Man | | 
Ls we Fin Malter bitz dotterel, Lam no fach 1 foul + 4 OF thar Proportion + or in- Rule er ee 
fra oxoke *. Nor fair one, tell him, will be had with ftalking ; _ [OF Phyfick, of the juft Complexion: : a 
aka nf Aud with him to forbear his a@ting cto me, Ov of that Truth of Picardill, in Clotties,® 2 F06 
ayy Ae ude, At the GentlemansChamber. window inLincclns-Inn there, | To boaft a- Soveraignty ore: Ladies: yet. - 
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Tfim piped. : 
I know, to do my turns, fweét Miftris Come, kif— 
Mrs. Fit. How now! 2 i, 
Pug. Dear delicate Miftris, I.am-your Slave, -... : 
Your'litle Worm, that loves you :" your fine Monkey ; 
Your Dog, :your ‘Faek, your Pug, that longs to be: . - 
Stil'd.io’ your. income aie ee Pa a eae 
Mrs. Fit. Hear-you all this ? ‘Sir, _pray you, «: ee ee 
Come from your traning: do, aliccle, fpare::. 2% 
+... [Sbe thinks bir. Husband watches: 
Your felf, Sir, from your watch, t”.applaud your Sqsire 
That fo well follows your Inftructions! «©... «2°: 


AG IL Scene We” 
Fitz, detterel, Miftris Fitz-dotterel, Pug. 


J 


Ow now, {weet Heart ? what's the matter.) 
Mrs. Fst. Good! “— pane : 
You are a ftranger to the Plot! you fet nor 
Your fawcy Devil, here to tempt your Wife, - 
With all che infolent uncivil Language, . .. ~ 
Or Adtion, he could vene ? Fiz. Did youfo, Devil? _ 
Mrs. Fit. Not you? you wefe not -planced i’ your 
Hole to hearhim, ie —_ 
Upo’ the Stairs? or here, behind the Hangings? 
I do not know your Qualities? he durft do it, 
And you not give Directions? Fst. You. thall fee Wife, 
Whether he durft or no ; and whacit was I did dire@. + 


with a€udgel upon bim. 
Pug. Sweet Miftris, are youmad? | 
Fit. You moft meer Rogue! you open manifeft Villain! 
You Fiend apparerit you ! you declar’d Helhound! - 
Pug. Good Sir. Fit. Good Knave, good Rafcal, aad 
_. good Traitor, . 
Now, I do find you parcel Devil indeed. 
Upo’ the Point of Truft? P your firft Charge? 
The very day o” your Probation ? , 
$Totempt your Miftris? You do fee, good Wedlock, 
How I dire&ted him. 44s. Fit. Why, where Sir,were you? 
Fit, Nay, there is one blow more for Exercife: — - 
(After « paufe, be Brikes bins again. 
I told you, I fhould do it. Pag. Would you had done, Sir. 
Fit. O Wife, the rareft man! yet there’s another 
To put you in mind o’ the laft, fuch a brave man, Wife! 
Wichin, he has his Projects, and does vent ’em, 


SO 


’ 
. wl, Sa ' 
Ey { 


Pm fare, was Dake, and he was made away 


[Her Husband goes out, and enters prefently | 


4 


467 


_ 


To the utmoft bounds of Lincoly-fhire! we have view’dic, ° 
And meafur’d ie within all; by che Scale! 

The richeft Tra& of Land, Love, i? the Kingdom! 
There will be made Seventeen or eighteen Millions 3 


:-| Or more, as’t may be handled! wherefore think, 


Sweet heart, if th’ haft a Fancy to one Place 
More than another, to bé Dutche/s of ; 
Now, nameic: I will ha’t whac ere it coft; 


(If’t will be had for Money) either here, 


Orin France,or Italy. Mrs. Fit. You ha’ ftrange Phahtafies? 
- AGW. Scene IV. 
_ Metecraft, Fitz-dottrell, Ingine.”~ 


\ X T Here are you, Sir ? Fis. I fee thou haft no Talent 
This way, VVife. Up to thy Gallery ; do Chuck, 


‘| Leave us to talk of ic, who underftand it. 


Mer. I think we ha’ found a Place to fit you, now, Sir. 


- (Glocefter. Fit. O, no, Pil none! 


Mer. VVhy, Sir ? Fit. °Vis fatal. -f - : 

Mer.That you fay right in. Spenfer, [chink the younger. 
Had his laft Honour thence. But, he was but Earl. 

Fst. I-know not that, Sir. Bue Thomas of Woodjtock, 


- 


At Calice, as Duke Humphery was at Bury: 
And Richardthe Third, you know what end he came too.. 
Mer. By m? faith you are cunning 7? the Chronicle, Sir. . 
Fit. No, I confef§ E-ha’t from the Play books, Loa8, 0 


And think they’are more uthentich. 4775 pM gly yo . 
Ing. That’s fure, . Sir. Laem pantie Gk Me ge, 
Mer. VVhat fay you (to this ‘then) <+7Ziyps agin £7 
Fit. No, a noble Houfe. - (He whifpers him of a Place. pikfytn 

Pretends to that. I will dono Man wrong.J/. ~frwan Hoge. ok 
Mer. Then take one Propofition more,. and hear it * : a 

As paft.exception. -- Fit. What’s that? Aéer. To be 

Duke of thofe Lands, you fhall recover: take - 

Your Title thence, Sir, Duke of the Drown’d Lands, 


‘| Or Drown’d-land. Fit. Ha? that laft has a good found ! 


I like it well. -The Duke of Drown'd-land ? ing. Yes 5 
It goes like Groen land, Sir, if you markit. Mer. I, 
And drawing thus your honour from the work, 
You make the Reputation of that, greater ; 
And ftay’t the longer i? your Name. Fit. ’Tis true. 
Drown’d-lands will live in Drown’d-land ' | : 

Mer. Yes, when you Ay Plame Nroylecce Te einer terug 


(and again. | Ha’ no foet left ; as that mult be, Sir, one day. 74710, apace Hae, 
The gallanteft ! where you testiginom? ha? .. -| And, though it tarry in your Heirs, fome Forty, a" 4 
Would you be acting of the Incubas ? _ | Bfty Defcents, the longer liver, at laft, yet, 
Did her Silks ruftling move you ? Pxg. Gentle Sir. Mutt thruft ’em out on’t : if no Quirk in Law, 
Fit, Out of my fight. If thy Name were not Devil, | Or odd Vice o° their.qwn not do ic firft. 
Thou fhould’ft not ftay a Minute with me. In, | We fee thofe changes, daily : the fair Lands, 
Go, yet ftay: yet gotoo. Iam refolv’d That were the Clyents, are the Lawyers, now : 
What I will do: and you fhall know’t afore-hand. And thofe rich Mannors, there, of Good-man Zaylors, 
Soon as the Gentleman is gone, do you hear ? Had onc¢ more Wood upon ’em, then the Yard, 
Til help your lifping. Wife, fuch a Man Wife! By which th’ were meafur’d out for the laft Purchafe. — 
[Devil goes ont. | Nature hath thefe vicifficudes. She makes ee ee 
He has fuch Plots ! He will make me a Dwke ! No mana ftate of Perpetuety, Sir. <e6 *¢ ane 2in 
No lefs by Heaven /Six Mares to your Coach, VVife! | Fst. Yo’ arei’ the right. Let’s in then, and conclude. ; 
That’s your Proportion ! And your Coach-man bald, [He fpies Devil. : 
Becaufé he fhall be bare enough” Do not you laugh, | I my fight, again? Pll talk with you anon. ; 
VVe are a looking for a Place, and all i the Map | 
VVhat to be of. Have faith, be not an Infidel. Ac&t II. Scene V. 
You know I am not eafie to be gull'd. | | 
I fwear, when I have my Millions, elfe Pll make Pug. | 
Another Datebe/s; if you ha’ not Faieh. = | | 
Mrs. Fit. You’ll ha’ too much,! fear, in thefe falfe Spirits, Sh he will geld me if I ftay :or worfe, 
Fit, Spirits ? O, no fuch thing ! VVife! wit, meer wit! | )Pluck out my Tongue, one o’ the two. This Fool, 
This Man defies the Devil and all his VVorks: There is no trufting of him: and to quit him, 
He dos’t by Ingine, and devifes, he ! Were a contempt againft my Cdief, pait pardon. 
He has his winged Ploughs, that go with Sails, It was a fhrewd difheartning this, at firft ! | 
* VVill plough you Forty Acres, at once! and Mills Who would ha’ thought a Woman fo well harnefs’d, | 
VVill (rout you Water ten miles off ! All Crowland Or rather well-caparifon’d, indeed, 
Is ours ils ; 74 Fens, from us, in Norfolk, es ‘ a 
hth SA agee hf f. Dorner * see ; oO 2 1af 
AF1 Ger of ‘Loe anne leva» A Lok Tae , | 


cc 


Je wy gy, Yoh. 7S rw An Ff A fg 9, Ye! | ; 


' 7 ode AN Grek hates / 
ere 

: Tay 

Gg tt 8 


nf de i i That wears fuch Petticoats, arrd Lace to her Smocks, 


prank YBroad Seaming Laces (as 1 fee ’em hang there) 
nda efy And Garters which are loft, if_fhejcan fhew ‘em 
i ould ha’ done this ? Hell! why is the fo brave 2 
tert ex Ae cannot be to pleafe Duke Dotterel, fure, -—  -: 
ies jf Nor the dull Pi@ures in her. Gallery, 
| f° Nor her own a a in her a 
: ve, Yet that may be: [have known many of *em. 
ery! wes cain their Pleafure, but none end it there : 
fo 2. (TnatI confider, asl goalong.withit) . . 
(1+ / ur They may, for want of better Company, 
BTA Or that they think the better, {pend an hour ; 
Ts . 4h Two, three, or four, difcourfing with their Shaddow : 
tana 4 Bur fure they have a farther Spqculation. - 
ie bof YN Woman dreft with fo nee cake. and ftudy, , 
* Tt paty eA Doth drefs her felf in vain. “PH vex thisProblem,  . | 


ap Uo 8 lig mere before I leave it. fure. en | 
| ‘AG HL Scene VE 


4 
2 


\ 


» oa 


Wittipol, Manly, Miftris Fitz-dottrel, Pug. = 


“His was a Fortune, happy above Thought, ° aa | 
ft» this fhould prove chy Chamber; which] fear’d } 
Would be my greateft trouble! this muft be 2». '}. 
The very Window, and thatthe Room. Man. It is.-’ 
I nowremember, I have often feen there - 

A Woman, but I never mark’d her much. 

Wit. Where was your foul, Friend » 

Man. Faith, but now and then, - 
Awake unto thofe Obje@s. Wit. You 
Let me not live, if Iam not in Jove ; 
More with her wit, for this direction now, 

Then with her Form, though I ha? prais’d that prettily, + 
Since Ifaw her and youtoday. Readthofea ~~ 
[He gives him a Paper, wherein is the Copy of 
‘@ Song. od 
unto the Air you love fo well. 


a 


t am fy 


pretend fo. 


They'll go e 
ss bas, tty em unto the Note, may be the Mufick © - : 
age 43 ‘Will call her fooner; light, the’s here ! Sing quickly. «. 
At eo yy _ Mrs. Fit. Either he underftood -him not : or elfé, 
na Teo-Y™ The Fellow was not faithful in delivery — 
+f “i ' Of what Ibad. And, I am juftly pay’d, » 
7 "That might have made my Profit of his Service, - . 
tg ote But by miftaking, have drawn on his Env ay ee 
: <4 }And done the worfe defeat upon my fells ng SUPE. | 
LN. Gy offn _ [Manly fings, Pug enters ‘perceives it/ 
e f «* |How! Mufick ? then he may be there: and is fure. 
Lif Prost ae Pug. O! Is it fo? Is there the Enter-view?' — 
utooe fur! Have I drawn to you, at laft, my cunning Lady? 
et ww UY The Devil is an As: fool'd off ! and beaten! - 
man on Nay, made an Inftrument! and could not fent it! 
wh a Well, fince yo’ have fhewn the malice of a VVothan, 
“J, No lef then her true VVit and Learning, Miftris, 
A 
"eu 


‘ 


7) 


Tl try, if litele Pag have the mdlignity 
un £4. Y- To recompente it, and fo fave lis danger. 
_jfpet el/Tis not the Pain, but the Difcredic of it, 
hl glee The Devil fhould not keep a Body intire. 
tyr hater» Wit. Away, fall back, the comes. 
a ae Man. Vil leave you, Sir, a 
The Mafter of my a I have a 

; By Wit. Miftris ! Mrs. Fit. You make me Paine, Sir. 
is ma A ef Wit. The’ are fair Colours Lady, and hatural {I did re- 
by webla Ke, Some Commands from you, lately, gentle Lady, (ceive 
st [ly wees’ Os". gq The Scene is aéted at two Windows, as out of 

two contipuous Buildings. 

But fo perplex’d, and = in the Delivery, 

As I may fear to have mif-interpreted : 

But muft make fuit ftill, co be neer your Grace. 

Mrs. Fit. Who is there with you, Sir ? 

- Wit. None but my felf. | 

It falls‘out, Lady, to be a dear Friends Lodging. — 

Wherein there’s {ome Confpiracy of Fortune | 

With your poor Servants bleft Aftections. 


‘Vv 


: ny ° nid | — (Lif. gay 51 
LGB ae OPA ofl bed 9 Oh 
«Tbe Devil # an Als. | 


Upon my Entfeaty of: hin, feeing you’. | 
| Approath the Window.. _ Neithet need you doubt 
_ | If he were here. | Hé is 06 


-|And by che outward Habie, and. Gomplexion 
'|'OF eafinefs, ic hath, to your defigas:: ..: 


You ees 
And a fkrange Woman.,:' Bot:when 


Wich all whofe gentle ‘Fangues 


And, what was done this Morning 


. “und, Ve Zols HA ee” «ef om oe aki cca a 
« / hg y/4 af D) fr oT dp as I oy ol 
ak, fuarunihe v pr cunmeD LU bnyhy 


— 


eM ce: by 


Mrs: :Fit. Who was it-fung ? ue es 
Wit. He, Lady, bue he’s gone, ... . 


1 han; 
. AGénobermam .-  ~ 
Mrs. Fit. Sir, if you judge maby this fimpte Aion, 


¥ with Juftice, day, Tama Woman: 


. a you thall pleafe, © 
o bring buc that.coneurrénce of may Fortuna: <i 5. . 


To Memory, which to day your felf did urge : 
It may beget fome: favon 

‘Though none like Rea 
‘Then, fu 


ike expttay. 
on. Wit. No,my tune-full Miftris? 
rely, Love hath. none j ner Beauty ary ; 
Nor Nature violenced in both thefe : | 

: ak, atoncé,  ~ 
I thought I had enough rr a er 
That Scruple from your Bréaft, and lefe yo” all Reafon > 
When, through my. Motnings-Perfpedtive I thew’d you 
A Man fo above Excufe,. 4s lie isthe Canfe, 
Why any ching isto be done upon him. + | 
And 1fothing call’d-an lojury mifphac’d, - 
YP rather, now had hope, to thew :ydu: how Love | 
By his Acceffes gfows more Naturdd's | 
with fuch force, 
Was bne devis'd to £rve ‘the prefene, ‘then: “awe 


That fineé Love hath che Honour to approdch 
| Thefé Sifter-fwel 


.. [He gree more familiar in bis Courtfbipe 
ling’ Bréafts 3 and touch this foft 
And rofie Hand; he hath theskilleodraw == | | 
Theit Ne&er forth, with kiffing ; and could make 7 
More wanton ‘falts, frony this brave Promontory,:/ 66 
Downito this Valley, chén the nimble Kee ; ; . 
[Plays with ber Paps, kiferh der bands, dc. 
Could play the hopping Sperrow "bout thefe Nets ; 

And {porting Squire in thefe crifped Groves; 

Bury himfelf in every .Si/kworms Kell, — 


- {Is here-tunravell’d; run into the Snaie; 


Which every Hair is, caft into a Curl, 

To catch a Cupid flyings Bathe himfelf. st. 

In Milk and Rofés here, and dry him there; 

Warm his cold Hands, to play with this fmooth, routid, 
And well torn’dfChin, as with the Billyard.ball ; 
Rowl on thele Lips, che Banks of Love, and there 

At once both plant and gather Kiffes, Lady, 


‘Shall I, with what I have made to day here, call 


All Senfe to.Wonder, and all Faith to fign 

The Myfteries revealed in your Form ? 

And will Love pardon me the Blafphemy 

I ucter'd, when | faid, a Glafs could fpeak 

This Beauty, or chat Fools had Power to judge It ? 


Do but look on ber Eyes! They ap light ——» 
Alt thas Love’s World comprizeth ! 
Do but look on her Hair! it #3 bright, 
- “As Love’s Star, when it riferb ! 
Do but mark, ber Fore-bead’s fmoother, 
Then words that footh ber! 
And from ber atched pg eg a Grace 
Sheds it [elf throagh the Face ; 
As alone, there Trinmphs tothe Life, 
_ All the Gain, all the Good, of the Elements frife.t 


Have yon feen bat a bright Lilly grow, 
Before rude bands bave touch'd it ? 

Have you markd bat she fall of the Snow, 

Before the Sol hath fruch’d it? 

Have you felt the Wooll o the Bever 2 

Or Swans Down, ever ? | 
, Or, bave {melt 0 the Bud o? the Bryer? 

Or the Nerd ? the Fire 2 

Or, bave tafbed the Bag o° the Bee ? : 
O, fo white! O, fo foft!O, fo fweet is fhe! 


Tbe Devil # an As. 


AG Te Scene VIR 
F itzsdottrel, Wistipel, Pug. a 
Her Husband appears at ber Back. : 


the fo, Sir? and I will -keep-her fo, 

If I know how, or can : that wit of Man 
Willdo’t, PH go no farther. AechisWindo’ 
She thall no more be baz’d at. Take your leaveon’t. — 
If you be fweet Meats, Wedlock, or {weet Flefh; — 
Alls one: Edo fot ove this dam about you. 
A Fly-blown Wife is riot fo proper, it: 
Fof you, Sir, look to hear from me. _ 

| [He foeaks ont of bis Wives Window. 
Wit. So, I do, Sir. : 


Fit. No, but in other terms. There’s no Mar offers 
This-to my Wife, but paysfor’. = | 
Wit. Thae have I,Sir. 

Fit. Nay, then, Feet! you, you are. 

Wit, What am f, Sir ? 


\ 


Fst. Why, that I'll think on, when I ha’ cut your | 
i Ts, Co. of} 


Throat. BE omicat put) 
Wit. Go, you are an Afs. Wl Mot ut Jom er 
Fit. Lam refolv’d ont, Sir. 492-497, ea 07 aa 
Wie. I think you are, ptt? equa. x 
Fit. To call you to a reckoning. 

Wit. Away you Brokers Block, you Property. | 

Fit. ‘Slight, if you ftrike me, PH ftrike your Miftris, 

(He frikes bas Wife. 

Wa. O! I could thoot mine Eyes at him, for that,now ; 

- Or leave my Teeth in him, were they Cackolds bane 

Enough to kill him. What prodigious, 

Blind, and moft wicked change of Fortune’s this? 

Iha’no Air of Patience: all my Veins . 

Swell, and my Sinews ftart at iniquity of it. 

I thall break, break. ‘tthe Devil /peaks below. 

. Pug. This for the Malice of it, 

And my Revenge may pafs! But, how, my Confcience 

Tells me, I have profited the Caufe of Hell 

But lictle, in the breaking off their Loves. 

Which, if fome other a& of mine repair not, 

I fhall hear ill of in my account. as | 
[Fitz-dottrel enters ith bu Wife 

as come down. 

Fit. O, Bird! | 
Could you do this? ’gainft me? and at this time, now ? 
VVhen I was fo imploy’d, wholly for you, 

- Drown’d ?? my cate ( more than the Land, I fwear, 
Ihave hope to win) to make you peot-lefs? ftudying, 
For Footmen for you, fine pac’d Huithers, Pages, 

To férve you o’ the Knee; with what Knights Wife, 
To bear your Train, and fic wich your four Women 
in Council, and receive Intelligences, 

From Foreign parts, to drefs you at all Pieces! 

Y’ have (a’moft) turn’d’my good Affeétion to you 5 
Sowrd my {weet Thoughts; all my pure Purpofes : 
I conld now find (i? my very Heart) tomake 

_ Another Lady Dutche/s, and depofe you. 

VVell, go your ways in. Devil, you have redeemd all. 
I do forgive you. And I'll do you good. 


Act If. Scene VI 
Mere-craft, Fitzdottrel, Ingine, Trains, 
WEY . you thefe Excurfions? where ha’ you been, 
| ir? 


Fit. VVhere I ha’ been vex’d 2 litele, with a Toy! . 
Mer. O Sir! no Toys muft trouble your grave Head, 
Now it is growing to be great. You mu 
Be above all thofe things. Fit. Nay, nay, fo I will. 
¥ Ay aadrel Re / aA, 2 ofa - po me 
Qa. .ce-%. Laie phd a fair ond mlxy 
SET en? 6 Ltt Man Be nig hi. 


1 If we could get a witty Boy now, Ingine 5 


469 
The Man, Sir. eg. He fays true. | 
- Mer. You muft do nothing 
‘As you ha’ done ie heretofore; not know, 
Or falute any Man. Ing. That was your 
‘The other Moneh. 7 4 
Mer. ‘The other Month? the Week. 
‘Thou doft net know the Priviledges, Ingine, 
‘Follow that Title ; nor how fwift: To day, 
‘When he has put on his Lord’s Face ence, then-— 
_-Fa. Sir, for chef things I thall do well enough, - 
There is no fear of me. Bat thenymy Wife is 
Such an untoward thing! the’lt never learn 
‘How to comport with ie! Iam ont of all 
Conceit, on her behalf. | 
Mr. Beft have her taughe, Sir, | Tee 
Fit. Where? Are there any Schools for Ladies? 
Is there 3 ott 
An Academy for Women? I do know, 
For Men, there was: I learn’d in it my felf, 
To make my Legs, and do my Poftures. Ing. Sir, 
Do you remember the conceit you had—— 
OQ’ the Spanifh Gown, at home : | 
| ——_LIngine ty Merecraft: Merecraft 
ee | terms to Fiez-dottrel. 
| Mere. Ha! Idothank thee, 
Wich alf my Heart, dear Ingine. Sir, there is 
| A certain Lady, here about the Town, - 


Bedfellow, 


oa 
 f€! 


| Arr Exghth Widow, who hath lately travel'd, 


But fhe’s call'd the Spaniard, caufe the came 
Lateft from chence : and keeps the Speni(h habit. 
Such 2 rare womatt! all our. women here, 
That are of fpiric and fathion, flock unto her, 
Asto their Prefidents their Lew, their Conon ; 
More than they ever did to Oracle-Foreman. 
Such rare Receits the has, Sir, for the Face; 
Such O#/s, fach Tinétures, fuch Pormatany s, 
Such Perfumes, Medicines, Dyinteffences, 8c. 
And fach a Miftris of béhavionr, 
She knows from the Dukes Daughter, to the Doxey, 
VVhat istheir due juft: and no more! Fit. O Sir! 
You pleafe me ?’ this, more than mine own greatnefs. 
VVhere is fhe? Let us have her. _ -- ¢ 
__ Mer. By your patience, : 
VVe muft ufe means ; caft how to bé acquainted— 
Fit.. Good, Sir, about it. 
Mer. We rauft think how, firft. Fit. O! 
Ido not love to tarry for a thing, - 
VVhen I have a mind to’t. You do not know me, 
If you do offer it. Ader. Your Wife mutt fend 
Some pretty token to her, with a complement, 
And pray to be receiv'd in her good Graces, 
All the great Ladies do’e. Fit. She fhall, the thall, 
VVhat were it beftto be? Ader. Some little Toy, 
I would not have it any great matter, Sir : 
A Diamond Ring, of forty or fifty Pound, 
VVould do ie hand pal and be a gift 
Fie for your Wife to fend, and her to cake. 
Fit. Pil go, and tell my VVife on’t, ftraighe. 
| [ Fitz-dottrel goes ont. 
Mer. VV hy this 3 | 
Is well! The Clothes we’ have now; But, where’s this 
Lady? Leb, HY 2 
: OR A 
That were an excellence crack. I could inftru& him, 
To the trueheight. For any thing takes this Dottrel. - 
Ing. Why, Sir, your beft will be one o° the Players } 
Mer. No, there’s no trufting them. They'll talk on’t, 
And tell their Poets. Ing. What if they do? the Jeft 
Will brook the Scage. But, there be fome of ’em 
Are very honeft Lads. There’s Dick Robin{op | 
A very pretty Fellow, and comes often 
To a Gentleman’s Chamber, a Friends of mine. We had 


JOT 


___.| The merrieft Supper of ict there, one night, 
Mer. Now you are tovarg theLord, you - ut off 
% fit my 


The Gentleman's Landlady invited hi | 
tot fu. pitt La Ditiged GLA nn Bae: 
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tin ffx yy le M1 24 fipl, 


Dreft like a Lawyers Wife, amongft’em all; _; 
(Ilene him Cloathes) -but, to fee him behave it; 

_ And lay the Law, and carve, and drink unto ’em 3 
And then talk Baudy : and fend Frolicks!| QO! 
It would have burft your Buttons, or MOT left you - 
A Seam. Mer. They fay he’s an ingenious Youth! | 
_ Ing. O Sir! and dreffes himfelf che beft! beyond 
Forty 0° your very Ladies! did younee’r fes him? 

Mer. No, I do feldom feethofe Toys. But think. you, 
That we may have hjm ? -* 

Ing. Sir, the young Gentleman 
I tell you of, can command him. Shall I actempt at c 


[ Enters again.. 


Mer. Yes, do it: Fit. *Slight, Icannot get my \ ‘ife 
To part wicha Ring, on any terms :. andyet , |. 
The fallen Monkey has two. - 

Mer. Ic were’gainft.Reafon, ©." 

That you fhould urge ic; Sir, fend to a Goldfmith, 

Let not her lofe by’t. Ft. How: do’s the lof by’t? 
Is't not forher? A¢er. Make it your own bounty, 

It will ha’ the better fuccefs; what is.amateer 
Of fifty Pound to you; Sir. Fit. P have bura hundred 
Pieces, to fhew here; that I wauld not break— 

Mer. You fhall ha’ credit, Sir. I'l fend a Ticket > - 
Untomy Goldfmith. Here, my Man-comes too, — 
Tocarry it filly. How now, Trains? VVhat Birds? 

| (Trains enters. 
Sg Tra, Your Coufin Ever-é] met me, and has beat me, 
-; «Becaufe I would not tell him where you were ¢ : 
I think he has dog’d me to the Houfe too. Fst. Well— 
You fhall go out at che back-door then, 7rass. 
You mutt get Guilt-bead hither, by fome means. ° 

Tra. ’Tis impotlible ! ae 

Fit. Tell him, we have Venifon, 

I'll g? him a piece, and fend his Wife a Pheafant. | 

Tra. A forreft moves not, till chat forty Pound, . 
Yo’ had of him laft be paid. He keeps more ftir 
For that fame petty fumm, than for your Bond a: 4 
Of Six; and Statute of Eight huodred! Fit. Tell him 
VVe'll hedge in that. Cry up Fitz-dottrel to him, 
Double his price: Make him a Man of mettal. 7 

Tra. That will not need, his Bond is currant enough. 


Act Ill. Scene I. 
Guilt-bead, Plutarchus. 


LI this is to make you a Gentleman: 
Ill have you learn, Son. Wherefore have I plac’d 


ou | ? | 
| VVith Sit Poul Either-fide, but have fo much Law 
To keep your own? Befides, he is a ‘Fuftice, 
Here i?the Town; and dwelling, Son, with him, 
You thall learn that in a Year, hall be worth ewenty 
OF having ftaid you at Oxford, or at Cambridge, 
Or fending you to the Ins of Conrt, or France. 
I am call’d for now in hafte, by Mafter Adere-craft 
J ' .. Fo eruft Mafter Fitz: dottrel, a good Man: : 
| ., J haveinquir’d him 4 eee pia 4 Year, 
fey CHis name is currant for a Diamond Ring 
oe e ‘OF forty, fhall not be worth chirty { that’s gain’d ) 
And this is to make you a Gentleman! 
Pla. O, but good Father, you truft too much? © 
Gui. Boy, by, , 
VVe live by finding Fools out tobetrufted. 
Our Shop-books are our Paftures, our Corn-grounds, 
VVe lay ’em op’n, for them to come into: 
And when we have’em there, we drive ’em up 
seéIn Cone of our Pounds, the Compters, {traight, 
And this is to make you a Gentleman! 
V Ve Citizens never truft, bur we do cozen: 
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if our Debtors pay, we cozen them; 
nd if they do not, then we-cozen our felvés. 


| Bue that’s a hazard évery oné muft run, 


That hopes to make his Son a Gentleman! : 
Plu. I do not with to be one, truly Father. 
In a defcent, er two, we come to be 


| Juft °i cheir State, fic to be cozen’d, like em. 


And I had rather ha’ tarried:i” your Trade : ; se 
For, finge the Gentry {corn the City fo much, -. 
Methinks we fhould in time, holding together, 
And matching in our own Tribes, as they fay, 
Have got an A& of Common Councel for it, 


| That we might cozen them out of rerss. natura. 


Gui. I, if we had an Aé firft to forbid 
The marrying of our wealthy Heirs unto ’em : e- 
And Daughters, with fuch lavifh Portions. . 
That confounds all. Rass a 

Piw. And makesa Mungril breed, Father. _ 
And when they have your Money, then they laugh: 

at you: eS 
‘Or kick you down the Stairs. I cannot abide ’em. 
I would fain have ’em cozen‘d, but not trufted, 


 A@ IIL Scene Il. 
Mere- craft, Guilt-bead,. Fitz-dottrel, Plutarchus. 


, Ishe come! I knew he would not fail me. 
Welcome, geod Gusir- bead, I muft ha’ you do 
A noble Gentleman a courtefie, here , 
In a meer toy (fome pretty Ring, or Jewel ) 
Of fifty, or threefcore Pound: (Make it a hundgsed, 
And hedge in the laft forty, that I owe you, Po 
And your own price for the Ring.) He’s a good Man,Sir, 
And you may hap’ fee him a great one! He, bf 


[Is likely to beftow hundreds, and thoufands, 


Wi?’ you ; if youcan humour him. A great Prince 
He will be fhortly. VVhat do you fay ? 
Gui. In truth, Sir, © ~ : 
Icannot. °T has been a long vacation with us. 
Fit. Of what, I pray thee? of Wit? or Honefty ? 
Thofe are your Citizens long vacations. 
Plz. Good Father do not truft ’em. 
Mer. Nay, Thom. Guilt-bead, 
He will not buy a courtefie and beg it: 
He'll rather pay than pray. If you do for him, 
You muft do cheerfully. His credit, Sir, 
Is not yet proftitute ! VVho’s this? thy Son? | 
A pretty Youth, what’s his name? Plw. Plutarchus, Sir. 
Mer, Plutarchus ! How came that about? — 
Gu; That Year, Sir, 7 
That I begot him, I bought Plstaerch’s Lives, 
And fell 1? in love wich the Book, asI call’d my Son 
By “his name, in hope he fhould be like him: 
And write the Lives of our great Men! Ader. ithe City ? 
And you do breed him, there? Gai. His mind, Sir, lies 
Much .to that way. | 
Mer. VVhy, then he isi? the right way. 
Gui. But, now, I had rather get him a good VVife, 
And plant him i’ the Country ; there to ufe 
The bleffing I fhall leave him. Mer. Out upon’t! 
And lofe the laudable means, thou haft at home, here, 
T’ advance, and make him a young Alderman? 
Buy him a Captains place, for fhame ; and let him 
Into the World early, and with his Plume, © 
And Scarfs, march through Cheapfide, or along Cornbill ; 
And by the vertue’ of thofe, draw down a V Vife 
There from a Windo’, worth ten thoufand Pound! 
Get him the pofture Book, and’s Leaden Men, 
To fet upon.a Table, ’gainft his Miftris 


\ 


| Chance to come by, that he may draw her in, 


And thew her Finsbnry Battels. Gui. I have plac'd him 
With Julticé Either fide, to.get fo much Law. — 


Mr. 
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ety. 
Are you here, Sir 2 lai you ms us aie : 
Oo": Pl. Father, dear Father,cruft him zf you love me. 
Gai. Why, B do mean it, Boy ;-buc, what I do, 
Muft not coine-eafily from:me : ‘We muft deal | 
With-Cosrtiers, Boy, as Courtiers deal with us. © 
If I have a Bufinefs there, with any of them, . 
Why, I muff. waic, Pam fure on’t,Son : and ek 
My Lord difpatch me, yet his worfhipful Man-— 
Will keep me for his {pore, a Monch, ortwo, © -) 
To thew me with my fellow Citizens, — 
I muft make his Train long, and full, one quarters 
And help’ the fpectacle of his greatnefs, There, .. 
Nothing is done at once, but injuries, Boy: = © . 
And they come head-long’ all their good curnstnove not; 
Or very flowly. Pls. Yet {weet Father, cruft: him. 
Gui. Well, I will chink. : 
~ Ever. Come; you muft do’t, Sir. 7 
Tam undone elfe, and your Lady Tail: buf. 
Fas fent fdr mie to dinner, and. my Cloaths :.- 
Are all at pawn. I had fent out this morning, 
Before I heard you were come to- Town, fome ewenty 
Of my Epitties, and noone return. 
[Mere-craft tells bims of bis faults. 
Mer, Why, I ha’ told you O°’ this. Sai cons of} 
wearin 
Scarlet, Gold-lace, and Cut-works! your fine Gattring! 
With your blown Rofes, Coufin! and your eating 
Pheafant, and Godwit, here in Loxdon! haunting - 
@ Globes, and Mermaides ! wedging in see Lords, 
‘Seill atthe ‘Fable! and affecting, Lechery, .' 
In Velvet!. where could you ha’ contented: your. ‘felf 
Wich Cheefe, fale Butter, and a pickled Herring, - 
‘Y’ the Low-countries; there worn Cloth, and Fuftian! 
Been fatisfied with a leap o’ your Hoft’s Daugheer, 
In Garifon, a Wench of a Sto a Stogér! Or, |! = 
Your Sutlers Wife, ? the oe ae of two Blanks: tf 
You néver then Had run upon. this ‘flac, 
To write your Letters miffive, and fend out: .. .. 
Your privy Seals, chat thus have frighted of 
All your acquaintance; that chey:fhun you. at diftance, 
Wore than you do the Bailies!. Ever. Pox upon. you, 
I come not to eg for Countel, I lack Money.. 
“(He repines. 
Mer. You do not think; what you owe me already. 
Ever. 1? 
They owe you, that n mean to pay you. Pil iehvorn 7 
{ never meant it. Come, bre will project, 
I thall undo your praétice, for this: Month elfe : 
. You know me. | .  [ And threatens bin. 
-- Mer. I, yo’ are a right fweet Mature! 
Ever. Well, that’s all one! : 
Mer. Youll leave this Empire one day ?. one 
You will not ever have this. Tribute paid, | 
Yoar Scepter o’ the Sword? ' Ever. Tie up yaur bat | 
Do, and provoke me not——. 
Mer, - Will you, Sir, help 2 os oe 
To what I thall provoke another for you z 
Ever, cannot tell; try me: I think I am not 
So utterly, of an ore un-to-be-melted, 3 
But Ican do my felf good, on accafions. y irk | 
"+ =f. Strike in then, for your part, Mr. Fitz- el 
If Ttranfgrefs in point of Manners, afford me 
Your beit conftruction ; I pee beg my freedom 
[ al, fi babel fl OKIA : hirer 8 Le ity fone mw 
Ces ‘eof hfe - ater Grtee, Platter fea'en 4 Pein, 
ZU Af had gf Cammy » Maar, A bsen> 
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pe 
il Mafter of the Dependaners ! A place, 
{OF my projeGion £00, Sis, and hath met. 


| To fupply all. 


Tra rather ftand; engag’d for i it my fale. 


| Iwill not think you love me. 


‘From your affairs, this day, Fit. “How, Sire: Mer. It is 
‘In fuccour of this Gentlemans eccaGons, 
‘My Kinfman———.. -., [Mere-craft pretends bufinels, 

Fit: You'll not do me that affr om,Si. =, 

Mere Lam fpeny,.you thould fo-interpret it, 
+ But, Sir, it ftands upon his being invefted 
‘In a new Office, he hs {tood for, long: 

L, Merescraft dere the fice t De 
ndancy, ©. - 


* a 
apaneh 


Much oppoficion’s, byt the Space, now; fee's: 

That great’ neceflity ef it, as afrer pil, | 

Their writing, and their fpeaking, sain Duels, . 
They hayeereéted it, .His Book is drawn a ao 
For, fince, there will be differences daily. 7 
’Twixt Gentlemen ;, ‘and, chat the roaring manner 


ATs grown offenfive ; 3. that chofe few, we call 


The civil Men o’ the Sword, abhor the i le | 


| They thall refer now, hither, for their Procefs ; 


And fuch as trefpals. ‘gaint the Rule of Giant: S . 
Are to be find— ‘Fit. In troth, a pretty place! 
Mer. A kind of, Atbitrary Conre ewill be, Sir. 
Fit, I thall have matrer for it, I believe, 
Ere it be long: Thad a diftafte.: M.r. But now, Sti, a lth y St yLune 


My learned :Counfel,' they muit have a fein ow ay Le aot, 
They'll part, Sir, with.no Books, without the Hand-goye a: 


Be oi)’d.s and I mult furnith. 
To me ftraight.: Jam, Mine, 


if ’¢ be Money, - r 
Mint and Exchcquer, 
‘What i is’t? a hundred Pound ? | 
Ever. No, th’ Harpey, now,ftands on a hundred Pieces, fier, 227A 
Mer. bales he mutt have’ omy if he will, To mor: OO, 9, 
TOW, DI, | 
Will equally ferve. your occafion’ S07 
And therefore, let me obtain, that you. wilt yield,” 
To timing a poor Gentlemans diftrefles, 
In terms of hazard.— Fit. By no means! Mer. Luft 
Get him this Mondy,‘and willk—— ee, 
Fyt,’ Str, I pracelt, . 


ce. 


Then: you fhould Jeave me. | :+: . 
Mer. O good Sir, do you think-..- 
So courfly of our manners, chat we would, 


For any need of ours, be prefttq takeits . .. 


| Though you;be pleas’d to offer it: . Fit. Why; by. Heaven, 


Imeanit! Mer. I can never believe: lefs. 
But we, Sir, muft.prefecve our Dignity, _ 


| As you do publith oon By your fair leave, Sin. 


[ He offers to be gore. 
Fit. Aslama Gentleman, if you, do. offer 
To leave me now, or if you do refufe me, 
Mer, Siv; 1 honour, yous 
And with juft reafon, for rhefe noble Notes, 


a ea 


| Of the Nobility, you pretend too! But, Sir — 


I would know, why ? a motive Che a angele 
You fhould do this ? 
( Ever, You'll mar all with your finenek ) ee 
Fit. Why, that’s all-one, if cwere,Sir, but my Pei 
But] have a Bufine/s,chat perhaps Pd have 
Brought to his Office. . Mer. O, Sir! I havé ine then ovzeew ey 
lf he can be made profitable to you. 7-4 P@ waa! 
_ Fit. Yes, and it thall ‘he one of my ambitions : a 
To have it the firft Bufine/s 2 May I not ? 
Ever. So you do mean to make'r a perfea& Bufine/s. 
Fis.’ Nay, Pl do that, aflure you: thew me once. 
Mer. Sir, ic concerns, the firft be a perfect Bufine/s, 
For his own Honour? ° Ever. I, and th’ Arepntacon 
Too, of my Place.’ 
Fiz. Wny, why do Itake this Sourke: ele: ? 
Tam noc altogether an 4/s, good Gentlemen, 
Wherviore fhould I confule you? do you think, | 
Tontake a Song on’t? How’s your manner? cell us. 
Mer. Do, latisiic sl ewe him: the whole courte. 
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Ever. Firft, by requeft, or otherwife, you offer 

Your Bufinefs to the Court wherein you crave; 

The judgment of the Maffer and the dffiftants. 

Fit. Well, that’s done, now, what do you upon it ? 

Ever. We ftraight, Sir, have recourfe to ‘the Spring: 
head; | 


ad; 3 
Vific the Ground ; and, fo difclofe the nature: 
If ie willcarry,orno. If we do find, 
By our proportions, it is like to prove 
_ A fallen, and black Bus’ne/s, that it be 
Incorrigible, and out of treaty ; then, . 
We file it, a Dependance! gt. So ’tis id. 
What follows? I do love the order of thefe thing 
Ever..We then advife the party, if he be 
A Man of Means, and Havings, chat forth-with 
He fettle his Eftate : if nor, at leaft 
That he pretend it. For, by that, che World 
Takes notice, that it now 1s a Dependance. 
And this we call, Sir, Publication. 
Fit. Very fufficient* After Publication, now ? 
Ever. Then we grant out our Proce/s, which is divers; 
Either by Chartel, Sir, or Ore-tenne, 
Wherein the Challenger, and Challengee, 
Or (with your Spaniard) your Provocador, 
And Provocado, have their feveral courfes— 

‘Fit. | have enough on’e! for an hundred Pieces ? 
Yes, for two hundred, under-wrice me, do. ! | 
Your Man willtake my Bond? Mer. That he will,fure ; 

fy bpad ut, thefe fame Citizens, they are fuch fharks! 
ego here’s an old Debt of forty, I ga’ my word 


<4 A, For one isrun away, to the Bermudas, | 
49 As And he will hook in that, or he w?’ not do. ., 4 

¢ Ath. 6, [He whi/pers Fitz-dottrel afide. 
Fit. Why, let him. That and the Ring, and a hun- 
dred Pieces, 7 
Will all but make two hundred ? 
- Mer. No,no more, Sir. 
What ready Arithmetick you have? 


/ 


do you hear ? 
| | And then Guilt-head. 
A pretty mornings work for you, this! Doig, . 

- You hall ha’ ewenty Pound on’t. Gui. Twenty Pieces? 
( Plz. Good Father, do’t. ) : 
Mer. You will hook ftill? well, =. 

Shew us your Ring. You could not ha’ done this, now 
: Wich gentlenefs, at firft, we might ha’ thank’d you 5 
But groan, and ha’ your courtefies come from you 
Like a hard ftool, and ftink. A Man may draw 
Your Teech out eafier than your Money. Come, 
“Were little Guilt-bead here, no better a nature, 
I thould ne’r love him, thae could pull his Lips off, now ! 
He pulls Plutarchus by the Lips, 
Was notthy Mother aGentlewoman? Plw. Yes, Sir. 
Mer. ise went co the Court at Chriftmas,and St.Georges- 
' tide? 
And lent the Lords-men Chains! 
Plu. Of Gold and Pearl, Sir. 
Mer, I knew thou mult take after fome body ! 
Thou could’ft not be elfe.. This was no Shop-look ! 
Pil ha’ chee Captain Gwils-bead, and march up, | 
And take in Pimlico, and kill the Buth 7 
Atevery Tavern! Thou thale have a Wife, 
If Smocks will mount, Boy. How now? you ha’ there 


now 
. Some Brifto-ftome, or Cornifh counterfeit — | 
You'ld put upon us. [He turas to old Guilt-head. 
Gus. No, Sir, I affure you. 3 
Look on hislufter! he will {peak himfelf! 
Pit gi? you leave to put him 1’ the Mill, 
594 His no great, large Scone, but a true Paragon, 
IP has all his Corners, view him well. 
_Mer. 7 is yellow. 
Gai. Upo’ my faith, Sir, o’ the right black-water, 
And very deep! His fee without a foil, too. 
Here’s one o’ the Yellow-watrer, I'll fell cheap. 


The Devil is an Afs. 


Mer. And what do you value this at? thirty Pound? 
Gui. No, Sir, he coft me fore , ere he was fet. | 
Mer, ‘Turnings, you mean? I know your Eguivocks 
-You’are grown he better Fathers of "ery o* lare. 
Well, where’t mutt go, twill be judg’d, and therefore, 
Look you’t be right. You fhall have fifty Pound for’t.. 
7 [ Now to Firz-dottrel. 
Not a Deneer more! And becaufe you would 
Have things difpatch’d, Sir, I'll go preferitly, 
Inquire out this Ledy. If you think good, Sir. 
Having an hundred Pieces ready, you may 
Part with thofe now, to ferve my Kinfmans turns, 
That he may wait upon you anon, the freer ; | 
And take em when you ha’ feal’d again, of Guilt-beads 
Fit. Icarenot if Ido! Mer. Anddifpatch all 
Together. Fit. There, th’are juft; a hundred Pieces! 
Y ha’ told’em over twice a day chefe two Months. 
| [ He turns em ont together: And Everill 
and be fall to fhare, 
Mer, Well, go and feal chen, Sir, make your return 
As {peedy as you can. Ever. Come, gi’ me. 
' Mer. Soft, Sir. | se | 
Ever. Marry, and fair too, then, Ill no delaying, Sir. 
Mer, But you will hear ? a 
Ever. Yes, when I have my Divident. 7 
Mer. There's forty Pieces for you. | 
Ever, What is this for ? | a 
Mer, Your half. Youknow, that Guilt-bead muft ha? 
twenty. 
Ever. ee -what’s your Ring there ? fhall I ha’ none 
o” thae? : 
Mer. O, that’s to be given to a Lady! 
Ever. Ist fo? Mer. By chat good light, it is. 
Ever. Comé, gi?’ me. ; 
Ten Pieces more, then.. Afer. Why? 
Ever. For Guilt-bead? Sw, 
Do’ you think, I'll allew him any fich fhare? 
Mer. You muft, ~. - | 
Ever. Muft 1? Do your mutts, Sir, Pll do mine ; 
You wi’ not part with the whole, Sir, will you ? Go too. 


| S/O 


G? me ten Pieces! Ader. By-what Law do you this ? 


Ever. E’en Lyon-law, Sir, I muft roar elfe. 


Mer. Good ! . | 
Ever. Yo’ have heard how th? .4/s made his divifions 
wifely ? 


Mer. And I am he: I thank you. 
Ever. Much good do you, dr. | 
Mer. I thall be rido’ this Tyranny one day. 
Ever. Not 
While you do eat, and lie about:the Town here, 
And cozen i’ your Bullions andI ftand | 
Your name of Credit, and compound your bufinefs 5 
Adjourn your beatings every Term, and make 
New Parties for your projects... I have now 
A pretty task of it, to hold you in | 
Wi’ your Lady Tail bufh: but the toy will be, 
How we hall both come off ? 
Mer, Leave you your doubting, 
And do your portion, what’s aflign’d you: I 
Never fail’d yet. Eve. With reterence to your aids ? 
You'll ftill be unchankful. Where fhall I meet you,anon ? 
You ha’ fome feat to do alone, now, I fee; 
You with me gone, well, I will find you out, - 
And bring you after to the Audit. Ader. ’Slight! 
There’s Isgene’s fhare too, I had forgot! This Reign 
Is too-too-unfupportable! Imuft | 
Quit my felf of chis Vaflalage! Ingine ! welcome. 
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A& III. Scene IV. 
Mere-craft, Ingine, Wittipol. 


Ow goesthe Cry ? Ing. Excellent well ! 
Mer. Will’t do? : 
Where's Robinfon? Ing. Here is the Gentleman, Sir, 
Will undercake ’e himfelf. I have acquainted him. - 
Mer. Why did you fo? | . 
- Ing. Why, Robinfon would ha’ told him, 
You know. And he’s a pleafant Wie! will hure 
Nothing you purpofe. Then, he’s of: Opinion, 
That Robinfos might want audacity, 
She being fuch.a Gallant. Now, he has: been 
In Spain, and knows the Fafhions there ; and can 
Difcourfe ; and being but mirth (he fays) leave much 
To his care. Mer. But heis coo tall! (He excepts at 
Ing. For that, : | bis Stature. 
He has the braveft Device (you'll love him for’t) 
To fay, he wears Cioppinos : and they do fo 
In Spain. And Robinfon’s as call as he. 
Mer. Ishefo? Ing. Every jot. Ader. Nay, Ihad rather 
To truft a Gentleman with it o’ the two. 


Ing. Pray you goto him then, Sir, and falute him.-~ 


Mer. Sir, my Friend Ingine has acquainted you 
With a ftrange bufine/s, here. Wit. A merry one, Sir. 
The Duke of Drown'd-Land,and his Dutcbe/s? Mer. Yes, 
Now, that the Conjurers ha’ laid him by, (Sir. 
I ha’ made bold to borrow him a while. 

Wit. With purpofe, yet, to put him out I hope 
To his beft ufe. Ader. Yes, Sir. Wit. For chat {mall part, 
That I amtrufted with, put off your care: 
I would not lofe todo ir, forthe mirth 
Will follow of it; and-well, I have a fancy. 

Mer, Sir, that will make it well. | 

Wit. You will report it fo. | x 
Where muft I have my dreffing ? Ing. At my Houfe, Sir. 

Mer. You thall have caution, Sir, for what he yields, 
To fix Pence, Wst. You fhall. pardon me. I will thare, Sir, 
P your Sports, only : nothing 7’ your | 


Bat you muft furnith me with Complements, —/. : 
Toth’ manner of Spain; my Coach, my guarda duenna’s ; 


To draw difcourfe, and offer it, is here by, 

Ac the Lady-Tailbufhes. Wit. I know her, oP. 

And her Gentleman..baifher. Mer. Mr. Ambler ? 
Wit. Yes, Sir. | 7 7 
Mer. Sir, It fhall be no thame to me, toconfefs — 

To you, that we poor Gentlemen, that want Acres, © 

Mutt for our needs, curn Fools up, and plough Ladies 

Sometime, to try what gleb they are : ayd this 

Is no unfruitful Piece. She and I now 

Are on a Proje&, for the Fa@, and venting 

Of a new kind of Fucus (paint for Laaies) 

To ferve the Kingdom : wherein fhe her felf 

Hath travaill’d, fpecially, by way of Service. 

Unto her Sex, and hopes to get the Monopoly, — 

As the Reward of her . Invention. he 
Wit. What is her end in this? Ev. Merely Ambttion, 

Su’, tO grow great, and court it with the Secrets. 

Though fhe pretend fome other. For, fhe’s dealing, 

Already, upon caution for the (hares, a | 

And Mr. Ambler, ishe nam’d Examiner ) 

For the Ingredients; and the Regiffer i 

Of what is vénted ; and fhall keep the Office. 

Now, if the break with you, of this (as £ 

Muft make the leading ‘hred to your acquaintance, 

That, how Experience gotteni’? your Being. 

Nuochade aby neL. vib. z fee Wane : 
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| Any ftrange Names of ——//it Sir,I have my Inftruaions. 


11 would fain fee him do it. 
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Abroad, will help our Bulinefs) chink of fonie 
Pretty Additions, but to keep her floating : 
Ie may be fhe will offer youa Parr, 


é 


Is it not high time to be making ready ? 
Mer. Yes, Sir. Ing. The Fool’s in fight, Dottrel. = - 
Mer. Away, then. = 


A& Ill. Scene V. — 
‘Mere-craft, Fitzedottrel, Pug. 


Eturn’d fofoon? Fit. Yes, here’s the Ring : Tha’, . 
feal’d. Tae Meo), JOA of Ke gees. beF ween Lhe tats 

But there’s not {6 much Gold in all the Row, he fays——w7we 7% ac 

Till’t come fro’ the Mine. ’Tisctane up Tor the Gamelters. «9 Ae Ane» 
Mer. There’ a Shop-thift! plague on’em. 44% S¥ryan . — 9. fe 
Fit. He do’s {wear ic. en 
Mer.. He'll fwear. and forfwear too, it is his Trade, 

You fhould not havelefthim Fit. Slid; I can go back, 

And beat him yet. Aéer. No, now lethim alone. ._* 
Fit. I was to earneft, after the main Bufine(s, 9 «+ 

To have this Ring gone. A&r. True, and ’cistime, «© 

I have learn’d, Sir, Sin’ you went, her Ladyfhip eats 5.2: 

With che Lady Tail-bufhhere,hard by. F#.V che Lane here? 
Mer. Yes, if you had a Servant, now of Prefence, _ 

Well cloath’d, and of an airy voluble Tongue, 

Neither too big or little for his Mouth, - 

That could deliver your Wives Complement 3 . 

To fend along wichal. Fit. I have one Sir, 

A very handfom Gentleman-like-fellow, . he 

That Ido mean to make my Dutche/s Ufher-—— : 

I entertain’d him butthis Morning too: . |. ee 

Pil callhim to you. The worft of him is his Name! 
Mer. She'll take no note of that, buc of his Meflage. 

| LHe fhews him bis Pug. 

Fit, Devil ! How like you him, Sir. Pace, go.a little, 
Let’s fee you move. Ader. He'll ferve, Sir; give it him: 
And let him go along with me, I'll help 
To prefenthim andit. Fit. Look-you do Sirrah, ~ 
Difcharge this well, as you expe@ your Place. 
D’you hear, go on, come off wich all your Honours. . 

[Gives him Inftructionss 

Mer. Truft him with 1... 
Fit. Remember kiffing of your Hand, and an{wering 

With the French time, in flexure of your Body- 

I could now fo inftrué& *him—— and for his words—— 
Mer. Vil pue them in his Mouth, .  - | 
Fit. O, but I have. ’em; | © 4 

O' the very Academies. Mer. Sir, you'll have ufé for ’em 

Anon your felf, I warrane you, after Dinner . 

When you are call’d. Fis.’Slight,thae’ll be juft Play-time. 

: _-.. [He longs to fee the Play: 

Ie cannot be, I muft noclofe the Play!. © 
Mer. Sir, but you muft, if the appoint to fic. : 

And. fhe’s Prefident. Fa. "Slid, icisthe Devil! -. .- 

7 a ( Becaufe it is the Devil. 

Mer. And, *twere his Damm too, you muft now apply 
Your felf, Sir, to this wholly; or lofe all. 

Fit. If T could bue fee a Piece— 
Mer. Sir, Never think on’e. | 
_ Fit. Come but to one A@, and I did not care———= 

But to be feen to rife and go away, 

To vex the Players, and to punifh their Poet —— 

Keep him in awe! Aer. But fay that he be one 

Wi not be aw’d! but laugh at you. How then? 

Fit. That he thall pay tor’s Dinner himfclf. 

Mer. Perhaps, Vey Gy nat HJ. he hw ff, Fout a, 
He would do that twice, rather than thank you sfor > 4 ohn yt ow, 
Come get the Devil out of your Head, my Lord, 72-6, eng san”, 
(VIL call you fo in private {till) andtake © 7d. 

Your Lordfhip PV your mind, You were, fweet Lord, — 

| He puts bim in mal of bis Quarrcd, 


e a 
d 


In talk to bring a Bujfine/s tothe Office. Fit. Yes. 
Ppp Mer, Why 


474 The Devil i an Afs. 


Mer. Why thould not you, Sir, carry it o” your felf, Tra. NotI. Pug. The Gentleman faw him. 


Before the Office be up ? and fhew the World, Mer. Enquire. 

You had no need of any mans direGion; Pug. 1 was fo eatneft upon her, I mark’d not! 

In Point, Sir, of fufficiency ? I {peak _ | Tbe Devil confeffech bimfelf coren'd 
Againft a Kinfman, but as one that tenders My devillith Caief has put me hefe in Flefh, - 


Your Graces good. Fit. thank you; to proceed——- | To thame me ! This dull Body I am in, 
Mer, To Pablications : ha’ your Deed drawn prefently. | I perceive nothing with ! I offer at noching 


And leave me a blank to put in your Feofees, That will fucceed! Tra. Sir, fhe faw none, the favs. 
One, two, or more, as you fee caufe—Fit. I thank you Pug. Sates himfelf has tane a fhape t’ abufe me. 
Heartily, 4 do thank you. Not a word more, Te could rte be elfe ! Afer. This is above ftrange! 

I pray you, as you love me. Let me alone. [Mere-craft accufeth bins of negligence. 
That I could not think o’ this as well as he ? That you fhould be fo retchlefs. What’ll you do, Sir ? 


_O, I could beat my infinice Block-head-—~! 
7 He ts angry with bimfelf. 
+ Mer. Come, we mult this way. 
Pug. How far is’? Ader. Hard by here, 
- Over the way. Now, to atchieve this Ring 
From this fame Fellow, that isco affure it, : 
[He thinks bow to cozen the Bearer of the 


How you will anfwer this, when you are queftion’d ? 
Pug. Run from my Fieth, if 1 could : put off Mankind ? 
This’s fuch a fcorn ? and will be a new Exercife 
For my Arch-Duke ! Woe to the feveral Cudgels, 
Matt tuffer on this back Can you no Succours, Sir 2 
floret. Ki es ph nati Lorn. $4 He asketh aid. 
, Mer. Alas! the ufe of itis fo prefené. Pug. I ask, 
sir, Credit for another, but till to morrow. 
Mer. There is not fa much time, Sir. But however, 
The Lady isa noble Lady, and will 
(To fave a —_ check) be intreated 
Mere-Crait promifeth faintly, yet comforts bim. 
To fay, the has receiv'd it Pat Deion eh fo ? 
Will the be won? Aer. No doubt, to fuch an Office, 
It will be a Ladies Bravery and her Pride. 


Rings 

Before he give it. Though my Spanifh Lady, 

Be a young Gentleman-of means, and {corn 

To fhare, ashe doth fay, I do not know 

How fuch a Toy may tempt his Ladifhip : 

And therefore, I think beft it be affur’d. 
Pug. Sir, be the Ladies brave we go unto? 

Mer. O, yes. Pag. And fhall I fee’em, and fpeak 


fa ane Pug. And not be known on’ after, unto him ? 
Mer. What elfe? ha’ you your Falfe-beard about] Ar. That were a Treachery ! Upon my word, 
you, Trains ? (Queftions bis man. | Be confident. Return unto your Matter, 


My Lady Prefident fits this Afternoon, 
Flas tane the Ring, commends her Services 
Unto your Lady-Dutchefs. You may fay 
she’s a civil Lady, and does give her 
All her refpeé&s already : Bad you tell her, 
She lives but to receive her with’d Commandments, 
And have che honour here to kifs her Hands: 
For which the’ll ftay this hour yet. Haften you 
Your Prince, away. Pug. And Sir, you will take care 
Th’ excufe be perfe&? Ader. You confe& your fears. 

7 [The Devil ss doubtful. 
Too much. Pag. The Shame is mare, I'l quit you of either. +o 


Tra. Yes. Mer. Apd is thjs one of yoyr double 
Clokes? An “a proten oe, yb tina 
Tra. The belt of agit ay es ta fi 
Mer. Be regdy then. Sweet Pitfall! meres 
Jrvirtorw I a i as a as AA ah ee bc Be 
Act Ill. Scene VI. 
Mere-craft, Pitfall, Pug, Trains. 


Ome, I muft bufs——Pir. Away. (Offers to kifs. 
C Mer. Vil fet thee up again. 
Never fear thae ; canft chou get ne'er a Bird? - 
No Thrufhes hungry? Stay till cold Weather come, 
Vil help chee to an Ou/el or a Field-fare. 
Who's within with Madam? Pit. Pilcell you ftraight. 
_ [She runs in in bafte ; be follows. 
Mer. Pleafe you ftay here a while, Sic, Pll go in. 
Pug. Ido fo long to have a little Venery, 
While I am inthis Body ! I would tafte 
OF every Sin a licele, if ic might be, 
After the manner of Man! Saweet-beart ! 
~ Pit. What would you, Sir? 
| (Pug /eaps at Picfall’s coming im. 
Pug. Nothing bat fallin, to you, be your Black-bird, 
My pretty Pit (asthe Gentleman faid) your Tbroftle : 
Lye tame and taken with you; here is Gold ! 
To buy you fo much new Stuffs from the Shop, 
AsI may take the old up Tra. You mutt fend, Sir, 
The Gentleman the Ring. Pug. There ’tis. Nay look, 
[Train's is bis falfe Cloak, brings a falfe 
Meffage, and gets the Ring. 
~ Will you be foolith, Pit? Pit. This is ftrange rudenefs. 
Pug. Dear Pit. Pit. Pil call, I fwear. 
Mer. Where are you, Sir? 
{Is your Ring ready ? Go with me. Pug. I fent it you. 
[Mere-craft follows prefently, and asks for it. 
Mer. Me? When? by whom ? 
Pug. A Fellow here, e’en now, 
Came for ic ? your Name. Mer. I fent none, fure. 
' My meaning ever was, you fhonld deliver it 
Your felf :So-was your Mafters charge, you know. 
LEnt. Trains as bimfelf again. 
What Fellow was it, do you know him? Pug. Here, 
Bur now, he hadic. Ader. Saw youany, Trains ? 


Ac&t IV. Scene I. 
Taile-bufh, Mere-craft, Manly. 


A Pox upo’ referring to Comysifioners, 
P had rather hear that it were paft the Seals: 
You Courtiers move fo Snail-like i? your Bufse/s. 
Would I had not begun wi? you. Ader. We muft move, 
Madam, in order, by degrees: not jump. 

Tay. Why, there was Sir fobs Monie-man could jump 
A Bufinefs quickly. Ader. True, he had great Friends, 
But, becaufe fome, fweet Madam, can leap Ditches, 
We muft not all fhun to go over Bridges. 
The harder Parts, I make account are done, 

[He flatters ber. 

Now ’tis referr'd. You are infinitly bound 
Unto the Ladies, they ha’ fo cri’d it up !. 

Tay. Do they like ic then ? 

Mer, They ha’ fent the Spanifh Lady, 
To gratulate with you— Tay. I muft fend ’em thanks, 
And fome Remembrances. 

Mer. That you muft, and vifit em. Where’s Ambler? 

Tay. Lott, to day, we cannot hear of him. 

Mer. Not, Madam ? 

Tay. No in good faith. They fay he lay not 
At home to night. And here has fall’n a Bufine/s 
Between your Coufin, and Mafter Adanly, has 
Unguieted us all. Mer. SoThear, Madam. 
Pray you how wasic? Jay. Troth, ic bute appears 


The Devil is an Af. 


| And they thall follow us. Thou fhalt, I fwear, 


Ill. o your Kinfmans part. You may have heard, 
That Manly is a Sutor to me, I doubt not. 
Mer. I guefsd it, Madam. — 
Tay. And it feems, he crufted 
Your Coufin to fet fall fome fair reports 
Of him untome, Mer. Which he did! Tay. So far 
From it, as he came in, and took him rayling 
Againft him. Aer. How ! And what faid A4Zanly to hitn ? 
Tay. Enough, I do alfure you : and with that fcorn 
Of him, afd the Injury, as I do wonder , 
How Everil bore it! But that guilt undoes 
_ Many Mens Valours. Mer. Here comes Manly. 
Man. Madam, Vil take my leave 
[Manly offers to be gone. 
- Tay. You fha’ not go, i’ faith. rs 
Til ha’ you ftay, and fee this Spanifh Miracle, 
Of oar Engiijh Lady. Man. Let me pray your Ladihip, 
Lay your Commands on me fome other time. 
Tay. Now, I proteft : and I will have all piec’d | 
And Friends again. dan. Ic will be but ill folder’d! 
Tay. You are too much affected with it. Afan. I cannot 
Madam, but think on’e for th’ Injuftica Tay. Sir, 
His Kinfman here is forry. Aéer. Not I, Madam, 
Tam no kin to him, we: but call Coufins ; 
, _ | Merecraft denies bim. 
And if we were, Sir, I have no relation | 
Unto'his Crimes. Man. You are not urged with ’em. 
I can accufe, Sir, none but mine own Judgment, 
For though it were his Crime, fo to betray me, 
P am fure, twas more mine own, at all to cruft him: 
Buc he therein, did ufe but his old Manners, 
And favour ftrongly what he was before. ’ 
Tay. Come, he will change: 
Man. Faith, I muft never chink ic. 
Nor were it reafon in me to expe, - 
That for my fake, he fhould put off a Nature 
He fuck’d in with his Milk. Je may be Adadam, 
Deceiving truft, is all he hasto truit to’: 
If fo, I thall be loth, that any hope 
OF mine, fhould bate him of his means. 
Tay. Yo are fharp, Sir. 
This A@ may make him honeft ! Adan. If he were 
To be made honeft by an A& of Parliament, 
I thould not alcer 1 my faith of Him. Tay. Eitherfide! 
Welcom, dear Eitberfide ! how haft thou done, good 
Wench? [ She [pies the Lady Eitherfide. 
Thou haft been a ftranger: I ha’ not feen thee this Week. 


AG IV. Scene I. 


To them. | Eitherfide. 
Ver your Servant, Madam. 
Tay. Where haft thou been ? | | 
I did fo long to fee thee. Hit. Vifiting, and fo tyrd! 
I proteft, Adadam, ’tis a monftrous trouble ! 

Tay. And fo ic is. I {wear I muft to morrow, 
Begin my Vifics (would they were over) at Court. 
It tortures me, to think on ’em. Ezvt. Ido hear 
You ha’ caufe, Madam, your Suit goes on. 

Tay. Who told chee ? | 

Eit. One that can tell: Mr.. Eitherfide. 

Tay. O, thy Husband! | 
Yes faith, there’s Life in’t, now: Ic is referr’d. 

If we once fee ic under the Seals Wench, then, 

Have with ’em for the great Carroch, Six Horfes, 

' And the two Coachmen, with my Ambler, bare, 
And my three Women; we will live i’ faich, 

The Examples o’ the Town, and govern tr. 

Vlllead che Fafhion ftill, it. You do that now, 

| Sweet Madam. Tay. O, but then, Pil every day 
Bring up fome new Device. Thou and I, Estherfide, 
Will firit be in ic, I will give ic chee; 


Wear every Month a new Gown out of it. 
Eit. Thank you, good Madam, — 
Tay. Pray thee call me Tail-bufh, 
As I thee Eitherfide ; I not love this, Madam. 
Eit. Then 1 proteft to you, Tail-bufh, 1am glad 
Your Bujfinefs fo fucceeds. 
Tay. Thank thee, good Eitherfide. | 
Eit. But Mafter Eitherfide tells me, that he likes 
Your other Bufinefs better. Tay. Which? 
Et. O° the Tooth-picks, 
Tay. Inever heard on’t. Eit. Ask Mr. Merecraft. 
Mer. Madam ? ’is one, in a word, Pll truft his Malice, 
With any man’s Credit, I would have abusd 2 
[Merecraft bath whifper’d with him the while. 
‘Man, Sir, if you think you Ae pleafe me, in this, 
You are deceiv’d ! Mer. No, but becaufe my Lady 
Nam’d him my’ Kinfman; I would fatistie you 
What I think of him: and pray you upon it : 
To judge me! Man. SoI do: that ill mens Friendfhip, 
Is as untaichtul as chemfelvcs. Tay. Do you hear 2 
Ha’ you a Bufine/s about Tooth-picks. | 
Mer. Yes, Madam. 
Did I ne’r cell’t you ? I meant to have offer’d it 
Your Ladifhip, on che perfecting the Patent. 
Tay. How is’t ! Mer. For ferving’ the whole State 
with Tooth-picks ; [The Project for Tooth-picks. 
(Somewhat an intricate Bufine/s to difcourfe) bue— 
[ fhow how much the Subjeé is abus’d, 
Firft, in that one Commodity ? thén what Difeafes 
And Putrefa@ions-in the Gumsare bred, 
By thofe are made of adulerate and falfe Wood ? 
My Plot, for Reformation of chefe follows. 
To have all Toothpicks brought unto an Office, 
There feald ; and fuch as counterfeit’em mulated. 
And laft, for venting ’em, tohavea Book 
Printed, to teach cheir ufe, which every Child 
Shall have throughout the Kingdom that can read, _ 
And learn to pick his Teeth by. Which beginning 
Farly to Pra@ice, with. fome other Rules, 
Of never fleeping with the Mouth open, chawing 
Some Grains of Maftick, will preferve the Breath 
Pure and fo free from taint———ha’ whatis’t, fai’ft chou ? 
| [ Trains bis Man whifpers him, 
Taye Good faith, it founds avery pretty Bujine/s ! 
Eit. So Mc. Estherfide fays, Madam. 
Mer, The Lady is come. 
_ Tay. Is fhe ? Good, wait upon her in. 
Was never fo ill abfent. Eitherfide, 
How do Ilook to day? Am I not dreft, 
(She looks in her Gla 


My Ambler 


Spruntly ? Fit. Yes verily, Madam. ¢.<. Poruse Ny heen. a we 
Will you not leave chat ? PP) opr! te gots 


Tay. Pox o Madam, Lfop 


Eit. Yes, good Tailbufh. Tay. So? 
Sounds not that better? What vile Fucus is this 
Thou haft gor on? Eit. ’Tis Pearl. 
Tay. Pearl 2? Oyfter-fhells : 
As I breath Estherfide I know't. Here comes 
(They fay) a wonder, Sirrah, has been in Spain ! 
Will teach us all! fhe’s fent to me: from Cozrr, 
To gratulate with me ! Prychee let’s obferve her, 
What faults fhe has, that we may laugh at’em, 
When fhe is gone. Est. Thac we will heartily, Tail-bu(h. 
(Wittipol enters. 
Tay. O, me! the very Infante of the Giants ! 


Ppp 2 Act 


Wit. 
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Ac& IV. Scene III. | 


Merecraft, Wittipol, [To them. 


w 


Ac&t IV. Scene IV. | 
Fitz-dottrel, Miftris Fitz-dottrel, Pug. (To them. 
; &: 


Wittipol, dre like a Spanith Lady, ae Servant Madam! 


Er. Here isa noble Lady, Madam, come, _ 
From your great Friends, at Court, to fee your 
Lad:fhip : | 

And have the Honour of your Acquaintance. Jay. Sir. 

She do’s us Honour. Wit. Pray you, fay to her Ladifhip, 

Ic is che manner of Spain to imbrace only, 

Never to kifs. She will excufe che Cuftom ! 

[ Excufes bimfelf ae not kiffing. 
Tay. Your ufe of itis Law. Pleafe you fweet Madam, 

TotakeaSeat. Wit. Yes, Madam. I havehad 

The favour, through a World of fair report 

To know your Vertues, Madam, and in that 

Name, have defir’d the happinefs of prefenting 

My Service to your Ladijfhip !Tay. Your Love, Madam, 

I muft not own it elfe. Wit. Both are due, Adadam, 

To your great Undertakings. 

Tay. Great? In troth, Madam, 

They: are my Friends, that chink ’em any ching: 

If Icando my Sex (by ’em) any Service, 

P have my ends, Madam. Wit. And they are noble ones, 

That make a Multicude beholden, Adedam : 

The Commonwealth of Ladies, mult acknowledge from 
Eit. Except fome envious, Madam. (you. 
Wit. Yo are right in that, Madam, 

Of which Race, I encountred fome but lately. 

Who (*t feems) have ftudyed Reafons to difcredit 

Your Bufinefs. Tay. How, {weet Madam. 

Wit. Nay, the Parties ‘ 
W? not be worth your paufe—— Moft ruinous things, 
Madam, 
That have put off all hope of being recover’d 
To a degree of handfomnefs. 
Tay. But their Reafons, Madam ? 
I would fain hear. Wit. Some Madam, I remember. 


They fay, that painting quite deftroys the Face -— 


Eit. O, that’s an old one, Madam, 
Wit. There are new ones, too. 


‘Corrupts the Breath; hath left fo little fweetnefs 


{n kifling, as ’ctis now'us’d but for Fafhion : 
And fhortly will be taken for a Punifhment. - 
Decays the Fore-teeth that fhould guard the ‘Tongue ; 
And fuffers that run Riot everlafting! = 
And (which is worfe) fome Ladies when they meet 
Cannot be merry and laugh, but chey do {pic 
In one anothers Faces! Adan. I fhould know 
This Voyce and Face too: . 
[Manly begins to know him. 

Wit. Then, they fay, ‘tis dangerous 
To all che faln, yet well difpos’d Adad-dams, 
That are induftrious, and defire to earn 
Their Living with their Sweat ! For any Diftemper 
Of heat and motion, may difplace the Colours ; 
And if the Paint once run about their Faces, 


‘Twenty to one, they will appear fo ill-favour’d, 


Their Servants run away too, and leave the Pleafure 
Imperfect, and the Reckoning alf” unpay’d. © 

Eit. Pox, thefe are Poets Reafons. Tay.Someold Lady 
That keepsa Poet, has devis'd thefe Scandals. 

Eit. Faith we muft have che Poets banith’d, Madam, 
As Mafter Bith rfidefays. Mer, Matter Fitz-Dottrel ? 
And his Wife ; where >aadam, the Duke of Drown’ d-land, 
That will be fhortly. Wir. Is this my Lord? 


F bh yet) Jat Bl tl , Pulbno b Cop. 


pep: Jude id ea 


Wit. How now? Friend? offended, 
That I have found your haunt here ? 
Wictipol wifpers with Manly. 

Man. No, but wondring 
At your ftrange fafhion’d venture, hither. Wt. Ic is 
To fhew you what they are you fo purfue. 

Man, I think ’ewill prove a Med’cine againft marriage ; 
To know their manners. Wt. Stay, and profit then. 

Mer. The Lady, Madam, whofe Prince has brought 

her here, | 
To beinftructed. Wit. Pleafe you fit with us, Lady. 
[He prefents Miftris Fitz-dottrel. 

Mer. That’s Lady-Prefident. Fit. A goodly Woman ! 
I cannot fee the Ring, though. Aér. Sir, fhe has it. 

‘Tay. But, Madam,thefe are very feeble Reafons ! 

Wit. Solurg’d Madam, that the new Complexion, 
Now to come torth, in name o’ -your Ladifhip’s fucus, 
Had no Ingredient — Tay. But [ durft eat, I ee you. . 

Wi. So do they in Spain, 

Tay. Sweet Madam be {o liberal, 

To give usfome o’ your Spanifh Fucufees ! 

Wit. They are infinite, Madam. 

Tay. So I .hear, they have 
Water of Gourdes, of Radifh, the white Beans, 
Flowers of Glafs, of Thiffles, Rofe-marine, 

Raw Honey, Muftard-feed, and Bread dough-bak’d, 
The Crums o’ Bread, Goats milk, and Whites of Eggs, 
Campbeere, and Lilly-roots, the Fat of Sswass, 
Marrow of Veal, white Pidgeons, and Pine-kernels, 
The Seeds of Nettles, Purfe’line, and Hares-gall ; 
Limons, Thin-skin’d—Eit. How, her Ladifhip has ftudied 
All excellent things! Wt. But ordinary, Madam, — 
No, the true Rarities, are th’ Alvagada, - 
And <Argentata of Queen I/abella! 
Tay. 1, what are their Ingredients, gentle Madam 2 
Wit. Your Alum Scagliola, or Pol-dipedra ; 
And Zuccarino ; Turpentine of Abbexxo, 
Wath’d in nine Waters : Soda di levante, 
Or your Fern Athes ; Benjamin di gotta : 
Graffo di ferpe; Porcelletto marino ; 
Oyls of Lentifco; Zucche Mugia; make: 
The admirable Vernifl, for the Face, | 
Gives the right Lufter ; but two drops rub’d on > 
With a piece of Scarlet, makes a Lady of Sixty 
Look at Sixteen. But above all, the Water 
OF the white Hen, of the Lady Eftifanias ' | 

Tay. O, I, that fame, good Madam, I have heard of: 
How is it done ? Wit. Madam, you take your Hen, 
Plume it, and skin ic, cleanfe it o° the Inwards ; 

Then chop it, bones and all: add to four Ounces 

Of Carravicins, Pipitas, Sope of Cypras, 

Make the Decoétion, ftrein it. Then diftil it, 

And keep it in your Galley-pot well glidder’d: 

Three drops preferves from Wrinkles, Warts,Spots, Moles, 
Blemifh, or Sun-burnings, and keeps the Skin 

In decimo fexto, ever bright and {mooth, - 

As any Looking-glafs ; and indeed, is call’'d _ 

The Virgins Milk for the Face, Oglio reale ; . 
A Cerufe, neither cold or heat,‘ will hure 3 | 
And mixt with Oyl of Myrrh, and the red Giliflower, 
Call’d Cataputia ; and Flowers of Roviftico, 

Makes the beft Afuta, or dye of the whole World. 

Tay. Dear Madam, will you let us be familiar ? 

Wit. Your Ladifhips Servant. a 

Mer. How do you like her. Fit. Admirable! 

But, yet, I cannot fee the Ring. Pug. Sir. Mer. I muft 
[He « jealous about bis Ring, and Merecraft 
delivers it. 


V poflivote wt loan Lat A gf). 4607 Deliver 
Sy 
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Deliver it, or mar all. This Fool’s fo jealous. 


4-77 


still to do good, for your deprav’d Affections : 


Madam—Sir,wear this Ring,& pray you take knowledge, | Intend it ; bend this ftubborn Will; be Greag. 


"Twas fent you by his Wife, and give her thanks. 


Tay. Good Madam, whom do they ufe in Meflages ? 


Do not you dwindle, Sir, bear up. Pug. I thank you, Sir. | 4. They commonly ufe their Slaves, AZadam. 


Tay. But for the manner of Spain ! Sweet Madam,let us 
Be bold, now we are in: Are all the Ladies 
There i’ the Fafhion? Wit. None but Grandees, Madam, 
O’ the clafp’d Train, which may be worn at length too, 
Or thus, upon my Arm. Tay. And do they wear 
Cioppino's all? Wit. If they be dreft in punto, Madam. 
Est. Gile as thofe are, Madam ? 

Wit. OF Goldfmiths Work, Madam ; 

And fet wich Diamonds; and their Spanifh Pumps, 
Of perfum’d Leather. Tay. 1 fhould think ic hard 
Togo in’em, Madam. Wit. At the firft ic is, Madam. 

Tay. Do you never fall in’em ? 

Wit. Never. Est. I fwear, I fhould - 
Six times an hour. Wit. Bue you have Men at hand till, 
To help you, if you fall? Est. Only one, Madam, 

The Guardo-duenna’s, fuch a little old Man 
As this. zt. Alas! he can do nothing, this! 

Wit. Viltell you, Madam, I {aw in the Court of Spain 
A Lady fall? the King’s fight, along ; (once 
And there fhe lay, flat fpread, as an Umbrella, | 
Her Hoop here crack’d ; no Man durft reach a Hand 
To help her, till the Gaarda-duenna’s came, 

Who is the Perfon onl’ allow’d to touch 
A Lady there, and he but by this Finger. 

Est. Ha’ they no Servants, Madam, there, nor Friends? 

Wit. An Efcudero, or fo, Madam, that waits 
Upon ’em in another Coach, at diftance 5 
And when they walk or dance, holds by a Handkercher, 
Never prefumes to touch em. Est. This’s fcurvy, 

And a forc’d Gravity ! I do not like ie. 
I like our own much better. Zay. ’Tis more Freasch, 
And Courtly, ours. Eit. And taftes more Liberty. 
We may have our dozen of Vifitors at once 
Make love t’ us. | 
_ Tay. And before our Husbands. Et. Husband ? 
AsI am honeft, Zayl-bufh, I do think, 
If no body fhould love me, bute my poor Husband, 
I thould e’en hang my felf. Zay. Fortune forbid, Wench, 
So fair a Neck fhould have fo foul a Neck-lace. 
. Est. ?Tis true, as1am handfom? Wit. I receiv’d, Lady, 
A Token from you, which I would not be 
Rude to refufe, being your firft Remembrance. 

(Fit. O, kam fatisficd now! Mer. Do you fee it,Sir ?) 

Wit. But fince you come to know me nearer, Lady, 
1] begg the Honour you will wear it for me, 

Ie mutt be fo. [Wittipol gives i¢ Mrs. Fitz-dottrél. 

Mrs. Fit. Sure have heard thisTongue. = _ 


Mer. What do you mean, Sir? [Mere-craft murmurs. 


Wit. Would you ha’ me mercenary ?. 
We'll recompence it anon, in fomewhat elfe. 


Fit. I do not love to be gull'd, though in a Toy. 
Wife, do you hear ? yo’ are come into the School, Wife, 
Where you may learn, I do perceive it, any thing! 
How to be fine, or fair, or great, or proud, 
Or what you will, indeed, Wife ; here ’tis taught : 
And Iam glad on’t, that you may not fay, 
Another day, when Honours come upon you, - 
You wanted Means. I ha’ done ae parts; been, 
To day, at Fifty pound charge; firft, for a Ring, 
| | (He upbraids ber with bss Bill of Cofts. 
_ To get you entred; chen leit my new Play, . 
To waic updn you here, to fee’t confirm’d, — 
That I may fay, both to mine own Eyes and Ears, 
Senfes, you are my Witnefs, fhe’ hath enjoy’d ‘ 
All Helps that could be had for Love or Money—— 
Mrs. Fit. To make a Fool of her. 
Fit. Wife, that’s your Malice, 
The wickednefs o” your Nature, to interpret 
Your Husband’s Kindne‘s thus ; but Pil not leave 


a 
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(He ss fatisfied, now be fees it. 


Tay. And does your Lad.{hip 
Think that fo good, Madam? Wt. No indeed, Madam ; 1 
Therein prefer the Fathion of England far, 
Of your young delicate Page, or difcreet Uther. 
Fit. And I go with your Ledifhip in opinion, 
Dire&ly for your Gentleman Uther ; 
There's not a finer Officer goes on Ground. 
Wt. If he be made and broken to his Place once. 
Fit. Nay, fo I prefuppofe him. #it.And they are fitcer 
Managers too, Sir ; bue I would have ’em call’d 
Our Efcudero’s. Fit..Good. Wit. Say I fhould fend 
To your Ledifhip, who (I prefumc) has gather’d 
All the dear Secrets, to know how to make 
Paftillo’s of the Dutchefs of Braganza, 
Coquetta’s, Almoiavana’s, Mantecada’s, 
Alcorea’s, Muftaccioli; oF fay it were. 
The Peladore of Ifabella, or Balls 
Againft the Itch, or Aqua Nanfa, or Oil 
Ot; Feffamine for Gloves, of the Marquefs Muja; 
Or for the Head and Hair ; why, thefe are Offices 
Fit. Fie for a Gentleman, not a Slave. They only 
Might ask for your Piveti, Spanifh Cole,. 
To burn, and {weeten a Room : but the Arcana 
Of Ladies Cabinets—— Fit. Should be elfewhere trufted. 
Yo’ are much about the truth. Sweet honoured Ledies, 
[ He‘enters himfelf with the Ladies. 
Let me fall in wi? you. I ha’ my Female Wir, 
As well as my Male. -And I do know what fuits 
A. Lady of Spirit, or a Woman of Fafhion! 
— Wit. And you would have your Wife fuch? 
Fit. Yes, Madam, airy, 
Light ;. not to plain difhonefty, I mean: 
Buc fomewhat o’ this fide. Tit. I take you, Sir. 
E¥ has reafon, Ledies. VIl not give this Rufh 
For-any Lady that cannot be honeft 
Within a Thred. Tay. Yes, Madam, and yet venture 
As far for th’ other, in her Fame—— Wt. As can be; . 
Coach it to Pimlico, dance the Saraband, 
Hear and talk Bawdy, laugh as loud as a Larum, 
Squeak, fpring, do any thing. 
Eit. In young Company, Madam. | 
‘Tay. Or afore Gallants. If they be brave, or Lords, 
A Woman is ingag’d. Fit. I fay fo, Ladies, | 
It is Civility to deny us nothing, 
Pug. You talk of a Univerfity ! why, Hell is 
A Grammatr-{chool to this ! [The Devil admires bim. 
Et. But then | : 
She muft not lofe a Look on Stuffs or Cloth, Madam. 
Tay. Nor no courfe Fellow. | 
Wit. She mutt be guided, Madam, 
By the Clothes he wears, and Company he is in, 
Whom to falute, how far—— Fit. I ha’ told her this ; 
And how that Bawdry too, upo’ the point, 
Is Cin it felf) as civil a Difcourf—— 
Wit. As any other Affair of Flefh whatever. 
Fit, But fhe will ne’er be capable, the is not 


{So much as coming, Madam ; I know not how 


she lofes all her Opportunities, 
With hoping to be fore’d. I have entertain’d 
A Gentleman, a younger Brother, here, 
Whom I would fain breed up her Efcudero,. 
Againft fome Expectations that I have, 
And he'll not countenance him. Wit. What’s his Name? 
Fit. Devil, 0° Darby fhire. 
Eit. Blefsusfrom him! Tay. Devil ! 
Call him De-vile, {weet Madam. 
Mrs. Fit. What you pleafe, Ladies. 
Tay. Devile’s a prettier name: 
Ext. And founds, me thinks, 
As it came in with the Conqueror -——— Man. Over {mocks! 
Whar 


[ He fhews 
hw Pug. 
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Ever to make ’em! My Wooing is ac an end. 
Wt. What can he do? 
Eit. Let’s hear him. Tay. Can he manage ? | 
Fit. Pleafe you co try him, Ladies. Stand forth, Devil. 
ot. Pug. Was all this but the Preface to my Torment ¢ 
4 (Fit. Come, lec their Ladifhips {ee your Honours. Eit.O, 
“He makes a wicked Leg. Tay. Asever I faw! 
” “Wit. Ficfor a Devil. 
’Tay. Good Madam, call him De-vile. 
Wit. De-vile, what Property is there moft required 
I your conceit now, in che Efcudero ? 
: [ They begin their Catechifm. 
Fit. Why do you not fpeak? 
Pug. A fetled difcreet Pace, Madam. a 
Wi. I think, a barren Head, Sir, Mountain-like, 
To be expos’d to the cruelty of Weathess 
Fit. I, tor his Valley is beneath the Wafte, Adadam, 
And co be fruitful there, ie ts fufficienc. 
Dulnefs upon you! Could not you hit this? . 
Pug. Good Sir -———— He ftrikes him. 
Yhkewit. We then had had no barren Head. 
You daw him too much, in troth, Sir. Fit. I muft walk 
With the French Stick, like an old Vierger, for you.. 
Pug. O Chief, call me to Hell again, and free me. 
[The Devil prays. 


ty 


Fit. Do you murmur now ? 
Pug. Not J, Sir. Vi/it. What do you take, 

Mr. De-vile, the height of your Employment, 

In the true perfect Efgdero? Fit. When? 

What do you anfwer? Pug. To be able, Atadam, 

Firft to enquire, then repore the working 

Of any Lad:es Phyfick, in {weet Phrafe. 

VVit. Yes, that’s an A@ of elegance, and importance. 

But what above ? Fit. O, thae [had a Goad for him. 
Pug. To find out a good Cora-cutter. Tay.Out on him! 
E:t. Moft barbarous! Fit.Why did you do this now? 

Of purpofe co difcredit me, you damn’d Devil ? 

_ Pug. Sure, if I be not yet, I fhallbe. All 

My Days in Fell were Holydays, to this! 

Tay. *Tis Labour loft, Madam. Eit. His a dull Fellow, 

Of no Capacity! Jay. OF no Difcourfe ! 

O, if my Ambler had been here! Eit. 1, Adadam, 

You talk of a Man, where is there fuch another ? 

Viit. Mr. De-vile, put cafe one of my Ladies here 
rad a fine Brach, and would employ you forth 

To treat bout a convenient Match for her, 

What would you obferve ? 

- Pug. The Colour, and the Size, Madam. - 

Vit. And nothing elfe ? 

Fit. The Moon, you Calf, the Moon! 

VVit. 1, and the Sign. 7 

Tay. Yes, and Recvits for Pronenefs. 

VVit. Then when the Puppies came,what would you do? 

Pug. Get their Nativities caft! 

VVit. This’s well. What more ° 

Pug. Confult the 4/manack-man which would be leaft, 
Which cleanlieft. 

VVit. And which filene’ft ? This’s well, Adadam : 

And while fhe were with Puppy ? 

_ Pag. VValk her out, 

And air her every Morning. VVit. Very good! 

And be induftrious to kill her Fleas! : | 
Pur, Yes. | | 
Vit, He will make a pretty Proficient. Pug. VVho, 

Coming fom Hell, could look for fuch Catechifing ? 

The Devil is ax Als, 1 do acknowledge it. 
fiz. The Top of VVoeman!. all her Sex in abftra@ ! 

LFiez-doterel admires V Vittipol. 

J love her, co each Syllable fails from her. 
fay. Good Madam give me leave to ZO afide with him. 

Ano oy hima tittle! 

béaft, Bo and <i withdraw, AdLidam, 


[Manly goes out with indignation. 


The Devil “an A. 


What things they are? That Nature thould be at leafure | VVith this fair Lady, read to her the while. 


Tay. Come, Sir. Pug. Dear Chiaf,relieve me,or I perith. 
: e- [The Devil prays again. 
Wit. Lady, We'll follow.. You.are not jealous, Sir? _ 
Fit. O, Madam! you thall fee. Stay, Wife, behold, 
I give her up here abfolutely to you;- 
She is your own; do with her what you will : 
| He gives bis Wife to him, taking him tobe a Lady. 
Melt, cait,and form her as you fhall think good: 
Set any Stamp on: I'll receive her from you 
Asa now thing, by your own Standard. VVsr. Well,Sir! | 


A& IV. Scene V.. 
Mere-craft, Fitz-dottrel, Pit-fall, Ever-ill, Plutarchys. 


Bz what ha’ you done i? your Dependance fince 2 
Fit. O, 1t goes on; Imet your Coufin, the Masfer— 
Mer. You did not acquaint him, Sir ? 
Fit. Faith, but I did, Sir. 
And, upon better thoughe, not without reafon ! 
He being chief Officer, might ha’ cane it ill elfe, 
As aCentempt againft his Place, and that 
In time, Sir, ha’ drawn on another Dependance. 
No, I did find him in good Terms, and ready 
Todo me any Service. Mer. So he faid to you? 
But, Sir, you do not know him. it. Why, I prefum’d, 
Becaufe this Bus’ne/s of my Wives requir’d me, 
I could not ha’ done better: And he told -- 
Me, that he would go prefently to your Coun/el, 
A Knight here i? che Lane— Ader. Yes, Fuffice Either-fides 
Fit. And get the Feoffment drawn, with a Letter of 
Atturney, | : ‘ 
For Livery and Seifin. Mer. That I know’s the Courfe. _ 
But, Sir, you mean not to make him Feoffee 2 
Fit. Nay, that I'll paufe on! 
Mer. How now, little Pit-fall ? 
Pit. Your Coufin, Mafter Ever-ill, would come in— 
But he would know if Mr. Manly were here. 


Mer. No, tell him, if he were, Iha? made his Peace! 
| | Mere-craft whi/pers againf? him. 
He’s one, Sir, has no State, and 2 Man knows not 
How fuch a Truft may tempt him. Fit. I conceive you. 
Eve. Sir, this fame Deed is done here. 
Mer. Pretty Plutarches ! 
Are thou come with ic? and has Sir Pow! view’d it 2 
Plu. His Hand is to the Draught. 
Mer. Will you ftep in, Sir, 
And read it? Fit. Yes. Eve. I pray you, a word wi’ you. 
[ Ever-ill wbi/pers againf# Mere-craft. 
Sir Poul Either-fide will’d me gi’ you caution | : 
Whom you did make Feoffee ; for ’tis the Truft 
O* your whole State; and though my Coufin here 
Be a worthy Gentleman, yet his Valour has 
At the tall Board been queftion’d ; and we hold’ 
Any Man fo impeach’d, of doubrful Honefty ! 
I will not juftifie this, but give ie you 
To make your profit of it ; if you utter it, 
I can forfwear it. Fit. I believe you, and thank you, Sir. 


Act IV. Scene VI. | 
VVittipol, Mrs. Fitz-dottrel, Manly, Mere-craft. 


BE not afraid, fweet Lady; yo’ are trufted 

To Love, not Violence, here : I am no Ravifher, 
But one whom you by your fair Truft again 

May of a Servaut make a moft true Friend. 

_ Mrs. Fit. And fuch a one I need, but not this way. 
Sir, ] confefs me to you, the meer manner 

OF your attempting me this morning, took me; 
And I did hold m’ Invention, and my Manners, 
Were both engag’d to give it a Requital ; 

Bat not unto your Ends: My Hope wasthen, ~ 
(Though 


The Devil ws an Afi. 
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(Though interrupted ere it could be utter’d) 
That whom I found the Mafter of fuch Language, 
That Brain and Spirjifor fuch an Enterprife, 
Could not, but if ch@¥ Succours'were demanded 
To a right Ufe, employ them vertuoufly, 
And make that Prog of his Noble Parts, 
Which they would yield. Sir, you have now the ground 
To exercife them.in: I am a Woman, Be sy 2 
That cannot fpeak more wretchednefs of my {alf, 
Than you can read 3 match’d to.q4 Mafs of Folly, 
That every day makes hafte to his‘own Ruin ; 
The wealthy Portion that I broughe him, {pent : 
And (through my Friends negle@) no Jointure made me. 
My Fortunes ftanding in this Precipice, : 
?Tis Connfel that I want, and honelt Aids ; 
And in this Name I need you for a Friend, 
Never in any other 3 for his ill 3 
Muit not make me, Sir, worfe. 
— Manly conceald this while, fhews bimfelf. 
Man, O, Friend, forfake not — | 
, The brave Occafion Vertue offers you 
To keep you innocent: I have fear’d for both, 
And watch’d you, to prevent the ill I fear’d. 
But fince the weaker fide hath fo affur’d me, 
Let not the ftronger fall by his own Vice, | 
Or be the lefs a Friend, ’caufe Vertue needs him. 
VVit. Vertue fhall never ask my Succours twice ; 
Moft Friend, moft Man, your Coun/els are Commands. 
Lady, I can love Goodne/s in you, more - a 
Than I did Beauty ; and do here intitle 
Your Vertue to che Power upon a Life . 
You fhall engage in any fruitful Service, - 
Even to forfeit. Ader. Madam: Do you hear, Sir ? 
(Mere-craft rakes Wittipol efide, and moves 
a Projeét for bimfelf. 

Si We have another Leg ftrain’d, for this Dottred. op eh, 
HW has a Quarrel to carry, and has caus’d oa “nan, 024 ~ 
A Deed of Feoffment of his whole Eftate Ay -Y | 
To be drawn yonder ; h’has’t within: And you of 
Only he means to make Feoffee : H? is faln : 
So defperately enamour’d on you, and talks 
Molt like a Mad-man : you did never hear 

A Phrentick {o in love with his own Favour! © 
Now, you do know, ’tis of no validity 
In your name, as you ftand: Therefore advife him 
To put in me. (H7’ is come here.) You thall fhare, Sir. 


A& IV. Scene VIL 


VV ittipol, Mrs. Fitz-dottrel, Manly, Mere-craft, F iex-dottrel, 
| Ever-tl, Plutarchus. 


s 


Fit. 
, EF do befpeak you ; you muft not deny me, 
I willbe granted. Vist. Sir, I muft know it, though. 


Fit. No,Lady,you muft not know it: yet you muit too, | 


For the Truft of it, and the Fame indeed, 
Which elfe were loft me. I would ufe your Name 
- Bue ina Feoffment, make my whole Eftate 
Over unto you: a trifle, a thing of nothing, 
Some Eighteen hundred. VV. Alas! I underftand not 
~ Thofe things, Sir : Iam a Woman, and moft loth 
To embark my felf— F#.You will not flight me, Madam? 
VVit. Nor you'll not quarrel me? Zw" faals he LAs 
Fit. No, {weet Madam, I have +7 «-4o aT Of, 
Already a Dependance ; for which caufe aeacrsfiea: §, 
I do this: Tet me put you in, dear Madam, 
I may be fairly kill’d, Vit. You have your Friends Sir, 
About you here for choice. | | 
Eve. She cells you right,Sir. (He bopes to be the Man. 
Fit. Death, if the do, what do I care for that ? 
Say, I would have her tell me wrong. Wit. Why, Sir, 
If for che Truft you'll let me have the Honour 
To name you one. | 


| For Witnefs. 


"Let me alone; 1 would enjoy my felf, 


Fit. Nay, you do methe Honour, Madam. 
Who is’c? Wit. ThisGentleman. — [She defiens Manly. 
Fit. O no, {weet Madam, | 
FP is Friend to him with whom I ha’ the Dependance. 
Wit. Who might he be ? : 
Fit. One Witrspol : do you know him? 
Wit. Alas, Sir, he! a Toy: This Gentleman 
A Friendco him ? No more than I am, Sir. 
Fit. Buc will your Ladifhip undertake that, Madam ? 
Wit. Yes, and what elfe, for him, you will engage me. 
Fit, What is his Name ? 
Wit. His Name is Exface Manly. 
_ Fit. Whence does he write himfelf 2 
Wit. OF Middlefex, | 
Efquire. Fit. Say nothing, Madam. Clerk, come hither ; 
Write Exftace Manly, Squire 0’ Middlefex. 
Mer. What.ha’ you done,Sir? 
Ws. Nam/’d a Gentleman, | 
That [ll be anfwerable for, ro you, Sir. 
Had I nam’d you, it might ha’ been fufpected ; ' 
This way, ’tis fafe. Fit. Come, @entlemen, your Hands 
Man, What is this? » ap ae 
Eve. You ha’ made Eleéticns (Everil applands it. 
Of a moft worthy Gentleman! Man. Would one of worth 
Had fpoke it ; whence it comes, it is ee 
Rather a Shame to ne, than a Praife. 
Eve. Sir, I will give you airy Satisfaction. | Be 
Man. Be filenc chen : “ Falfhood commends not Truth. 
Plu. You do deliver this, Sir, as your Deed, = 
To th’ Ufe of Mr. Manly? Fit. Yes: and Sir—— 
When did you fee young Witripol ? Tam ready © 
For P now : Sir, chis is Publication. 
He fhall hear from me ; he would needs be courting 


a en) 


oe 
‘ce 


My Wife,Sir. Aten. Yes: fo witneffeth his Cloke chere. 


Fit. Nay, good Sir-—— Madam, you did underrake— 
[Fitz-doterel « fufpicious of Manly fi. 

Wis. What? Fit. That he was not Wstespol’s Friend. 

Wit. Thear, | 
Sir, no confeffion of it, Fit. O, the knows not, | 
Now I remember. Madam, this young Wittipol _ 
Would ha’debauch’d my Wife, and made me Cuckold 2S 
Thorow a Gafement ; he did fly her home <*774~ oa ee 
To mine own Window ; but I think I fou’t him, ee gOS 
And ravith’d her away out of hisPounces. 7-77" 7°" js 
I ha’ {worn to ha’ him by the Ears: -I fear eons 
The Toy wi? notdo me right. Wit. No, that were pity! 


| What right do you ask, Sir ? Here he is will do’t you. 


[Wittipol difcovers bimfelf. 
Fit. Ha! Wisttipol! VVit.1, Sir, no more Lady now, 
Nor Spaniard! Man. No indeed, tis VVittipol. 
Fit. Am I the thing I fear'd ? Wit. A Cuckold? No,Sit 3 


, | | | But you were late in poffibility, 
Adam, Ihave a Suit to you; and afore-hand, 


Ti} cell you fo much. Man. But your Wife’s too vertuous. 
VVit. We'll fee her, Sir, at home; and leave you here, 


| To be made Duke o Shoreditch with a Projed. 


Fit. Thieves, Ravithers, VVit.-Cry but another Note,Sir, 

Pi mar the Tune o’ your Pipe. Fit. Gi? me my Deed then. 
Oe would have bis Deed again. 

Wit. Neither: That fhall be kept for your Wives good, 
Who will know better how toute it. Ft. Ha: 
To feaft you with my Land? %t. Sir, be you quiet, 
Or I thall gag you ere I go; confule 
Your Mafter of Dependences, how to make this 
A fecond Bufinefs, you have time, Sir. = ai L Pb 

Wittipol baffles bim, and goes ont. ™ 

What will the Ghoft of He wis Gretafarber, 4 Minty bam 
My learned Father, wich my worthipful Mother, | 
Think of me now, that left me in chis World 
In ftate to be their Heir 2? thatam become 
A Cuckold, and an 4/3, and myiWives Waid; 
Likely tolofe my Land, ha’ my Throat cut ; 


.| All, by her Practice! Ader. Sir, we are all abus‘d ! 


Fit. And be fo ftill ! Who hinders you, I pray you ? 


And 
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And be the Duke o Drowm’d-land you ha’ made me. 
Mer. Sir, we muft play an After-game o’ this. 
Fit. But Iam not in cafe to be a Gamefter, 
I tell you once again: Mer. You mutt be rul’d, 
And take fome Counfel. Fir. Sir, I do hate Counfel, 
As Ido hate my Wife, my wicked Wife! | 
Mer. But we may think how to recover all, 
If you willa@. Fy. I will not chink, nor aé&, 
Nor yet recover; do not talk to me: 
Pil run oto’ my Wits, rather than hear. | 
I will be what 1 am, Fabian Fitz-dottrel, | 
Though all the World fay nay to’t. Mer.Let’s follow him. 


Act V. Scene I. 
Ambler, Pitfall, Mere-craft. 


Uc has my Lady mift me? Pit. Beyond telling! 
Baere has been'thac infinity of Serangers ! | 
_And chen fhe would fg’ had you, to ha’ fampled you 
With one wichin, that they are now a teaching, 
And does pretend to your Rank. 4mb.Good fellow,Pstfal, 
Tell Mr. A4ere craft, Lintreat a word with him. _ [ Pitfal 
This moft unlucky accident will go near Zoes out. 
To be the lofs o my Place, I am in doubt. 
Mer. With me? What fay you, Mr. Ambler 2? Amb. Sir, 
I would befeech your Worfhip, itand between | 
Me and my Ladies difpleafure, for my abfence. 
Mer. O, is thae all? I warrant you. 
Amb. I would tell you, Sir, | 
But how it hapned.. Aer. Brief,good Mr. Ambler, 
~ Put your felf co your rack ; for I have Task 
Of more importance. [Mere-crafe feems full of Bujine/s. 
Amb, Sir, youll laugh at me! 
But (fo’is Zruth) a very Friend of mine, 
Finding by conterence with me, that Iliv’d 
Too chafte for my Complexion, (and indeed 
_ Too honeft for my Place, Sir) did advife me, 
If I did love my felf, (as that I do, | 
I muft confefs.) Ader. Spare your Parenthefis. 
Amb. To gi? my Body a little Evacuation —— 
Mer. Well, and you went to a Whore? 
. Amb. No, Sir, I durft noc | 
(For fear it might arrive at fome bodies Ear: 
It fhould not) truft my felf to a Common Houfe; 
| [Ambler tells thas with extraordinary {peed. 
But got the Gentlewoman to go with me, _ 
And carry her Bedding toa Conduit-head, § 
Hard by the Place coward 7yburn, which they call 
‘ My L. Mayor’s Banguetting-houfe. Now, Sir, this morning 
Was Execution; and I ne’er dreamt on’t, | 
Till I heard the noife o’ the People, and the Horfes ; 
And neither I, nor the poor Gentlewoman 
Durft ftir, till all was done and paft: fo that : 
LP the interim we fell afleep again. [He flags. 
Mer. Nay, if you fall from your Gallop,I am gone,sir. 
Amb. But when I wak’d, to put on my Clothes, a Sute 
I made new for the Action, it was gone, 
Andall my Money, with my Purfe, my Seals, 
My Hard-wax, and my Table-books, my Studies, 
And a fine new Device I had co carry 
My Pen and Ink, my Civet, and my Tooth-picks, 
Allunder one. But that which griev’d me, was 
The Gentlewomans Shooes (with a pair of Rofes, 
And Garters) I had given her for the Bufinefs; 
So as thae made us ftay tillit was dark: - 
For I was fain to lend her mine, and walk 
In a Rug, by her, barefoor, to Se. Giles’s. 


hod Nhe. A kind of Jrifh Penance! Is this all, Sir ? 
rig 


. dmb. To fatishie my Lady. Mer. will promife you,Sir. 


we Amb. Uha’ cold the true Difafer. 


' Mr. Ecannor ftay w? you, 
Sir, tocondole; but gratulate your Return. 


call 
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The Devil is an Afs. 


Amb. An honeft Gentleman ; but he’s never at leafure 
To be himfelf, he has fuch Tides of Bufinefs. 


A&t VY. Sccfee IL. 


Pug, Ambler. ‘ 


O Call me home again, dear Chief, and put me 
To yoking Foxes, ‘milking of He-goats, 
Pounding of Water in a Mortar, laving 
The Sea dry with a Nut-fhell, gathering all 
The Leaves are faln this Autumn, drawing Farts 
Out of dead Bodies, making Ropes of Sand, 
Catching the Winds together in a Net, 
Muftring of Ants, and numbring Atoms ; all | 
That Hell and you thought exquifire Torments, rather 
Than ftay me here a thought more : I would fooner 
Keep Fleas within a Circle, and be Accomptant _ Ja 
A thoufand Year, which of ’em, and how far,/ <a" 
Out-leap’d the other, than endurea Minute “#<~* *. 
Such as I have within. There is no Hell =~ 7+: 
To a Ledy of fafhion. All your Tortures there ° 
Are Paftimes to it. *Twould bea refrefhing 
For. me, to be i? the Fire again, from hence. 
Ambler comes in, and furveys him. 
Amb. This is my Sute,and thofe the Shooes and Rofes! 
Pug. ‘Th’ have fuch impertinent Vexations, 
A general Council 0’ Devils could not hit—— 
[Pug perceives it, and farts. 
Ha! This is he E took afleep with his Wencb, ! 
And borrow’d his Clothes. What might.1 do to balk him? 
Amb. Do you hear, Sir ? 2 
Pug.: Anfwer him, but not to th’ purpofe. 
Amb. What is your Name, I pray you, Sir? 
Pug: Ist fo late, Sir? (He anfwers quite from the purpofe. 
Amb, Lask not o’ the time, but of your Name, Sir. 
Pug. J thank you, Sir. Yes, it does hold, Sir, certain. 
Amb. Hold, Sir 2 What holds ? 
I muft both hold, and talk to you 
About thefe Clothes. Pug. A very pretty Lace! 
But the Taylor cozen’d me. Amb. No, I am cozen’d 
By you! robb'd. Pug. Why, when you pleafe,Sir;Iam - 
For three-peny Gleek, your Man. Amb.Pox o’ your Gleck, 


| And three-pence : Give mean anfwer. Pug. Sir, 


My Mafter is the beft at ir. Amb. Your Matter! 
Who is your Mafter ? Pug. Let it be Fréday-night. 

Amb. VVhat fhould be then ? _ 

Pug. Your belt Song’s Thom. 0 Bet’lem. | 

Amb. Ithink,youare he. . 
Does he mock me trow, from purpofe ? 
Or do not I {peak to him what I mean ? 
Good Sir, your Name. Pug. Only a couple o Cocks, Sir 5 
If we can get a Widgeon, ’tisin feafon. _ 

Amb. He hopes to make one o thefe Scipticks 0” me, 

: Fér Scepticks. 

(I think I name ’em right) and does not fly me : 
I wonder at chat! .’tis aftrange Confidence ! 
lll prove another way, to draw his anfwer. 


Ac&t V. Scene II. 
Mere craft, Fitz-dottrel, Eversil, Pug. 


iH is the eafieft thing, Sir, ro be done, ) 
As plain as fizzling: Roll but wi’ your Eyes, 
And foam at th’ Mouth. A little Caftle-foap 
Will do’t, to rub your Lips ; and then a Nut-thell, 
With Tow, and Touch- wood in it, to {pit Fire. 
Did you ne’er read, Sir, little Darrel’s Tricks 
With the Boy o’ Barton, and the Seven in Lancafhire, 
Sommers at Nottingham? All thefe do teach it. 
And we'll give out,Sir,chat your Wife has bewitch’d you. 
| , [They repair their cld Plot. 
Eve. And practis’d with thole two, as Sorcerers. 
Mer. And ga’ you Potions, by which oe you were 
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s/# Mer. The laudable ufe of Forks, 


~The Devils an Af. 


Not C omspos mentis, when you made your Feoffment. 
There’s norecovery o’ your Strate but chis : 


_ This, Sir, will fting. ‘ 


Ever. And move in a Court of Equity. 
Mer. For it is more than manifeft, thac this was 
A plot o’ your Wives, to get your Land. Ft. Ithink it. 
Ever, Sir, it appears. 
Mer. Nay, and my Coufin has known 
Thefe Gallants in thefe thapes. | 
Ever. T’ have done ftrange things, Sir. 
One as the Lady, the other as the Squire. 7 
Mer.How a Mans honefty may be fool’d ' I thought him 
Avery Lady. Fit.Sodid1: renounce meelfe. 
Mer. But this way, Sir, you'll be reveng’d at height. 
Ever. Upon ’em all. 
Mer. Yes faith, and fince your Wife 
Has run the way of Woman thus, e’en give her— 
Fit. Loft, by this Hand, to me; dead to all joys 
Of her dear Doterel, I thall never pity her, 
That could pity her felf. Mer, Princely refolv’d, Sir, 
And like your felf ftill, in Potentia. 


A&t V. Scene IV. 


Zo them.] Mere-craft, &c. Guilt-bead, Sledge, 


Serjeants. 


Plutarchus, 


Uslt-bead. What news? 
Fit, OSir, my hundred Pieces: . 

Let me ha’ them yet? — [Fitz-doterel asks for bas Money. 

Gui. Yes, Sir. Officers, | | 
Arrefthim. Fit. Me? Ser. I arreft you. 

Sle. Keep the Peace, 
I charge you, Gendemen. Fit. Arreft me? Why ?2 

Gui. For better fecurity, Sir.” My Son Pluterchus 
Affures me y’ are not worth a Groat. 

Pix. Pardon me, Fatber, 
I faid his Worfhip had no foot of Land left: 
And that Pll juftifie, for I writ the Deed. 

Fit. Ha’ you thefe tricks i the City ? 
. Gs. Yes, and more. | 
Arreft this Gallant too, here, at my fate. 7 

3 — | Meaning Mere-craft. 

Sle. I, and at mine. He owes me for his lodging 
Two year and a quarter. | 

Mer. Why Mr. Guilt-bead,. Land: Lord, 
Thou art not mad, though th’art Confable 
Puft up with th’ pride of the place? Do you hear, Sirs. 
Have f deferv’d this from you two? for all 
My pains at Comrt, to get you each a Patent. 

Gu: For what? Mer. Upo’ my project o’ the Forks. 

Sle. Forks? what be they ? [The Proje& of Forks. 


Brought into cuftom here, as they are in Italy, | 
To th’ {paring 0’ Napkins. That, chat thould have made 
Your Bellows go at the Forge, as his at the Fornace. 

I ha’ procur’d it, ha’ the Signet for. ie, 


$/6 Dealt with the Linen-drapers,on my 


rivate 
Bie, ’caufe I fear’d they were che likelielt ever 


To ftir againft, to crofs it : for ’ewill be 
A mighty faver of Linen through the Kingdom 


(As that is one o my grounds, and to {pare wathing.) 
Now, on you two, had Ilaid all the profits. =~ 
Guilt-bead to have the making of all thofe 

OF Gold and Silver, for the better perfonages ; 


_ And you, of thofe of Steel for the common fore. 


ee 


. Mer. Nay chufe. 


And both by Patent. Thad brought you your Seals in, 
But now you have prevented me, and [ thank you. 
oS [Sledge w brought about. 
Sle.. Sir, I will bail you, at mine own_ap-peril. 
Pix, Do you fo too,good Father. 
[ And Guilt-head comes. 
Gui. I like the fafhion 0’ the proje& well, 
The Forks! It may be a lucky one ! and is not 
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Intricate, as one would fay, but fit for 

Plain Heads, as ours, to dealin. Do youhear, 

Officers, we difcharge you. Mer. Why this fhews 

A lictle good nature in you, I confefs, is 

But do nottempt your Friends thus. Little Gailt-bead, 

Advife your Sire, great Guilt-bead, from chefe courfes ; 
nd, here,to trouble a great Man in reverfion, 

For a mattero’ fifty ona falfe Alarm, | 

Away, it fhews nor well. Let him get the Pieces 

And bring’em. You'll hear more elfe. Pls. Father. 


Act V. Scene V: 
To them. ] Ambler. 


| & es Sledge,are you here? I ha’ been to feek you. 
You are the Con/table, they fay. Here’s one 
Thae I do chargé wich Feloy, for the fute | 
He wears, Sir. Ader. Who 2’ Mr. Fitz-dottrel’s Man? 
"Ware what you do, Mr. Ambler. | 
Amb, Sir, thefe Clothes, | 
Plifwear, are mine: and che Shooés. ché Gentlewomans 
Itold you of: and ha’ him afore a Fuftice, 
Iwill. Pug.My Mafter,Sir, will pats his word for rhe. 
Amb. O, can you fpeak to purpofe now? Fit. Not I, 
If you be fuch a one, Sir, I will leave you 
To your God-fathers in Law. Let twelve Men work. 
Pug. Do you hear, Sir, pray, in private, 
Fin well, what fay you ? peonaner 
Brief, for I have no time to lofe. 
I am the very Devsl, and had leave 


“x. 
Pup Gm, « 


Pug. Truthis, Sir, 


_| To take this body I am in, to ferve you : 


Which was a Cut-purfes, and hang’d this Morning. 

And it is likewife true, I ftole this face 

To cloath me with. But, Sir, lec me not go 

To Prifon for it. I have hitherto | 

Loft time, done nothing; fhown, indeed, no pare 

O’ my Devils nature. Now, I will fohelp 

Your malice, ’gainft thefe Parties: fo advance 

The bufinefs, chat you have inhand of Witchcraft, 

And your poffeffion, as my felf were in you. _ 

Teach you fuch tricks, to make your Belly fwell, 

And your Eyes turn, to foam, to ftare, to gaath 

Your Teeth together, and to beat your felf; 

Laugh round,and feign fix veices— Fit.Out you Rogue} 77 

You moft.infernal counterfeie wretch! Avant! 

Do you think to gull me with your e£/op’s Fables ? 

Here, take him to you, I-ha’ no part in him. Pug. Sir. 
Fit. Away, Ido difclaim, I will not hear you. 


[And fends bim away. 
Mer. What faid he to you, Sir ? 
Fit. Like a lying Rafcal | | 
Told me he was the Devil. Mer. How! 4 good Jett ! 
Fst. And that he would teach me fuch fine Devils cricks 
For our new refolution. Ewer. O' Pox on him, 
Twas excellent wifely done, Sir, not to cruft him. 7 
[ Merecraft gives the inftructions to him and the reft. 
Mer, Why, if he were the Devil, we tha’ not need him, 
If you'll be ru’d. Go throw = felf on a Bed, Sir, 
And feign you ill. We'll not be feen wi’ you, 
Till after, chat you have a fit: and all 
Confirm’d within. Keep you with the two Ladies 
And perfwade them. Ill to Fuftice Estherfide, 
And poffefs him with all. Zrass thall feek out Ingine, 


| And they ewo fill the Town with’t ; every Cable 


Is to be.veer'd. We muft employ out all 
Our Emiffaries now. Sir, I will fend you 
Bladders and Bellows. Sis, be confident, 


’Tis no hard thing t’out-dothe Devil in : oy 
TA Boy o’ thirteen year old made him an fs 
But ctother day. Fr. Well, Pll begin to panes 
And {cape the imputation of being Cuckold, 
By mine own att. Mer. Yo’ are right. — 
Ewer. Come; 
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stop ny lewd Mouth. Doft thou not fhame and tremble | 


To lay thine own dull damn’d defects upon 
Ghd 
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Ever, Come, you ha’ put 
Your {elf toa fimple coil here, and your Friends, 
y dealing with new Agents, in new Plots. 
Mer. No more o’ that, {weet Coufin. 
Ever. What had you 
To do with this fame Wittipol, for a Lady? 
Mer. Queftion not that ; ’tis done. 
Ever. You had fome ftrain 
Bove E-la? Mer. Lhad indeed. 
Ever. And now you crack for’t. 
Mer. Do not upbraid me. 
Ever, Come, you muft be told on’es 
You are fo covetous, {till, to embrace _ 
More than you can, that you lofe all, Ader. ’Tis right. 
What would you more than Guilty ? Now, your fuccours, 


Act VV. Scene VI. 
Shackles, Pug, Iniquity, Devil 


Pug is brought to Newgate. 


Ere you are lodg’d, Sir, you muft fend your garnifh, 
If you'll be private. Pug. There it is, Sir, leave me. 
To Newgate, brought? How isthe name of Devil 
Difcredited in me! What a loft Fiend 
Shall I be, on return? My Cief will roar 
In triumph, now, that I have been on Earth 
A day, and done no noted thing, but brought 
That body back here, was hang’d out this morning. 
Well! would it once were midnight, that I knew 
My utmoft, Ithink Time bedrunk, and fleeps ; 
He is fo ftill, and moves not! Ido glory 
Nowi’my torment. Neither can I expect it, 
I have it wich my fac. Enter Iniquity the Vice. 
Ini. Child of Hell, be chou merry: 
Put a look on, as round, Boy, and red as a Cherry. 
Caft care atthy Pofterns, and firk y thy Fetters: 
They are Ornaments, Baby, kave graced thy betters: . 
Look upon me, and hearken. Our Cdief doth faluce thee, 


£14 And left our cold Iron fhould chance to confute thee, 


a 
ha 


H? hath fent thee, Grant parol by me to ftay longer 
A Month here on Earth, againft cold, C4:/d,or honger. 
Pug. How ? longer here a Month? 
Ing. Yes, Boy, till che Se/fon, 
That fo chou maift have a triumphal egreflion. 
Pug. Ina Cart, to be hang’d. 
Ing. No, Child, in a Car, 
The Chariot of Triumph, which moft of them are. 
‘And in the mean time, to be greazy, and bouzy, 
And nafty, and filehy, and ragged and louzy, | 
Wich damn me, renounce me; and all the fine Phrafes, 
That bring unto Tyburn,the plentiful gazes. 
Pug. He isa Devil! and may be our Cdief ! 
The great Superior Devil! for his malice : 
Arch-devil ! acknowledge him. He knew 
What I would fuffer, when he ti’d me up thus 
In a Rogues body: and he has (I thank him) 
His tyrannous pleafure on me, to confine me 
To the unlucky Carkafs of a Cut-purfe, 
Wherein I could do nothing. - 7 
[The great Devil enters, and apbraids bim 
with all bis days works 


An innocent cafe, there ? Why, thou heavy flave° 


a hee s?4The Spirie that did poffefs chat Fleflr before 


ha? y. 


a < 


" Put more true lifein a Finger and a Thumb, 


Than thou in the whole Mafs. Yet thou rebell’ft 

And murmur’{t? What one proffer haft thou made, 
Wicked enough, this day, that might be call’d 

Wo:thy thine own, much lefs the name that fent thee? 
Vist, giou did’ help chy felf into a beating 


The Devil is an Als. 


‘TIshere ? 4. The Prifoners’s dead, came in but now ! 


Promptly, and with’t endangered’ft too thy Tongue: 
A Devil, and could not keep a body intire 2 = 
One day! That, for our credit: And to vindicate it, 
Hinder’dft (for oughe thou know’ft) adeed of darkne : 
Which was an a& of that egregions folly, 
As no one, to’ard the Devil, could ha’ thought on. 
This for your a@ing! but for faffering! why — 
Thou haft been cheated on, with a falfe Beard, 
And aturn’d Cloke. Faith, would your predeceflor 
The Cut-purfe, think you ha’ been fo ? Out upon thee, 
The hurt ch’ haft done, to let Men know cheir ftrength, 
And that the’are are able to out-do 2 Devil 
Put in a body, will for ever be 
A fcar upon our Name! whom haft thou dealt wich, 
Woman or Man, this day, but have out-gone thee 
Some way, and moft have prov’d the better Fiends? - 
Yet, you would be imploy’d ? Yes, Hell fhall make you 
Provincial o the Cheaters ! or Bawd-ledger, 
For this fide o’ the Town! No doubt you'll render 
A rare account of things. Bane o’ your Itch, 
And fcratching for Imployment. [ll ha’ Brimftone 
To allay ic fure, and Fire to finge your Nails off, 
But that I would not fuch 4 damf’d difhonor 
Stick on our ftate, as that the Devil were hang’d ; 
And could not fave a body, that he took 
From Tyburn, but ic muft come thither again : 
You fhould e’en ride. But up, away with him— 
[Eniquity takes bien on bis back. 
Ini. Mount darling of darknets,my Shoulders are broad: 
He that carries the Fiend, is fure of his foad. 
The Devil was wont to carry away the Evils 
But now the Evil out-carries the Deval. 


~A@ V. Scene VII. 
Shackles, Keepers. 


A great noife ss heard in Newpate, and the Keepers 
come out affrighted. 


Me! Keep. 1; What’sthis?, 2. A piece of Juffice 
. Hall Jenene hav trftone wade ch Thien 


Is brokendown. 3. Fough! what a fteam of Brimftone 44. 
Sha: Ha? where? 4. Look here. 7 
Keep. ’Slid, I thould know his countenance ! 

It is Gill-cut-purfe, was hang’d out this morning! 

Sha. *Tishe! 2. The Devil fure has a hand.in this! 

3. What fhall we do? Sha. Carry the news of it 
Unto the Sheriffs. 1. And tothe Faftices. 

4. This ftrange! 

. And favours of the Devil, ftrongly! - 

. I’ ha’ the Sulphur of Hell-coal ¥ my Nofe. 

. Fough. Shs. Carry himin. 1. Away. 

. How rank itis ! 


A& V. Scene Vil. 
To them. | Sir Poul, Mere-craft, Ever-ill, Trains, 


Fistz-dottrel. | | 
Tothem.| Wittipol, Manly, Miltris Fitz-dottrel, Ingine. 
To them. 


Guilt-bead, Sledge, Shackles. 


W Lo 


we mm 


Pitfal, 


The Fuftice comes out wondring, at the rest informing him. 


ae was the notableft Confpiracy, 

That ere I heard of. a 
Mer. Sir, They had giv’n him Potions, 

That did enamour him on the counterfeit Lady—— 
Ever. Juft to th® time o’ delivery o° thee Deed— 
Mer. And then the witchcraft gan’ appear, for 

ftraight | 


| He fell into his fit. Ever. OF rage at firft, Sir, 
Which fince has fo increafed. | 


Tay. Good 


Fay. Good Sir Pon, fee him, 
And purith the Impoltors. 
Pow. Therefore come, Madam. 
Eit. Eet Mr. Eitherfide alone, Madam. 
Pow. Do you hear ? 
Call in the Conftable, F will have him by : 
His the King’s Officer ! and fome Citizens, © 
Of credit! Pil difcharge my Confcience clearly. 
* Mer. Yes, Sir, and fend for his Wife. 
Ever. And the two Sorcerers, | 
By any means! Tay. I thought one a true Lady, 
I thou dpefworn. So-did you, Eitherfide 2 
Eit. Yes, by that light, would I might ne’er ftir elfé, 
Tuslbnafh. 
Tay. And the other a civil Geneleman. 
Ever. But, Madam, | 
You know what I told your Ladifhip ? Tay. I now fee it: 
I was providing of a Banquet for ’em. | 
After I had done inftructing o’ the Fellow 
_ . De-vile, the Gentlemans Man. 
"Mer. Who’s found a Thief, A¢adam, 
And to have rob’d your Uther, Mafter Ambler. 
This morning. Tey. How ? 
Mer. Vil cell you more, anon. 
Fit. Gi? me fome Garlick, Garlick, Garlick, Garlick. 
: [ He begins bus fit. 
Mer. Hark, the poor Gentleman, how he is tormented ! 
Fit. My Wife is @ Whore, Pll kifs ber no more: and why? 
Ma’ ft not thon be « Cuckold, as swell xs J? 
Ha, ba, ba, ha, ha, ba, ba, ba, &c. : 
Pos. That is the Devil {peaks, and laughs in him. 
The Faftice interprets all. 
Mer. Do you think fo, Sir ? 
Pou. I difcharge my Canfcience. 
Fit. And is not the Devil good company? Yes, wis. 
Ever. How he changes, Sir, his Voice! 
Fit. And a Cuckold x | 
Where ere he put his Head, with a Wanion, 
If bis Horns be forth, the Devil's companion ! 
Look, look, look, elfe. he 
Mer. How he foams! Ever. And fwels! 
Tay. O,me! what's chat there rifes in his Belly 
Ext. A ftrange thing! hold it down. 
Tra. Pit. We cannot, Madam. 
Pov. *Tis too apparent this! Fit. Wittipol, Wittipol. 
[ Wittipol, and Manly, and Mrs. Fitz- 
dottrel enter. 
Wit. How now, what play ha’ we here: 
| Man. What fine, new matters ? 
Wit. The Cock{comb, and the Coverlet. 
Mer. O ftrange impudence! 
That thefe fhould come to face their fin ! 
Ever. And out-face 
Fuftice, they are the Parties, Sir. Pov. Say nothing. 
~ Mer. Did you mark, Sir, upon their coming in, 
How he call’d Wittipol 2? Ever. And never faw ’em. 
Pov. I warrant you did I, let ’em play a while. 
Fit. Buz, buz, bux, bux. Tay. "Lafs poor Gentleman, 
How he is tortur’'d! Mrs. Fit. Fie Matter Fitz-dottrel ! 
What do you mean to counterfeit thus ? 


(His Wife goes to him. 
Fit- O,O 


E 3 
Ske comes with a Needle, and thrufts it in, 
She ye out that, and fhe puts in a Pin, 
And now, and now, I do not know bow, nor where, 
But fhe pricks me bere, and {he pricks me there : Ob, ob : 
Pov. Woman forbear. Wit. What, Sir ? 
Pov. A pradice foul 
For one {fo fair. a 
Wit. Hath this, then, credit with you ? 
Man. Do you believe in’t ? 
Pov. Gentlemen, Pil difcharge 
My Confcience. ’Tis a clear confpiracy ! 
A dark and devillith practice ! I deteft ic ! 


“The Devil is an Af. ~ 


Mark this. 
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Wit. The Fuftice fure will prove the merrier Man! 
Man. This is moft ftrange, Sir! | 
Pou, Come not to confront 

Authority with impudence: Itell you, 

I do deteft ir. Here comes the Kings Conffable, . 

And with him a right worthipful Cossmoner ; 

My good Friend, Mafter Guilt-bead! I am‘ glad 


| I can before fuch witnefles, profefs 
‘| My Confcience, and my Deteftation of it. 
| Horrible! moft unnatural! abominable! 


Ever. You do not tumble enough. 


| They whifper bim. 
Mer, Wallow, gnafh: | L They whi 
Tay. O, how he is vexed! Pow. Tis too manifeft. 
Ever, Give him more Soap to foam wich, now lie ftill. 
| [ And give him Soap to act with. 
Mer. And a& a little. Tay. What do’s he now, Sir. 
Pou, Shew | 
The taking of Tabacco, with which the Devil 
Is fo delighted. Fit. Hum! Pow. And calls for Ham. 29 
You takers of ftrong Waters, and Tabacco, —_ 
. Fit. Yellow, yellow, yellow, yellow, &c. 
Pow. That’s Starch ! the Devil's Idol of chat colour. 
He ratifies it, with clapping of his Hands nos 
The proofs are pregnant. Gui. How the Devil can a@!Z > 


Pow. He is the Mafter of Players! Mafter Guilt-bead, aye 
And Poets too! you heard him talk in Rhime! — Ye “2. 
I had forgot to obferve it to you, ere while! Lage fig 

| ay. See, he {pits Fire. Pow. O no he plays at Figgum, rwemihe 
| The Devil is the Author of wicked Fi¢gum ae a 


[Sir Poul interprets Figgum to be 
Fuckers Gane. 
Man. Why {peak you not untohim? Wit. If Thad 


AE clas DS a 
And he could fave, or ruin it: Pld not reath oo bf Afar es 3 


We fhall bave more of + Devils a f{core, get +, tf omnia 
To come to dinner, = me the poi ve , 6 uy Vf 7 as hae 
Eit. Alas, poor Gentleman! 27s “2! ‘an AA, 
Pou. Put’em afunder. fr, Vacs wh pane Lid ge ene ”* 
Keep ’em one from the other. A 


Examin’d what our ends were, what the means? 
To work by ; and poffibility of chofé means, 
Do not conclude againft us, ere you hear us. 

Pow. I will not hear you, yet I will conclude 
Out of thecircumftances, Man. Will you fo,Sir? 

Pow. Yes, they are palpable. 

Man. Not as your folly: 

Pou. I will difcharge my Confcience, and do all 
To the Meridian of Juftice. Gai. You do well, Sir. 

Fit. Provide me to eat, three or four difhes 0° good Meat, 
I'll feaft them, and their trains, a ‘fuftice Head and Brains 
Shall be the firft. Pou, The Devil loves not Juftice, 

There you may fee. Fit. A Spare-rib 0 my Wife, 
And a Whores Purt’nance! a Guile-head whole. 

Pox. Be not you troubled, Sir, the Deval {peaks it. 

Fit. Po wis, Knight, fhite, Poul, ‘foul, Owle, fiul, troul, 

0%. 
Pou. Cramb, another of the Devils Games! 
Mer. Speak, Sir, fome Greek, if you can. Is not the 
‘Fuftice 

A folemn Gamefter 2? Ever. Peace. Fit. Of poi, ygxode mar, oz 
Kai BiCxgxodeel par, % Tilegous, 1G mv Te uF, 
Kai dodixguis, xy wvertus. Pow. He curfes 


In Greek, Lchink. Ever. Your Spanifh, that J taught you. 


_ Fit. Quebrémos el ojo de burlas. Ever. How? your reftt— 
Let’s break his Neck in jeft, the Devs fays, 
Fit. Di grétia, Signor mio fe banete denari fataméne partes 
Mer. What, would che Devil borrow Money ? | 


Qqq 23 Ouy 


48 4 


Fit. Quy, Ony Monfieur, un pawure Diable! Diablet in! 
Pow. It is the Devil, by his feveral Languages. 
Sha. Where's Sir Poul Eitherfide ? 
: [ Enter the Keeper of Newgate. 
Pou. Here, what’s the matter ? 
Sha. QO! fach an accident fal’n out at Newgate, Sir: 
A great piece of the Prifon is rent down! 
The Devil has been there, Sir, in the body —— 
Of the young Cut-purfe, was hang’d out this morning, 
But, in new Clothes, Sir, every one of us know him. 
Thefe things were found in his Pocket. 
Amb. Thofe are mine, Sir. 
Sha. I think he was committed on your charge, Sir. 
For anew Felony. dmb. Yes. : 
Sha. He’s gone, Sir, now, | 
And left us the dead body. But withal, Sir, 
Such an infernal ftink, and {team behind, 
You cannot fee St. Pulchres Steeple, yet. 
They {mel’t as far as Ware, as the wind lies, 
By this time, fure. Ft. Is this upon your credit, Friend ? 
Fiez-dotcrel leaves counterfeiting. 
Sha. Sir, you may fee, and fatisfie your felf. 
Fit. Nay, then, ’tis time to leave off counterfeiting. 
Sir Lam not betwitch’d, nor have a Devil : 
No morethan you. Ido defie him, I, 
And did abufe you. Thefe two Genrlemen 
Put me uponit. (T have faith againft him ) 
They taught me all my tricks. I will cell eruth, 
And fhame the Fiend. See, here, Sir, are my Bellows, 
And my falfe Belly, and my A@ufe, and all 
That fhould ha’ come forth ? 
Man. Sir, are not you afham’d 
Now of your folemn, ferious vanity ?_ 
Pos. I will make honourable amends to truth. 
Fit. And fowillL. But thefe are Cozeners ftill, 
And ha’ my Land,as Plotters, with my Wife: 


The Devil ws an Afs. 


Who, though fhe be not a Witch, is worfe, a Whore. 
Man, Sir, you belie her. She is chafte, and vertuous, 

And we are honeft. Ido know no glory 

A Man fhould hope, by venting his own Follies, 

But you'll ftill be an .4/s in fpight of Providence. 

Pleafe you goin, Sir, and SS as then judge ’em, 

And make amends for your late rafhnefs, when. 

You fhall bute hear che pains and care was taken, 

To fave this fool from ruine, (his Grace of Drownd-land.) + 

’ Fit. My Land is drown’d indeed 
Pog. Peace. Man. And how much 

His modeft and too worthy Wife hath fuffer’d 


_| By mif-conftruaion from him, you will bluth; ° 


irft, for your own belief, more for his aGions! 
His Land is his: and never, by my Friend, 
Or by my felf, meant to another ufe, 
But for her fuccours, who hath equal right. 
If any other had worfe Counfels in’s, 
(I know I fpeak to thofe can apprehend me) 
Let em repent em, and be not dete&ed. 
It is not manly co take joy, or pride 
In human errors ( we do all ill things, 
They do’em worft that love ’em, and dwell there, 
Till the Plague comes. ) The few chat have the Seeds 
OF goodneis left, will fooner make rheir way 
To a true life, by fhame than punifhment. 


The EPILOGUE. 


Has the Projedtor, bere is over-thrown ; 
‘But Ihavenow aProje& of mine own, 
If it may pafs, that no Man would invite 
The Poet from us, to Lup forse to night, 
If the Play pleafe. If it difpleafant be, 
We do pre{ume, that no Man will: nor we. 
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A COMEDY. 


Compofed by Ben. Johnfon. 


am lapides fuus ardor agit ferrumg; tenetur, 


cebris— 


Claud. de Magnet. 
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Miftris Poxtrss, 

Miftris Phace NTIA, 
PLEASANCE, 

Miftris K es Pg, 

‘Mother Cuarr, 

Mr. Compass, 

Captain [ronsipe, 
Parfon PaLaTeE, 
Doctor Rut, 

Tim Irenm,. 

Sir DrapH SILKWORM, 
Mr. Pracriseg, 

Sr Moatk INreResr, 
Mr. Bras, 

Mr. NEEDLE, 


The Midwife. 


Fer Goffip and Peete. eee es eee, 


Her Neice. 
Her Waiting-woman, 
The Neices Nurfe. 


A Scholar Mathematick, £ <s Hed, ye tg agi 


A ae tos ie, Paty cau’ ee 
Prelate of the Parifh. p Pegetle (Jat yI 
Phyfician to the Houfe. iy pg baie mee Pe py 
Eis Apothecary. «fe we a : 


A Courtier. 
A Lawyer. 
An WUfurer, or Money-Bawd. 

A Vr-politick, or Sub-fecretary. 
The Ladies Steward and — 


The CHORUS by way: of Indudion. 


THE 


INDUCTION 
CHORUS. 


. | Wedges ef your Honfe, your finful Six-penny 
Two Gentlemen entring upon the Stage. | Mechanicks—— | 
a Dam. But the better, and braver fort of your 


Mr. Probee and Mr. Damplay. | People! Pluth and. Velvet-outfides ! that {tick your 
| — — like fo many Eminences-—— 

Pi Boy of the Honfe meets then. oy. OF Clothes, not Under‘tandings >? The 
form: mee A a |e: FS, are at pawn. Well, I take thefe as : part of 
pefod ( yy: What_ do you acl , Gentlemen? what| your People though 5 what bring you to me from 

ist you lack> any fine Phanfies, Figures, |thefe People? ! 


Humors, Characters, Ideas, Definitions of Lords} Dam. You have heard, Boy, the anctent Poets _ 
and Ladies >? Waiting-women, Parafites, Knights, had it in their purpofe, {till to pleafe this People. 
Captains, Courtiers, Lawyers? what do you}| Pro. I, their chief aim was 
Jack >  ° Dam. Populo ut placerent: (if he underftands fo 
Pro. A pretty prompt Boy for the Poetick Shop. | much.) | | 
Dam. Anda bold! where’s one o’ your Mafters;| Boy. Quas feciffent fabulas.) I underftand that, 
Sirrah, the Poet> | fin’ Ilearn’d Terezce,i the third Form at Weftmin- 


Boy. Which of ‘em? Sir we have divers that | /ter : go on, Sir. | 
drive that Trade, now: Poets, Poet'accios, Poe-|_ Pro. Now, thefe People have imployed us to 


tafters, Poetitos—— you, in all their Names, to intreat an excellent 
gry Dam, And all Haberdafhers of fmall Wit, I] Play from you, 


prefume; we would {peak with the Poet o’ the} Dw. For they have had very mean ones, from . 


day, Boy. this Shop of late, the Stage as you call it. 
J), bart, al Boy. Sir, heisnot here. But, Ihave the Do-} Boy. Troth, Gentlemen, I have no Wares,which 
xy + minion of the Shop, for this time, under him, | I dare thruft upon the People with praife. But this, 


648, (Fx and can fhew you all the variety the Stage will af- | flich as it is, I will veriture with your People, your 
f haat sifu ford for the prefent. | gay gallant People : fo as you, again, will un- 
: ie Vem Pro, Therein you will exprefs your own goad | dertake for them, that they thall know a good 
fre ‘J Parts, Boy. | | _ | Play when they hear it;. and will have the Con- 
. Dam. And tye us two to you for the gentle | fcience and Ingenuity befide to confefS it. 
Office. | Prob, We'll pafs our words for that : yo2 hall 
Pro. We area Pair of publick Perfons (this| have a Brace of us toingage our felves, 
Gentleman and my felf) that are fent, thus coup-| Bey. You'll tender your Names, Geztlemen, to 
led unto you upon State-bufinefs. our Book then? — - : 
Boy. It concerns but? the State of the Stage I] Daw. Yes, here’s Mr. Probee 3 a man of moft 
hope ! | _ | powerful Speech, and Parts to per{wade. . 
Dam. O, you fhall know that by degrees, Boy.| Pro. And Mr. Damplay will make good all he 
No Man leaps into a bufinefs of State, without|Undertakes. | 
fourding firft the State cf the bufinefs. Boy. Good Mr. Probee, and Mr. Damplay| 1 like 
_ Pro. We are fent unto you, indeed from the | your Securities: whence do you write your felves ? 
People. _ | | Pro. Of Loudox, Gentlemen : but Knights Bro- 
Boy. The People ! which fide of the People? | thers, and Knights Friends, I aflure you. 
Dam, The Venifon fide, if you know it, Boy, | Dax. And.KnightsFellow’s too. Every Poet 
Boy. That's the left fide. I had rather they had | writes Squire now. 
been the right. ' Bow You are good Names ! very good Men, 
Pro, Sothey are. Not the Faces, or Grounds|both of you! I accept you. 
of your People, that fit in the oblick Caves and 


Dam. And 


_. Dam. And what is the Title of your Play, here? 
The Magnetich Lady? 

Boy. Yes, Sir, an attractive Title the Author 
has given it. 

_Pro. A Magnete, I warrant you. 

Dam. O, no, fromm Maguus, Magna, Magnum. 

Boy. This Gentleman hath found the true Mag- 
nitude — _ | 

Dam Of his Portal or Entry to the Work, ac- 
cording to Vitruvius. — 3 
Boy. Sit, all our work is done without a Por- 
tal or Vitruvins, In Foro, asa ttue Comedy 
fiould bé~ And what is conceal’d ‘within, is 
brought out, and made prefent by report. 

Dam. We {ee not that always obferv'd by your 
Authors of thefe Times 5 or {carce any other. 

Bey. Where itis not at all known, how fhould 
it be obferv’d >? The moft of thofe your People 
call Axthors, never dreamt of any Decorum, or 
-what was proper in the Scezes but grope at it 1 
the dark,.and feel or fumble for it 5 I {peak it, both 
with their Jeave and the leave o’ your People. 

Dam, But, why Humors reconcild; 1 would 
fain know ? : 

Boy. 1 can fatisfie you there too :if you will. 
But, perhaps you defire not to be {fatisfied. 


Dam. No ? Why fhould you conceive fo, Boy? 


Boy. My Conceit 1s not ripe yet : Pll tell you 


sv#that anon. [The Axthor beginning his Studies of 


this kind, with every Man in his Humour 3 and 


after every Man out of his Humours and fince, 
continuing in all his Plays, efpectally thofe of. the 
Comick Thred, whereof the New-Inxz was the aft, | 


fome recent Humours ftill, or Manners of Men, 


that went along with the Times 5 finding himfelf, knot, or Elfe-lock 3; which nothing but the Shee 


now near the clofé, or fhutting up of his Circle, 


The Induétion. 


4 


7 


Pro. A bold undertaking ! and far greater then 
the. Reconciliation of both Churches, the Quar- 
rel between Humours having been much the an- 
clemter; and, in my poor Opinion, the Root of 


all Schifm and Faction bot 
mon-wealth. _ 
Boy. Such is the Opinion of many wife Men, 
that meet at this Shop ftill, but how he will {peed 
in it, we cannot tell, and he, himfelf (it feems) 
lefs cares. For he will not be intreated by us, 
to giveita Prologue. He has loft too much that/ 
wa rdy, he fays. He will riot wooe thex 
Gentile ignorance fo much. But careléfs of all — 
vulgar Cenfure; as not depending on common 
reg Songs he is confident it fhall fuper-pleafe 
judicious Spectators, and to them he leaves it to 
work with the reft, by Example or otherwife. 
Dam, He may be deceived in that, Boy: Few 
follow Examples now, efpecially if they be good. 
Boy. The Playis ready to begin, Geztlemen, 1 
tell yon, left you might defraud the expectation of 
the People, for whom you are Delegates ! Pleafe 
you take a couple of Seats ana plant your (elves, 
here, as near my ftanding as you can: Fly every 
thing (you fee) to the Mark, and cenfure it, 
freely. So you interrupt not the Seres or Thred 
of the Argument, to break or. pucker it, with 
unnieceflary Queftions.' For, I mutt tell you, 
(not out of mine own Ditfamen, but the Azthors,) 
A good Play is like a Skean of Silk: which, if you 
take by the right end, you may wind off at plea- 
fure, on the Bottom or Card of your Difcourfe, 
lina Tale, or fo 3 how you will: But if you 
‘light on the wrong end, you will pull allinto 4 
rs, 


h in Church and Cotn- 


or a Candle will! undo, or feparate.* - 


hath phant'fied to himfelf, in Idea, this Magnetickh| Dam. Stay! who be thefe, I pray you > 


Miftris, A Lady, a brave bountiful Houfe- 
keeper, and a vertuous Widow: who having a 
young Neice, ripe for a Man and Roan, 
he is that his Center attraClive, to draw -thi- 


hath call’d Humours reconcil'd, 2 
yf Ue fos bo Vo ger, y Cf “Lyre 


Jn: fp | 

wack Yi fof 

fat tor “by Le' A perth 
fp a ate, are 


e 
: 


eh 
2 Pipe bx 


Boy. Becaufe it is your firft Queftion, » and 
(thefe be the prime perfons) it. would in civility 
require an anfwer.: but I have heard the Poet aft 
firm, that to be the moft unlucky Sceze ina Play, 
which needs an Ineerpreter 5 efpecially, whed 

|the Auditory are awake: and fitch are you; ‘he 


prefumes. Ergo. - - —- - | 
Wet. Are Tp KRor® 
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A& I. Scene I. 
Compafs, Ironfide. 


Om. Welcome good Captain Ironfide, and Bro- 


ther ; 


You fhall along with me. [Pm lodg’d hard by 


_Al Here, at a noble Ladies Houfe i’ th’ ftreet, 

The Lady Loadffones (one will bid us welcome) 
Where there are Gentlewomen, and male Guefts 
Of feveral humours, carriage, conftitution, 
Profeffion too : but fo diametral — 
One to another, and fo much oppos’d, 
Asif I can but hold them all together, 
And draw ’em to a fufferance ot themfelves, 
But till che Diffolution of the Dinner, 
I thall have juft occafion to believe. _ 
My wit is magifterial ; and our felves 
Take infinice delight i’ the fuccefs. 3 

Iro. Troth, Brother Compa/s, you thall pardon me; 
I love not fo‘to multiply acquaintance 
Aca Meals colt; ewill take off o my freedom 
So much; or bind me to the leaft obfervance. 
— Com. Why, Fronfide, you know I am a Scholar, 
And part a Soldier ; I have been employed 


. . By fome the greateft States-men o’ the Kingdom, 


Thefe many years: and in my time convers’d 

Wiech fundry humors, fuiting fo my felf 

To company, as honeft Men, and Knaves, 

- Good-fellows, Hypocrites, all forts of People, 

Though never fo divided in themfelves, 

Have ftudied to agree ftill in the ufage, 

And handling of me (which hath been fair too.) 
Iro, Sir I confefs you to be one well read 

In Men, and Manners ; and that, ufually, 

The moift ungovern’d Perfons, you being prefent, 

Rather fubject chemfelves unto your centure, 

Than give you leaft-occafion of diftatte, 

By making you the fubjeét of their mirth: 

But (to deal plainly with you, asa Brother) 

When ever I diftruft i? my own Valour : 

I'll never bear me on anothers Wit, 

Or offer co bring off, or fave my felf 

On the opinion of your Judgment, Gravity, 

Ditcretion, or what elfe. Bue (being away) 

You’are fureto have lefs-wit-work, gentle Brother, 

My humour being as ftubkorn as the reft, 

And asunmanageable. Com. You do miftake 

My Caract of your friendfhip all this while! 


D Y: 


OR 
Humours Reconcil d. 


Or at what rate I reckon your affiftance, 
Knowing by long experience, to fuch Anigpals, 


ETICK 


Half-hearted Creatures, as thefe are, your Fox there, 


Unkennel'd with a Cholerick, ghaftly afpect, 
Or two or three comminatory Terms, 14 
Would run their fears to any hole of thelear, 
Worth a days laughter ! I am for the fport: 
For nothing elfe. Jro. But, Brother, 1 ha’ feen 
A Coward, meeting with a Man as valiant 
As our St. George (not knowing him to be fuch, 
Or having leaft opinion that he was fo) | 
Set to him roundly, L, and fwinge him foundly: 
And ithe vertue of that error, having 
Once overcome, refolv’d forever after y 
To erre; and think no Perfon, nor no Creature 
More valiant than himfelf. Com. I think that too: 
But, Brother, (could I over intreat you ) 
I have fome little Plot upon the relt 
If you would be contented, to endure 
A fliding reprehenfion at my hands, 
To hear your felf, or your profeffion glanc'd as 
In a few flighting terms: Ic would beget 
Me fuch a main Authority, o’ the bie, 
And do your felf no dif-repute at all! 
Iro. Compafs, I know that univerfal Caufes 
In nature produce nothing , but as meeting 
Particular Caufes, to determine thofe, 
And {pecifie their acts.’ This is a piece 
Of Oxford Science, ftaies with meere fince 
I left that placa; and I have often found 
The truth thereof, in my private paffions: 
For I do never feel my felf percurb’d 
With any general words ’gainft my profeffion, 
Unlefs by fome fmart ftroke upon my felf 
They do awake, and ftir me: elfe, to wife 
And well experiencd Men, words do but fignifie; 
They have no power, fave with dull Grammarians, 
Whofe Souls are nought, but a Syntexss of them. 
Com. Here comes our Parfon, Parfon Palate here, 
A venerable Youth! I muft faluce him, 
And a great Clerk! he’s going to the Ladies, 
And though you fee him thus, without his Cope, 
I dare affure you, he’s our Parifh Pope! 
God fave my reverend Clergy, Parfon Palate. 


_ 
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Act 


. - The Magnetick Lady, 


AG I. Scene Il. 
Palate, Compafs, Ironfide. 


Pal, "WHe witty Mr. Compa/s! how is’t, with you ? 
: T Com. My Lady ftays for you, and for your 
Counfel, | | 
Touching her Niece Mrs. Placentia Steel: 
Who ferilfes the fire of full fourteen to day, = 
Ripe for a Husband. Pai. I, the chimes, fhe chimes. _ 
Saw you the Doctor Rut, the Houfe Phyfician ? 
He’s fentfor too. Com. To Counfel? time yo’were there. 
Make hafte, and give ita round quick difpatch: 
That we may go to Dinner betimes, Par/on : 
And drink a Health, or two more, to the bufinefs. 
Iro. This is a ftrange put-off! a reverend youth, 
You ufe him moft furreverently methinks: 
What call you him? Pelete Pleafe? or Parfon Palate? 
Com. All’sone, but fhorter! I can gi’ you hisCharacter. 
He is the Prelate of the Parith, here, 
And governs all the Dames, appoints the Cheer, 
Writes down the Bills of Fare, pricks all the Guefts, 
Makes all the Matches and che Marriage Feafts 
Within the Ward; draws all the Parith Wills, 
Defigns the Legacies, and ftrokes the Gills 
OF the chief Mourners: And (whoever lacks ) 
~ OF all the Kindred, he hath firft his Blacks. 
Thus holds he Weddings up, and Burials, 
As his main Tithing; with the Goffips Stalls, 
Their Pews’; he’s top ftill, at the Publick Me&, 
Comforts the Widow, and the facherlefs, 
{n funeral Sack ! Sits *bove the Alderman j 
For of the Ward-mote Quef, he better can, Vor. Persp hn 
The myftery, than the Levitick Law: Barret, Pettidr, 
That piece of Clark-fhip doth Lets e. 


bre’ 
He is, as he conceives himfelf, a fine eis } ‘ 


Well furnifh’d, a pe causes As = 
Tro. Who made this Epigram, you?’ 4 ru 74h. 
J Com. No, a great Clerk tel grrty - / V e 
As any’s of his bulk ( Beny. Fobnfon ) made it. . 
‘Jro. But what’s the other Character, Doctor Rut ? 
Com. The fame Man made ’em both : ‘but his is fhorter, 
And not in Rhime, but Blanks. Pu cell you that, too. 
Rut is a young Phyfician to che Family 
y76That, letting God alone, afcribes to nature 
More than her fhare ; licentious in difcourfe, 
And in his life a profeft Voluptuary + 
The flave of Money, a Buffoon in Manners ; 
Obfcene in Language; which he vents for Wit; | 
Is fawcy in his Logicks, and difputing; 
Is any thing but Civil, ora Man. : 
ee here they are! and walking with my Lady, 
i confultation, afore the Door ; 
We will flip in, as if we faw ‘em not. 


A& IL. Scene Il. 
Lady, Palate, Rut. 


' Lad. ¥,,’tis his faule, fhe’s not beftow’d, 
' Iw Brother Interef#s. Pal. Who, old Sir Moath ? 
Lad. He keeps off all her Suitors, keeps the Portion 
Still in-his Hands: and will not part with all, 
On any terms. Pal. Hinc slle lachryme ; 
Thence flows the caufeo’ the main grievance. Rwt.That 
Tt isa main one! how much is the Portion ? 
Lad, No petty fum. Pal. But fixteen thoufand Pound. 
Rut. He thould be forc’d, Madam, to lay it down. 
When is it payable? Lad, When the is married. 
Pal. Marry her, marry her, Madam. 
Rut. Gecther married. | 
Loofe not a day, an hour Pal. Not a minute. 
Purfue your Project real, Mr. Compa/s 3 


t 
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Advis'd youto. He isthe perfeé& Inftrument : 
Your Ladithip fhould failby. Rut. Now, Mr. Compajs 
Is a fine witty Man ; I faw him go in, now. 

Lad, Ishe gone in? Pal. Yes, and a Feather with him, 
He feems a Soldier. Rwt.Some new Suitor, Madan. 

Lad. 1 am beholding tohim: he brings ever _ 
Variety of good Perfons tomy Table, | 
And I muft thank him, though my Brother Jntere/ 
Diflike of ita little. Pal. He likes nothia 
Thae runs your way. Ret. Troth,and the other cares not- 
He’ll go his own way, if he think ie right. 

Lad. He’s a true Friend ! and there’s Mr. Prafice, . 
The fine young Man of Law, comes to the Houfe: 
My Brother brooks him not, becaufe he thinks 
He is by me afligned for my Niece: | 
He will not hear of it. Rus. Not of that Ear: 
But yet your Ladifhip doth wifely in ic—— 

Paj. *Twill make him to lay down the Portion fooner, 
If he but dream you'll match her with a Lawyer. 

Lad. So Mr. Compafs fays. Te is bztween | 
The Lawyer, and the Courtier, which fhall have her. | 

Pal. Who, Sir Diaphanoms Silk-worm ? 

Rut. A fine Gentleman, 
Old Mr. Silk-worm’s Heir. 


Pal. Anda neat Courtier, | 


| OF a moft elegane Thread. Lad. And fo my Goffip 


Polith affures me. Here fhe comes! good Polsfh 


_| Welcome in troth ! How do’ft thou, gentle Polifh? | 


Rut. Who's this?’ Pal. Dame Polifh, her She-parafite, 
Her talking, foothing, fometime governing Gollip. 


Aé& I. Scene IV. 
Polifh, Lady, Palate, Rat. 


Our Ladifhip is ftill the Lady Load/cne, 
ae draws, and draws unto you, Guefts of all 
orts: | 
The Courtiers, and the Soldiers, and the Scholars, 
The Travellers, Phyficians, and Divines, 
As Doétor Ridley writ, and Do&or Barlow. 
They both have wrote of you, and Mr. Compafs. 
Lad. We mean, they thall write more, ere it be long. 
Pol. Alas, they are both dead, and’t pleafe you ; bur 
Your Ladifhip means well, and fhall mean well, 
So long as Ilive. How does your fine Niece? 
My charge, Miftris Placentia Steel? | 
Lad, She is not well. Pol. Not well? 
Lad. Her Door fays fo. 
Rut. Not very well ; the cannot fhoot at Buts, 


Pal. 
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-|Or manage a great Horfe, but fhe can cranch © 


A fack of Small-coal! eat you Lime, and Hair, 
Soap-afhes, Loam, and has a dainty {pice (fic! 
O’ the Green-ficknefs! Pol’Od thield! Rat.Or the Drop- 
A toy, a thing of nothing. But my Lady, here, 
Her noble Aunt. -Pol. She isa noble Aunt: - 
And a right worfhigful Lady, and a vertuous ; 
I know it well! Rut. Well, if you know it, peace. 
Pal. Good Sifter Polifh, hear your betters {peak. 

‘Pol. Sir I will {peak, with my good Ladies leave, 


And fpeak, and {peak again ; I did bring up 


My Ladies Niece, Mrs. Placentia Steel, 

With my own Daughter (who's Placentia too) 
And waits upon my Lady, is her Woman: 
Her Ladithip well knows Mrs. Placentia 


| Steel (as I faid) her curious Niece, was lefe 


A Legacy to me, by. Father and Mother, 

With the Nurfe, Keep, that tended her: her Mother 
She died in Child-bed of her, and her Father 

Liv’d not long after: for he lov’d her Mother ! 
They were a godly couple! yet both did, 

(As we muft all.) No Creature is immorcal, 

I have heard our Paftor fay : no, not the faithful! 


| And they did die (as 1 faid) both in one month, 


Rut. Sure fhe is not long liv’d, if fhe {pend Breath thus. 
| Rrer : Pol. And 


- Rut. Out, out. 
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Pol. And did bequeath her, to my care, and hand, 


To polith, and bring up. J moulded her, 
And fafhion’d her, and form’d her ; fhe had the {weat 
Both of my Brows.and Brains. My Lady knowsit 


Since fhe could write a quarter old. ad. I know not 


That fhe could write fo early, my good Goflip. 
But I do know fhe was fo long your care, 
Till fhe was twelve year old ; that I call'd for her, 
And took her home, for which I thank you Polifh, 
And am beholden to you. Rat. I fure choughe 
She had a Leafe of talking, for nine lives—— 


Pal. It may be the has. Pol. Sir, fixteen thoufand Pound 


Was then her Portion! for fhe was, indeed, 
Their only Child! and this was to be paid - 
Upon her Marriage, fo fhe married ftill 
With my good Ladies liking here, her Aunt: 
(I heard the Will read) Mr. Stee/, her Father, 
The World condemn’d him to be very rich, 
And very hard; and he did ftand condemn’d 

— With that vain World, till, as twas prov’d, after 
He left almo{t as much more to good ufes 
In Sir Moath Intereft’s hands, my Ladies Brother, 
Whofe Sifter he had married : he holds all 

_ Inhisclofe gripe. But Mr. Stee! was liberal, 
And a fine Man; and fhe adainty Dame, 
And a religious, and a bountiful 


A& IL. Scene V. 
Compafs, Ironfide. 


To them. | 


You knew her, Mr. Compa/s?_ Com. Spare the torture, 


I do contefs without it. Pol, And her Husband, 
What a fine couple they were? and how they liv’d ? 
Com. Yes. | 


es, 
Pol. And lov’d together, like a pair of Turtles! Com. 
Pol. And feafted all the Neighbours. Com Take her off 


Some body that hath mercy. Rs. O he knows her, 


Ic feems ! Com. Or any meafure of .compaffion: 
Dodétors, if you be Chriftians, undertake 
One for the Soul, the other for the Body! 


Pol. She would difpute with the Do@ors of Divinity, 


At her own Table! and: the Spittle Preachers! 

S78 And find out the Armenians. Rut. The Armenians ? 
Pol. I fay, the Armenians. Com. Nay,I fay fo tod! 
Pol. So Mr. Polifh cal?’d’em, the Armenians ! 

Com. And Medes and Perfians, did he not? 
Pol. Yes, he knew ’em, . 
And fo did Miftris Steel: She was his Pupil. 


And then the Perfians were our Puritans, 
Had the fine piercing wits! 


branching : 


Their branching Sleeves, brancht Caffocks, and branche 


Doé@trine, | 
Befide their Texts. Rut. Stint Karlin : Pll not hear, 
Contuce her Parfon. Pol. I refpect no Parfons, 


-Chaplins,or Doétors,I will {peak. Led. Yes,fo’t be reafon, 


Let her. Rut.’Death, fhe cannot {peak reafon. 
Com. Nor fenfe, if we be Mafters of our fenfes ! 


Iro.- What mad Woman ha’ they got here, to bate ? 


Pol, Sir, 1 am mad, in truth, and to the purpofe ; 
And cannot but be mad, to hear my Ladi¢s 
Dead Sifter flighted, witty Mrs. Steel ! 


Iro.. If fhe had a wit, Death has gone neer to {poil ie, | 
Affure your felf. Pol. She was both witty, and zealous, 


And lighted all the Tinder o’ the cruth, 

(As one faid) of Religion, in our Parifh ; 

She was tgo learn’d to live long with us: 

She could the Bible in the Holy Tongue: 

And read it without Pricks: had all her A/a/oreth ; 


£78 Knew Bryson, and his Bull; and {cribe Prix Gene.? 
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The Armensans, he would fay, were worfe than Papifts: 


Com. And who, the Medes? 
Pol. The middle Men, the luke-warm Proteftants? 
Pol. Sir, fhe would find chem by their 


The Magnetick Lady. 


Prefto-be-gon: and all the Pharifees. Lad. Dear Goffin, 


E 


Be you gone, at this time, too, and vouchfafe 

To fee your charge,my Niece. Pol. I thall obey 
If your wife Ladifhip think fic: I know 

To yield to my Superiors. Lad. A good Woman! 
But when the is impertinent, grows earneft, 


1 A little troublefome, and out of feafon: 


Her love and zeal tranfport her. Com Iam glad 
That any thing could port her hence. We now 
Have hope of Dinner, after her long Grace. 

I have broughe your Ladifhip a hungry Gueft here, 
A Soldier, and my Brother Captain Ironfide : 


Who being by cuftom grown a Sanguinary, - 


The folemn and adopted Son of flaughter : 

Is more delighted i? the chafe of an Enemy, 

An execution of three days, and nights, 

Then all the hope of numerous fucceffion, 

Or happinefs of Iffue could bring to him. 
Rut. He is no Suitor then? Pal. So’t fhould feem. 
Com. And if he can get pardon at Heavens hand 

For all his murthers, is in as good cafe 

Asa new chrifned Infant: (his Imployments 

Continu’d to him, without interruption, 

And not allowing him, or time, or place . 

To commit any other fin, but thofe) 

Pleafe you to make him welcome for a meal, Madam. 
Lad. ‘The noblenefs of his gles makes 

His welcome perfe& : chough your courfe defcription | 

Would feem to fully it. ro. Never, where a beam’ 

Of fo much favour doth illuftrate ic, | : 

Right knowing Lady. Pea/. She hath cur’d all well. 
Rut. And he hath fitted well the Complement. 


A&t L- | Scene VI. 


To them.| ° Sir Diaphanous, Praétice. 

pau 5, | O, here they come! the prime Magnetick Guefts 
Our Lady Loadffone fo refpeéts: the Artick ! 

And ch’ Antartick ! Sir Diaphonous Silk-ovorm ! 

A Courtier extraordinary ; who by diet 


| Of Meats and Drinks, his temperate Exercife, 


Choice Mufick, frequent Baths, his horary fhifts 
OF Shirts and Wafte-coats, means to immortalize 
Mortality ic felf, and makes the effence 
Of his whole happinef$ the trim of Court. 
Dia. Ithank you, Mr. Compa/s, for your fhort 
Encomiaftick. Rut. It is much in little, Sir. 
Pal. Concife, and quick: the true ftile of an Orator. 
Com. But Mr. Praéfice here, my Ladies Lawyer, 
Or Man of Law: ( for that’s the true writing ) 
A Man fo dedicate to his profeffion, 
And the preferments go along with it; | 
re a ae a brute of an Invafion, 
nother eighty eight, threat’ning his Countr 
With ruin, would no more wack pon him, . 
Than Syracufa’s Sack, on Archimede : 
So much he loves that Night-cap! the Bench-gown! 
With the broad Guard o’ th’ back! Thefe thew 
A Man betroth’d unto the ftudy of our Laws! 
Pra. Which you but think che crafty impofitions, 
Of fubtile Clerks, feats of fine underftanding, 
To abufe Clots, and Clowns with, Mr. Compafs, 
Having no ground in nature to fuftain it, 
Or light, from thofe clear caufes; to the inquiry 
And fearch of which, your Mathematical Head 
Hath fo devow'd it felt. Com. Tut, all Menare 
Philofophers, to their inches. There’s within, 
Sir Intereft, as able a Philofopher, 
In buying and felling ! has reduc’d his thrift, 
To certain principles, and i’ that method ! 
As he will cell you inftanely, by Logorythms, 
The utmoft profic of a ftock imployed: 


| ( Be the commodity what ie will) the place, 


D2 catn Um Lan aerfom fife pesHey ood tf 


Or time, but caufing very, re licele, 
Or, I may fay, no paralax at all, 
In his pecuniary obfervations! | 
He has brought your Nieces Portion with him, Madam; 
At leaft, the Man chat muft receive ic: Here 
They come negotiating the affair ; 

* ‘You may perceive the Contract in their Faces, 
And read th’ Indenture. If you'll fign ’em: So. 


A&t I. Scene VIL 


To thems. | Intereft, Bias. 


Pal.\ AJ Hat is he, Mr. Compa/s ? Com. A Vi-politick? 
Or a fub-aiding Inftrument of State! — 
A kind of a laborious Secretary 
To a great Man! (and likely to come on) 
Full of attendance! and of fuch a ftride — 
In bufinefs Politick, or Oeconomick, 
As well his Lord may ftoop ¢’ advife wich him, 
And be prefcribed by him in affairs | 
Of higheft confequence, when he is dull’d, 
Or wearied with the lefs. Dia. °Tis Mr. Bias, 
Lord Whach’um’s Politick. Com. You know the Man? 
Dia. I ha’ feen him wait at Court,there,with his Mani- 
OF Papers and Petitions. Pre.Heisone ~, «. (ples 
That over-rules, tho’ byhisauthority 9. 
Of living there ; and cares for no Man elfe: 
Negledts the Sacred Letter of che Law; 
And holds it all to be bute a dead heap 
Of civil Infticutions : the reft only 
Of common Men, and their caufes, a Farrago, 
Or a made difh in Court; a thing of nothing. 
Com. And that’s your quarrel at him? a waft plea. 
Int.J tell you,Sifter Loadftone— Com.(Hang your Ears 
This way, and hear his Praifes: now Moatd opens. ) 
Int. Tha’ brought you here che very Man! the Jewel 
Of all the Court! clofe Mr. Bias! Sifter, 
Apply him to your fide! or you may wear him 
Here ©’ your Breaft! or hang him in your Ear! 
He’s a fit Pendant for a Ladies tip! 
A Chryfolite,a Gem: the very Agate gy .~fhyr 
¢ 7gOFf Scate, and Polity: cut from the Quar 4-4-7 7 
OF Machiavel, a true Cornelian, nalyleaKy o 6 
As Tacitus himfelf! and to be made 
- The broach to any true Scate-cap in Europe ! 
Lad. You praife him, Brother, as you had hope to fell 


him. : 


Com. No, Madam, as he had hope to fell your Niece © 


Unto him. Lad,’Ware your trueJefts, Mr.Compa/s ; 
They will not relifh. Int. I will cell you, Sifter, 
I cannot cry his Carra& up enough: 
He is unvaluable : All the Lords | 
Have him inthat eftcem, for-his Relations, 
Corrant’s, Avifes, Correfpondences 
With this Ambaffador, and that Agent! He 
Will fcrew you out a Secret from a Statift-—— 
Com. So eafie,as fome Cobler worms a Dog. 
‘Int. And lock it in the Cabinet of his memory— 
Com. *Till 7c turn a politick Infe@, or'a Fly! 
Thus long. Jst. You may be merry, Mr. Compa/s, 
But though you have the reverfion of an Office, — 
Yon are not in’t, Sir. Bis. Remember that. 
} Com. Why thould that fright me, Mr. Bi—, from telling 
Whofe afg you are ?/ “Int. Sir, he’s one, can do — 
His turns there: and deliver too his Letters, 
As pundtually, and in as good a fafhion, __ 
As ere a Secretary can in Court. i 
Iro. Why, is it any matter in what fafhio 
A Man deliver his Letters, fo he not open ’em? 
Bia. Yes, we have certain precedents in Court 
From which we never fwerve, once in an Age: 
And (whatfoe’er he thinks ) I know the Arts, 
And Sciences do not directlier make | 


n~_”_ 
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The Magnetick Lady, 
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A Graduate in our Univerfities, 

Than an habitual gravity prefers | 

A Manin Court. Com. Which by the truer ftile, 

Some call a formal, flat fervilicy. 

Bia. Sir, you may call it what you pleafe ; But we 
(That tread the path of publick bufineffes ) 
Know what a tacit thrug is, or a fhrink; 2 ae Lh hgh 
The wearing the Callot, the politick Hood, sé Ex Zfilynn.. 
And twenty other Parerga, o’ the bie , Linbuny/ nf poh Af. 
You Seculars underftand not : I hall trick him, WEY > fl bac'g boat 
If his Reverfion come i’ my Lords way. Je. * 

Dia, What is that, Mr, Praéfice? you fure know ? 

Mas’ Compajfes Reverfion? Pra. A fine place 
( Surveyor of the Projeéts general ) 
I would [had it. Pa/. What is’e worth? Pra. O Sir, 


A Nemo feit. Led. We'll chink on’t afore Dinner. 


CHORUS 


a hai Gentlemen, what cenfure you of our Protafis, 
or firft Ag 2 


Pro. Well, Boy, it isa fair Prefenement of your @ors, 
Anda handfome promife of fomewhat ro come hereafter, 

Dam. But, there is nothing done in it, or concluded : 
Therefore I fay,no A&. 

Boy. A fine piece of Logick ! Do you look, Mr. Dam- 
play, for conclufions in a Protafis? I thought the Law of 
Comedy had referv’d to the Catafrophe : and that the Epi- 
tafis, (as we are taught) and the Cata/tafis, had been inter- 
vening parts, to have been expected. But you would 
have all come together it feems : The Clock fhould ftrike’ 
five at once, with the A@ts. | 

- Dam. Why, if it could do fo, it were well’ Boy. 

Boy. Yes, if thenature of a Clock were to fpeak, noe yd 
ftrike. So, if a Child could be born ina Play, and grow oo . “fey, 
up toa Man, i’ the firft Scene, before he went off th iid, WP 
Stage : and then after to come forth a Squire,and be made|% be 
a Knight: and that Knight to travel between the Adts,|"¢_ - 
and do wonders i? the Holy Land or elfewhere ; kill” ¢ 
Paynims, wild Boars, dun Cows, and other Monfters ; be} 4s 
get him a reputation, and marry an Emperours Daugh- 4 
cer: for his Mrs: Convert her Fathers Country; and at 9% 
laft come home, lame and all-to-be-laden with Miracles.¢, Sate Sue 

Dam. Thefe: Miracles would pleafe, I affure you: and 4 af 
take the People! For there be of the Pecp/e, that will ex- lH: 
pect Miracles, and more chan Miracles from this Pen. 

Boy. Do they think this Pen can juggle? I would we 
Leg Ho g beget ae "em chen; your Fee, ~ Travitanto 
Tudesho. Jaa Vet law cotd end Estc yp . Wat, oe 

~ Dam. Who's that, Boy? «zea «5 Revd. ab May on a ma tol, 
Boy. Another Juggler, witha long name. Or thac#~9+ soy 
your expecters would be gone hence, now, atthe firft P< 
Aé&; or expe& no mote hereafter chan they underftand. 

Dam. Why fo, my peremptory Jack ? 

_ Boy. My name is ‘Fobn, indeed-—— Becaufe, who ex- 
= what 1s impoflible, or beyond nature, defraud them- 
elves. 

Pro. Nay, there the Boy {fd well: They do defraud 
themfelvesindeed. 

Boy. And therefore, Mr. Damplay, unlefs like a folemn 
Juftice of wit, you will damn our Play, unheard, or 
unexamin’d ; I fhall intreat your Mrs, Madam _ Expecta- 
tion, Pad the = among thefe ac have patience, bue 
a piffing while: give our Springs leave to open a little, 

y degrees: A Source of rdicnlons matter may break 
forth anon, that ‘fhall fteep cheir Temples, and bathe 
their Brains in laughter, to the fomenting of ftupidity , 
it felf, and the awaking any velvet Lethargy in the | 
Houfee = | 
Pro. Why do you maintain your Poets quarrel fo | 

1 
| 


CSev~ 


with Velvet, and good Clothes, Boy ? we have feen him in 
indifferent good Clothes, ere now. 
LA 


Bey. And 
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Boy. And may do in better, if it pleafe the King 
(his Mafter) to fay Amen to it, and allow it, to whom 
he acknowledgeth all. But his Clothes fhall never be the 
beft ching about him, though ; he will have fomewhat 
befide, either of humane Letters, or fevere Honefty, 
fhall {peak him a Man, though he went naked. 

Pro. He is beholden to you, if you can make this 
good, Buy. 
Boy. Himfelf hath done that already, againft Envy. 
. Dam. What’s your Name, Sir ? or your Country ? 

Boy. ‘Fobn Try-guftf my Name: A Cornifh Youch, and 
the Poets Servant. 

Dam. Welt-country breed I thought, you were fo 
bold. 

Boy. Or rather fawcy; to find out your Palate, 
Mr. Damplay. Faith we do calla Spade, « Spade in 
Cornwal. It you dare damn our Play, 1 the wrong 
Place, we fthall take heart totell you fo. 


Pro. Good Bey. — 4 / Siren fly: 


Act I. Scene I. 
Keep, Placentia, Pleafance. 


Ee. Sweet Miftris, pray you be merry : you are fure 
To have a Husband now. Pla. I, if the ftore 


Hurt not the choice. ‘Pie. Store is no fore, young Miftris, 


My Mother is wont to fay. Keep. And the'll fay wifely 

As any Mouth ? the Parifh. Fix on one, | 

Fix upon one, good Miftris. Pla. At this call too, 

Here’s Mr. Praétife, whois call’d to the Bench 

Of purpofe. Keep. Yes, and by my Ladiesmeans—— 
Ply.’ Tis thought to be the Man. Keep.A Lawyers Wife. 

_ Ple.Andafine Lawyers Wife. Keep. {s a brave Calling. 

_ Ple. Sweet Miftris Praétife | Keep.Gentle Miftris Praétife! 
Pile. Fair, open Miftris Practife! Keep. I, and clofe, 

And cunning Mrs. Praéfife! Pla. Inot like that; 

The Courtiers is the neater calling. Pile. Yes, 

‘My Lady Silkworm. Keep. And to fhine in Pluth. 


‘Pile. Like a young night Crow,a Diapbanom Silk-worm. 


Keep. Lady Diaphanous founds moft delicate! 
Ple, Which would you chofe, now Miftris 2 
Pla. °Cannot tell. - 
£36 The Copy does confound one. P/e. Here’s my Mother. 
F Act II. Scene IL 
| . Polifh, Keep, Placentia, Pleafance, Needle. ' 


= 
O/. How now,my dainty Charge,and diligent Nurfe ? 
P What were you chanting on? (God blefs you Maiden.) 
—_ 7 ‘| To ber Daughter kneeling. 
Keep. We were inchanting all ; wifhing a Husband 
For my young Miftris here. A man cto pleafe her. . 
Pol. She thall have a Man, good Nurfe, and muft 
havea Man: : a 
A Man and a half, if we can choofe him out: 
We are all in Counfel wgthin, and fie aboutic: =. 
~The Doétors and the Scholars ; and my Lady, 
Who’s wifer chen all us——- Where’s Mr. Needle ? 
Her Ladifhip fo lacks him to prick out 
The Man? How dees my {weet young Miftris? 

You look not well methinks! how do you, dear Charge ? 
You muft have a Husband,and you fhaJl havea Husband. : 
There’s two put out to making for you: A Third 
Your Uncle promifes: But you muft fill = 
Be rul’d by your Aynt, according to the Will 
‘OF your dead Father and Mother (who are in Heaven.) 
Your Lady-Aunt has choife i’ the Houfe for you : 

We do nor truft your Uncle; he would keep you 

_A Batchelor ftill, by keeping of -your Portion : 

And keep you not alone without 2 Husband, 

But ina ficknefs: I, and the Green-ficknefs, 


JIf the do fwell. 
‘| Ic is a Zympanites fhe is troubled with ; 


The Maidens Malady 5 whichis a Sicknefg: ~ ~ 
A kind of Difeafe, I can aflure you, 
And like the Fifh our Mariners call Remsora— — 

Keep. A Remora Miftris! Pol. How now Goody Nurfe? 
Dame Keep of Katerns? what ? have you an Oar 
IP che Cockboat, ’caufe you are a Sailors Wife, 

And come from Shawdell? [fay a Remora: 
For it will ftay a Ship chae’s under fail! 
And Stays are long and tedious things to Maids! 

And Maidens are young Ships that would be failing 
When they be rigg’d : wherefore is all their trim elfe ? 
Nee. True; and for them to be ftaid,— | 

Pol. The ftay is dangerous : 

You know it Mr. Needle. Nee. [know fomewhat: 
And can affure you, from the Doctors Mouth, 

She has a Dropfie ; and muft change the Air, _ 
Before fhe can recover. Po/. Say you fo, Sir ? 

Nee. The Doétor fays fo. Pol. Says his Worthip fo 2 
I warrant ’em he fays true then; they fometimes . 
Are Sooth-fayers, and always cunning Men. 

Which Doctor was it? Nee. E’en my Ladies Do@or:. 

The neat Houfe-Do@or : But a true Stone-Do@or. 
Pol. Why a you, Nurfe? How comes this jeer 

to pals ¢ 

This is jour faule in truth : It fhall be your faule, 

And mutt be your fault : why is your Miftris fick 2 

She had her health, the while fhe was wich me. 

Kee. Alas good Miftris Polifh, Iam no Sainte, 

Much lefs, my Lady, to be urg’d give Health, 

Or Sicknefs at my Will: but to waie 

The Stars good Pleafure, and to do my duty. 

Pol. You muft do more than your duty, foolith Narfe: 
You muft do all you can; and more than you can, 
More than is poflible ; when Folks are fick, 
Efpecially a Miftris, a young Miftris, 

Kee. Here’s Mr. Door himfelf cannot do that. | 

Pol. Do&tor Do-all can doit. Thence he’scall'd fo. 


Act IL. Scene TIM. 
Rut, Polifh, Lady, Keep, Placentia. 


Hence? what’s he call’d ? 
Pol. Doctor, do all you can, 
I pray you, and befeech you, for my charge here. 
Lad. She’s my tendring Goffip, loves my Neice. 
Pol. I know you can do all things, what you pleafe, Sir, 
For a young Damfel, my good Ladies Neice here ! 
You can do what you lift. Rat. Peace Ziffeny. 
Pol. Efpecially in this new Cafe o’ the Dropfie. 
The Gentlewoman (I do fear) is leven’d. 
Rut. Leven’d? what’s thar? | | 
Pol. Puft, blown, and’t pleafe your. Worthip. | 
Rut. What ! Dark by darker? What is blown? 
puffd? fpeak Englifh— : | 
. Pol. Tainted (and’t pleafe you) fome do call ic. 
She {wells, and {wells fo with it.— Rut. Give her vent, 


Rut. 


A Gimblet muft be had : 


There are three kinds : The firft is Ana-farca 
Under the Fleth a Tumour : that’s not hers. 
The fecond is 4/cites, or Aquofuy a 
A watry humour : that’s nog hers neither. 
Bue Tympanites (which we call the Drum) 

A wind Bombs in her Belly, muft be unbrac’d, 
And with a Faucet, or aPeg, let'our,; = is: 
And fhe’lldo well : get her a Husband. Pol. Yes, 

I fay fo, Mr. Doéfor, and betimestoo. Led. As — 
Soon as we can: let her bear uptoday, .. ... . 
Laugh, and keep company, at Gleck or Crimp. | 


Pol. Your Ladithip fays right, Crimp fure will.cure her. - -- 


Rut. Yes, and Gleek too ; peace Goflip Tist/e-Tattle, . 


| She muft to morrow down into the Country, _ : 
{Some Twenty miles ; A Coach and fix brave Horfes : - 


Yake 


- =o 


- ee 
a 
aa 


_ owe 


Take the frefh Air a Month there, or five Weeks ; 
And then return a Bride up to the Town, 
For any Husband 7? the Hemi/phere 


To at - Pages at has dropt her Zimpany. tb 
Pol. Muft fhe then drop it: 4 
Rut. Thence, ’tis call'd a pie 9 — 
The Tsmpanites is one {pice of it ; | 

A Toy, athing of nothing, a meer Vapour : 

Til blow’c away. Lad. Needle, get youthe Coach | 
Ready againft to morrow Morning. PJee. Yes Madam.. 

Lad. V1 down with her my felf, and thank the Doctor. 

Pol. We all fhallchank him. But, dear Madan, think, 
Refolve upon a Man this ww Lad. Tha’ don’t. 
Forell you true, (f{weet Goffip) here is none 
But Mafter Doéfor, he fhall be o’ the Counfel : 

The Man I have defign’d her.to, indeed, 

Is Malter Praéife : he’s a neat young Man, 
Forward, and growing up in a profeffion ! 

Like to be fome body, if the Hall ftand! 

And Pleading hold! A prime young Lawyers Wife, 
Is aright happy Fortune. Rast. And the bringing 
So plentiful a Portion, they may live 

Like King and Queen at Common Law together ! 
Sway Judges; guide the Courts; command the Clerks ; 
And frighe the Evidence; rule at their Pleafures, 
Like petty Soveraigns in all Cafes. Po/.O, that 
Will be a work of time ; fhe may be old 

Before her Husband rife to a chief Judge ; 

And all her flower be gone. No, no, a Lady 

O’ the firft Head P’d have her ; and in Court: 
The Lady Ssk-worm, a Diaphanous Lady : 

And be a Vi-countefs to carry all 

Before her, (as we fay) her Gentleman-Uhher : 
And caft off Pages, bare, cto bid her Aunt 
Welcom unto her Honour at her Lodgings. 

Rut. You fay well, Ladies Goffip ; if my Lady 
Could admit that, to have her Neice precede her. 

Lad. For that, I muft confule mine own Ambition, 
My zealous Goffip. Pol. O, you fhall precede her : 
You thal] be a Countets! Sir Diaphanoms 
Shall get you made a Countefs! Here he comes; . 

Has my Voice certain: O fine Courtier! 

O bieffed man ! the bravery prickt out, 

To make my dainty charge a Vi-countels : 
And my good Lady, her Aunt, Countefs at large! 


AG TL Scene IV. 
Diaphanons, Palate. | 


Dia Tell thee, Parfon, if I get her, reckon 
Thou haft a Friend in Court; and fhalt command 
A Thoufand pound, to goon any Errand, 
For any Church preferment thou haft a mind to. 
Pal. { Thank your Worfhip : I will fo work for you, 
As you fhall ftudy all the ways to thank me: 
Pil work my Lady, and my Ladies Friends ; 
Her Goffip, and this Doétor, and Squire Needle, 
And Mr. Compa/s, who is all in all ; | 
The very Fly fhe moves by : He is one 
That went to Sea with her Husband, Sir fobs Loadjtone, 
And brought home the rich Prizes : all thac Wealch 
Is left her ; for which Service the refpects him : 
A dainty Scholar in the Mathematicks; __ 3 
And one the wholly imploys. Now Dominus Prattife 
Is yetthe man (appointed by her Ladifhip) 
But there’s a trick to fet his Cap awry, 
If I know any thing : he hath confeft 
To me in private, that he loves anorher, 
My Ladies Woman, Mrs. Pleafance : therefore 


[To them. 


vse Secure you of Rivalfhip. Dis. I thank thee, 


My noble Parfos : There’s Five hundred pound 
~ Waits on thee more for that. Po/. Accoft the Neice: 
Yonder the walks alone: Pll move the Aunt :' 


| But here’s the Goffip ; the expeéts a morfel. 


‘| I fee by their clofe working of their Heads, 


~The Magnetich Lady. —S=*~S~S«w SS 


Fay 


Ha’ you ne’er a Ring, or Toy to throw away? 
Dia.Y es, here’s a Diamond of fome Threefcore Pound 
I pray you give herthat. Pal. If the will take it. 
Dia. And there’s an Emerald for the Do&or too : 
Thou Parfon, thou fhale coinme:Iamthine. ~~ , 
Pal. Here Mr. Compa/s comes : Do you fee my Lady, 
And all the reft, how they do flutter about him ? 
He is the Oracle of the Houfe and Family. 
Now is your time: go nick it with the Neice : 
I will walk by 5 and hearken how the Chimes go. 


Act II. Scene V. 


| Compafs. [Zo therm. 

Com. Ay, Parfon, ftand not off ; you may approach: 

N This is no fuch hid Point of Baie. Coan 
But you may hear it ; for we are all of Counfel. 
The gentle Mr. Praé:/e hath deale clearly, 
And nobly with you, Madam. 

Lad, Ha’ you talk’d with him ? 

And made the Overture? Com. Yes, firft I mov’d 
The Bufinefs crufted to me by your Ladifhip, 
P your gwn words, almoft your very Syllables : 
Save where my Memory trefpafs’d ’gainft their Elegance: 
For which I hope your Pardon. Then I inlarg’d 
In my own homely Stile, the {pecial goodnefs 
And greatnefs of your Bounty in your Choice, 
And free conferring of a Benefit, 
So without ends, conditions, any tye, 
But his meer Vertue, and the value of it, 
To call him to your Kindred, to your Veins, 
Infert‘him in your Family, and to make him 
A Nephew by the offer of a Neice, 
Wich fuch a Portion ; which when he had heard, 


| And moft maturely acknowledg’d (as his Calling 


Tends all unto maturity) he return’d 
A Thanks as ample as the Curtefie, 
(Jn my Opinion) ; faid it was a Grace, 
Too great to be rejected or accepted 
By him! But as the Terms ftood with his Fortune, 
He was not to prevaricate with your Ladithip, 
But rather to require ingenious leave, 
He might with the fame love that it was offer’d 
Refufe ic, fince he could not with his honeity, 
(Being he was ingag’d before) receive it. 
_ Pal.The fame he faid to me. Com. And name the Party ? 
Pal. He did, and he did not. 
Com. Come, leave your Schemes, | 
And fine Ampbibolies, Parfon. Pal. You'll hear more. 
Pol, Why, now your Ladifhip is free to chufe 
The Courtier Sir Diaphanoms : he thall do ic, 
I'll move it tohim my felf. 
Lad. What will you move to him ? 
Pol. The making you a Countrefs. 
Lad. Stint, fond Woman. 
Know you the Party Mr. Praéfife means ? 
[ Zo: Compa/s. 
Com. No, but your Parfin fays he knows, Madam. 
Lad. Ifear he Fables; Parfon, do you know 
Where Mr. Praétife isingag’d? Pal. Viltell you! 
But under feal, her Mother muft not know : 
°Tis with your Ladifhips Woman, Mrs. Plea/ance. 
Com. How ! Lad. He is not mad. _% 


Are you fure, Parjin? Lad. O’cis true, your Miltris: 
I find where your Shooe wrings you, Mr. Compa/s: 
But, you'll look co him there. Com. Yes, here’s Sir Moath, 


| Your Brother, with his Bias, and che Party 


Deep in difcourfe ; "twill be a Bargain and Sale, 


I. O hide the hid S vA eae shee 
Pal. hide the hideous Secret si &@ eu gad”, 
From her, the'll rouble all elfe. Yom do ae Ae 7. 
A Cricket by the Wing. Com. Did he name Pleafance? py 


And 
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And rurfning them together fo in Courffel. 

Lad. Will Mr. Praétife be of Counfel againft us ? 

Com. He isa Lawyer, and mutt fpeak for his Fee, - 
Againft his Father and Mother, all his Kindred ; 

His Brothers or his Sifters : no exception 

Lies at the Common-Law. He mutt not alter 
Néture for Form, but goon in his Path—— 

Tt may be he will be for us. Do not you 

Offer to meddle, let them take their Courfe : 
Difpatch, and marry her off to any Husband ; 
Be not you fcrupulous ; lec who can have her : 
So he lay down the Portion, though he geld‘it : 
It will maintain the fait againft him :fomewhart, 
Something in hand is better than no Birds ; 

He fhall at laft accompt for the utmoft Farthing, 
If you can keep your hand from a Difcharge. 

Pol. Sir, do but make her Worfhipful Aunt a Countefs, 
And fheis yours: her Aunt has Worlds to leave you! 
The Wealth of fix Ea/t-Indian Fleets at leaft ! 

Her Husband, Sir fobn Load/tone, was the Governour 
O’ the Company feven years. Dia. And caine there home 
Six Fleets in feven years? Pol. I cannot cell, 

I muft atcend my Goflip her good Ladifhip. 

Pla. And will you make mea Vi-countefs too ? For, 
How do they make a Countefs? in a Chair ? 

Or ’pon a Bed? Dia.Both ways,fweet Bird,Tll fhew you. 


Act IL Scene VI. 


Intereft, Practife, Bias, Compa/s, Palate, Rut, 
Tronfide. [To them. 


Int.“44*He truth is, Mr. Pradfife, now we are fure 
That you are off, we dare come on the holder : 
he Portion left was Sixteen thoufand pound, 
I do confefs ir, as a juft man fhould. 
And call here Mr. Compafs, with thefe Gentlemen, 
To, the relation : I will {till be juft. 
Now tor the Profits every way arifing, | 
It was the Donors Wifdom, thofe fhould pay 
Me for my Watch, and breaking of my Sleeps 3 
Jt is no petty charge, you know that fum ; 
To keep a man awake for Fourteen year. 
Pra. But (as you knew to ufe it?’ that time) 
Tt would reward your waking. Int. That’s my Induftry, 
As it might be your Reading,: Study and Counfel ; 
And now your Pleading, who denies it you ? 
T have my Calling too. Well, Sir, the Contract 
Is with this Gentleman, Ten thoufand pound. 
(An ample Portion for a younger Brother, 
With a foft, tender, delicate Rib of Mans Flefh, 
That he may work like Wax, and print upon.) 
He expeéts no more, than that fum to be tendred, 
And he receive it : Thofe are the Conditions. 
Pra. A dire&t Bargain, and in open fale Market. 
Int. And what I have turnifh’d him withal o? the by, 
To appear, or fo: A matter of Four hun@red, 
To be deduc’d upo’ the payment.—— Bia. Right. 
You deal like a juft Man fill. Ive. Draw up this, 
Good Mr. Pracétife, for us, and be f{peedy. | 
Pra. But here’s a mighty gain, Sir, you have made» 
OF this one Stock ! the Principal firft doubled, 
In che firft Seven year ; and thae redoubled 
P the next Seven! befide Six thoufand pound, 
There’s threefcore thoufand got in Fourteen year, 
After the ufual Rate of Teni’ the Hundred, _ 
And the Ten thoufand paid. Jw. Ithink it be! 
Pra. Llow will you {cape the Clamour and the Envy? 
Int. Let ’em exclaim and envy 3 what care I? 
Their Murmurs raifeno Blifters’ my Fleth. 
My Monies are my Blood, my Parents Kindred : 
And he that lovesnot thofe, he is unnatural: 
lam perfwaded thatthe love of Money 


Is nora Vertue, only in a Subject, 


\ 


But might befit a Prince. And (were there need) 

I find me able to make good the Affertion, 

To any reafonable mans Underftanding ; 

And make him to confefs it. Com. Gentlemen, 
Doctors, and Scholars, you'll hear this, and look for, 
As much true fecular Wit, and deep Lay-fenfe, 

As can be fhown on fuch a common Place. 

Int. Firft, we all know the Soul of man is infinite 
In what it covets. Who defireth knowledge, 
Defires it infinitely. Who covets Honour, 

Covets it infinitely : Ic will be then 
No hard thing for a coveting man to prove, 


Or to contefs, he aims at infinite Wealth. 7 ae 


Com. His Soul lying that way. 


( Int. Next, every man 
Is i? the hope or poflibility 


Of a whole World: this prefent World being nothing, ; 
But che difperfed Iffue of firft_one: $8! 


And therefore I cannot fee, but a juft man 

May with juift reafon, and in office ought 

Propound unto himfelf. Com. Aninfinice Wealth ! 

Dll bear the Burden: Go you on, Sir Moath. 
Int. Thirdly, if wecontider man a Member 

But of the Body Politick, we know, 3 

By juft Experience, thac che Prince hath need 

More of one Wealthy, than ten fighting Men. 
Com. There you went out o’ the Road, a little from us. 
Int. And therefore, if the Princes aims be infiniee, 

It muft be in that, which makesall. Com. Infinite Wealth: 
Int. Fourthly, *tis natural to all good Subjeds, 

To fet a price on Money, more than Fools 

Ought on their Mrs. Pi@ure ; every Piece 

Fro’ the Penny to the Twelve pence, being the Hierogls- 

And facred Sculpture of the Soveraign. (phick, 
Com. A manifeft Conclufion, and a fafe one. 
Int. Fifthly, Wealth gives a Man the leading Voice, 

At all Conventions ; and difplaceth worth, 

with general allowance to all Parties: 

It makes a Trade totake the Wall of Vertue ; 

And the mere Iffue of a Shop Right Honourable. 

sixthly, it doch inable him that hath ie, | 

To the performance of all real Actions, 


Referring him to himfelf ftill : and not binding 582 


His Will to any Circumftance ; without him ; 
Ic gives him precife knowledge of himfelf; 
For, be he rich, he ftraight with evidence knows 
Whether he have any compafiion, 
Or inclination unto Vertue, or no ; 
Where the poor Knave erroneoufly believes, 
If he were rich, he would build Churches, or 
Do fuch mad things. Seventhly, your wife poor Men 
Have ever been contented to obferve 
Rich Fools, and fo to ferve their turns upon them: 
Subjecting all their Wit to the others Wealth. 
And become Gentlemen Parafites, Squire Bawds, 
To feed their Patrons honourable Humours. 
Eightly, ’tis certain that a Man may leave 
His Wealth, or to his Children, or his Friends; 
His Wit he cannot fo difpofe by Legacy ? 
As they thall be a Harrington the better for’e. / 

Com. He may intail'a eft upon his Houfe : 
Or leave a Tale to his Pofterity, : 
| Enter Tronfide. 
To be told after him. Jro. As you have done here ? 
T’invite your Friend and Brother to a Feaft, 
Where al the Guefts are fo mere Heterogene, 
And Strangers, no Man knows another, or cares 
If chey be Chriftians or Mahumetans ! 
That here are met. Com. Is’t any thing to you, Brother, 
To know Religions morethan thofe you fight for ? 

Iro. Yes, and with whom [eat. I may difpute, 
And how fhallI hold Argument with fuch, 
I neither know their Humours nor their Herefies 3 
Which are Religions now, and fo receiv’d ? 
Here’s no Man among chefe that keeps a Servant, _ 

_ T’inguire 


The Magnetick Lady. 


To? inquire his Mafter of: yee 7 the Houfe, 
bhear ie buz’d there are a brace of Doctors, 
A Fool, and a Phytician; witha Courtier, 
That feeds on Mulberry: leaves, like a true Sik worm : 
A Lawyer, and a mighty Money-Bawd, | 
Sir Moath ! has brought his politick Bias with him: 
A manof a moit animadverting humour ; 
Who, to endear himfelf unto his Lord, : 
Will tell him, you and I, or any of us, 
That here are met, are all perncious Spirits, 
And menof peftilent purpofe, meanly affected - 
Unto the State we live in: and beget 
Himfelf a chanks with the great men o’ the time, 
By breeding Jealouties in them of us, 
Shall crofs our Fortunes, fruftrate our Endeavours, 
Twice feven years after: And this trick be call’d 
Cutting of Throats, with a whifperingy or a Pen-knife. 
I ae rhe THOT now, Tam Bound in Honour, 
And by the Law of Arms, to fee it done ; 
I dareto doit; and I dare profefs 
The doing of it: being tofuch a Rafcal, 
Who is the common offence grown of mankind, 
And worthy to be torn up from fociery. 
Com. You fhall nor do it here, Sir. | 
Tro. Why? will you : 
Intreat your felf into a beating for him, 
My courteous Brother ? If you will, have at you, 
No mian deferves it better (now I think on’r) 
Than you: that will keep confore with fuch Fidlers, 
Pragmatick Flies, Fools, Publicans, and Moaths: 
And leave your honeft and adopted Brother. 
Int. Beit raife the Houfe upon him, to fecure us; ° 
He'll kill. us all! Pal. I love no Blades in Belts. 
Rut. Nor. Bia. Would I were at my Shop again, 
In Court, fafe ftow’d up, with 7 politick Bundels. 
Com. How they are {fcarrer’d! 
Into the cranies of a rotten Bed- ftead. cis 
Com. I told you fuch a paffage would difperfe ’em, 
Although che Houfe were their Fee.fimple in Law, 
_ And they poffeft of all the bleflings in it. 


Iro. Pray Heaven they be not frighted from their Sto- 
(machs: 


That fo my Ladies Table be disfurnifh’d 
Of the Provifions! Cem. No, the Parfon’s calling 
By this time, all the Covey again, tegether. 

Here comes good tydings! Dinner’s 0’ the Board. 


Act IL Scene VIL. 
Compafs, Pleafance. 


Com. Si Mrs. Pleafance, I muft ask you a queftion : 
Ha’ you any SutesinLaw? Pile. 1, Mr.Compa/s ? 


Com. Anfwer me briefly, it is dinner time. 
They fay you have retain’d brisk Mr. Practice 
Here, of your Counfel ; and are to be join’d 
A Patentée with him. Ple. In what ? who fays fo? 
You are difpos’d to jeft. Com. No, Tam in earnett. : 
Ic is given our i’ the Houfe fo, Taflure yous 
- But keep your right to your felf, and not acquaint 
A common Lawyer with your Cafe. If he 
Once find the gap; a thoufand will leap after. 
- Pil tell you more anon. Pile. This Riddle fhews 
A little like a Love-trick, 0’ one face, _ 
If I could underftandit. Iwill ftudy ir. 


CHORUS... 


Dam[)Ut whom doth your Poet mean now by this— 
Mr. Bias? what Lord’s Secretary doth he pur- 


pofe to perfonate, or perftringe ? 


Boy. You might as well ask me, what Alderman, or 
Alderman’s Mate,.he meant by Sir Moath Intereft? or 
what eminent Lawyer, by the ridiculous Mr. Praéféce ? 
who hath rather his name invented for laughter, chan 
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ee 
any offence or injury it can ftick on the reverend Pyo- 
feffors of the Law: And fo the wife oncs will chink. 


Pro. It is an infiduous queftion, Brother Damplay ! 


Iniquity ic felf would nothave urg’dir. It is picking 

the Lock of the Scene, not opening it the fair way with 

a Key. 4 Play, though it apparel, and prefene Vices in. 
general, flies from all particularities in Perfons. Would 

you ask of Plautus, ard Terence, (if they bothliv’d now). 
who were Davas, or Pfendolus in the Scene ? who Pyrgo- 

polinices, or Thrafo? who Euclioof Mdenedemus 2 


Boy. Yes, he would : and inquire of Martial, or any 


other Epigrammatift, whom he meant by Titixs, or Sujar, 
(the common Fobn a Noke, or Fobn a Stile) under whom 
they note all Vices and Errors, taxable to the Times? As 
if there could not be a name for a Folly fitted ta the 


Stage, but there muft be a Perfon in nature found out to 
own it. | | 


Dam, Why, Ican phant’'fie a Perfon to my felf, Buy, 


who (hall hinder me? 


Boy. And in not publifhing him, you do no man an 


injury. Bue if you will utter your own ill meaning on 
that Perfon, under the Author’s words, you make a Li- 
bel of his Comedy. dire < 
Dam. QO, he told us that in a Prologue long fince.A7+4/ 

Boy. If you do the fame reprehenfible fi things, mnt nn 
the fame reprehenfion will ferve you, though you heard 


it afore: They are his own words : I can invent no bet- 
ter, nor he. 


Pro. It is the foletnn vice of interpretation, that de- 


forms the Figure of many a fair Scene, by drawing ir 
awry-; and, indeed, is the civil murder of moft good 
Plays: \f I fee a thing vively prefenred on the Stage, that 
the Glafs of cuftom (which is Comedy) is fo held up to 
me by the Poet, as I can therein view the daily examples 
of Mens lives, and mages of truth, in their Manners, fo 
drawn for my delight, or profit, as I may (either way) 
ufe them: and willl, rather (than make that true ute) 
hunt out the Perfons to defame, by my malice of mifap- 
plying ? and imperil the innocence and candor of the Au- 
thor, by his calumny ? Ic is an unjuft way of hearing and “sz 
beholding P/ays, this, and moft unbecoming a Genileman 
to appear malignantly witty in anothers /Vor &. 

Boy. They are no other but narrow, and fhrunk na- 
tures, fhrivel’d up, poor things, that cannot think well of 
| themfelves, who dare to detracé others. Thae Signature 
is upon them, and ic will laft. A half-wittcd Barbari/m ! 
| which no Barbers Art, or his Balls, will ever expunge or 
cake out. 


Dam. Why, Boy? This were a {trange Empire, or ra- 


ther a Tyranny, you would entitle your Poet to, over 
Gentlemen , that they fhoald come to hear, and fee 
Plays, and fay nothing for their Money. 


Boy. O, yes, fay what you will; fo it be to purpofe 


and in place. 


Dam. Cari any thing be out of purpofe at a Ply? I, 


fee no reafon, it I come here, and give my cighteen 
Pence, or two Shillings for my Seat, but I fhould cake it 
out in cenfure, on the Stage. 


Boy. Your two Shilling worthis allow’d you: bue you 


will cake your ten Shilling worth, your twenty Shilling 
worth, and more: And teach others (about you) to do 
the like, chat follow your leading Face; as if you were 
tocry up or down every Scene by contederacy, be ie 
right or wrong. 


Dam. Who fhould teach us the right,or wrong ata Play? 
Boy.. If your own Science cannot do it, or the Jove of 


Modefty, and Truth ; all other intreaties, or attempts— 
are vain. You are fitter Spectators tor the Bears, than 
.us, or the Puppets. ‘This is a popular ignorance indeed, 
fomewhat berter apparel’d in you, than the People: bue - 
a hard-handed, and ftiff ignorance, worthy a Trewel, or. 
a Hammer-man; and not only fie to be fcorn’d, but to 
be triumph’d ore. Dam. By whom, Buy? 


Bey. No 


Vie 0? 
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Boy. No pagticular, bute the general negle&, and fi- 
lence. Good Mafter Damplay, be your {elf ftill, wichout 
a fecond : few here are of your opinion co day, I hope; 
to morrow, I am fure there will be none, when they 
have ruminated this. | | 

Pro, Let us mind what you come for, the P/ay, which 
will draw on to the Epitajis now. 


Act III. Scene I. 
Item, Needle, Keep, Pleafance. 


Item. W Bers Mr. Doétor? Nee. O, Mr. Tim Item, 
His learned ’Pothecary! you are welcome: 

He is within at Dinner. Item. Dinner! Death! 

That he will eat now, having fuch a bufinefs, 


_ That fo concernshim! Nee. Why, can any bufinefs 


Concern a man like his Meat? Ite. O twenty Millions, 
Toa Phyfician that’s in practice: | 

Do bring him news,from all the Points o’ the Compafs, 
(That’s all the parts of the fublunary Globe ) 

Of times, and double times. Nee. In, in, {weet Item, 
And furnifh forth the Table wich your news: 


$89Deferve your Dinner: Sow out your whole Bag full: 


rd 


rofl. dnp 


The Guefts will hear it. Ite. I heard they were out. 
Nee. Butthey are piec’d, and put together again; 

You may go in, you'll find chem at high eating : 

The Parfox has an edifying Stomach, 

And a perfuading Palate (like his name: ) 

He hath begun three draughts of Sack in Doéfrines, 


And four in Ufest Ite. And they follow him. ~~ 


Nee. No, Sit Diaphanous is a Recufant 
In Sack. He only takes it in French Wine, 
With an allay of Water. In, in, Iter, 


1 And leave your pecping. Keep. Ihave a months mind, 


wptlinr fs “To peep a ittle too. Sweet, Mas’ Needle, 
pps & yy How are they fet? Nee. At the Boards-end, my Lady— 
Cit Un, 


Keep. And my young Mrs.byher ? Nee. Yes, the Parfon 


1 bt Ves WeTOn the right-hand (as he'll not lofe his place 


"5 i 


For thrufting ) and ’gainft him Mrs. Polifh: 
Next, Sir Diaphanous, againft Sir Afcath ; 


ae tofu og one again another : then the Soldier, 
wn bolo 


The man of War; and manof Peace, the Lawyer : 


ide. And Mr. Compas circumtcribeth all. 


heal" “f w,Then the pert Doctor, and the politick Bias, - 
« 
hil Pete 


~ 
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Ple. Nurfe Keep, nurfe Keep ! 
Nee. What noife is that wichin ? 
Ple. Come to my Miftrifs, all cheir Weapons are out. 


[A noife within. 


Nee. Mifchief of -men! what day, what hour is this ? 


Keep. Run for the Cellar of Strong-waters, quickly. 


Act TIL Scene IL 
To them after. | Compafi, Tronfide. 


Com. WeEe you a Mad-man to de this at Table ? 
And trouble all che Guefts, to affright the 
Ladies, | 8 
And Gentlewomen? Jro. Pox upo’ your Women, 
And your half-man there, Court-Sit Amber-gris : 
A perfum’d Braggare: He muft drink his Wine 
Wich three parts Water; and have Amber in that too. 
Com. And you muft therefore break his Face witha 
.  Glafs, | 
And wah his Nofein Wine. ro. Cannot he drink 
In Orthodox, but he muft have his Gums, 
And Panym Drugs? 
Com, You fhould have us’d the Glafs 
Rather as Balance, than the Sword of Juftice: 
But you have cut his Face with ic, he bleeds. 


. Come you thall take your San@uary with me ; 


The whole honfe will be up in Arms gainft you elfe, © 
Within this half hour: this way co my Lodging. 


A fusstiren Ht Yen 


atpaates tipm afi tt WBrondys (Meabtrot g 


a po Yits vy Dacf v. ; 


Rut, Lady, Polifh, Keep carrying Placentia over the Stage. | 


Pleafance, Item. 


Rut. A moft rude ation! carry her to her Bed ; 

And ufe the Fricace to her, with-thofe Oils. 

Keep your news, Items, now, and tend this bufinefs. 

Lad. Good Goffip look toher. 

Pol. How do you, fweet charge ? 

Keep.She’s in a fweat. Pol. I, and a faine fweat marry. 
Rut. Let her alone to Zim: he has diredtions, 

V'll hear your news Tim Item, when you ha’ done. 

Lad. Was ever fucha Gueft brought to my Table? 
Rut. Thefe boiftrous Soldiers ha’ no better breeding. 

Here Mr. Compa/s comes: where’s your Captain, 

Rudbudibras de ‘lronfide? Com. Gone out of Doors. 

Lad. Would he had ne’er come in them, I may with. 

He has difcredited my Houfe, and Board, 

With his rude fwaggering manners, and endanger’d 

My Nieces Health (by drawing of his Weapon) 

God knows how fars for Mr. Doctor does not. 

Com. The Dodtor is an Afs then, if he fay fo, 

And cannot with his conjuring names, Hippocrates, 

Galen, or Rafis, Avicen, Averroes, 

Cure a poor Wenches falling in a {woon : 

Which a poor Farthing chang’d in Rofz folss, 

Or Cynnamon-water would. Lad. How now? how does 
Keep. She’s fomewhat better. [the ? 
Mr. Item has brought her 

A little about. Pol. But there’s Sir Aoath, your Brother, 

Is fall’n into a fito’ the Happyplex, 

It were a happy place for him, and us, 

If he could fteal to Heaven thus: All the Houfe 

Are calling Mr. Do@or, Mr. Doétor. 

The Parfon he has gi’n him gone, chis half hour ; 

He’s pale in the Mouth already, for the fear 

O” the fierce Captain. Lad. Help me to my Chamber, 

Nurfe Keep : would I could fee the day no more, 

But night hung over me, like fome dark Cloud ; 

That, buried with this lofs of my good name, 


_ | I,and my Houfe might perith, thus forgocten— 


Com. Her taking ic to heart thus, more afflicts me 
Than all thefe accidents, for they'll blow over. 


Act Ill. Scene IL 
Prattice, Silk-worm, Compafs. 


des £3 was a barbarous injury, I confefs : . 
But if Pikes will be counfell’d, Sir, by me, 

The reverend Law lies open to repair 
Your Reputation. That will gi? you damages ; 
Five thoufand Pound for a Finger, I have known | 
Given in Court : and’ let me pack your Jury. 

Silk. There’s nothing vexes me, but chat he has ftain’d 
My new white Sattin Doublet ; and befpatter’d 
My {pick and fpan Silk-ftockings, o’ the day 

hey were drawn on: and here’s a fpot i? my Hole too. 


Com. Shrewd maims! your Clothes are wounded de- ° 


{perately, | | 

And that (I think ) eroubles a Courtier more, 

An exa@ Courtier, than a gafh in his Fleth. 

Silk. My Flefh ? I fwear had he giv’n me twice fo 

much, | 

I never fhould ha’ reckon’d it. But my Clothes 

To be defac’d, and ftigmatiz’d fo foully ! 

I cake it as acontumely done me 


| Above the wifdom of our Laws to right. 


Com. Why, then you'll challenge him ? 
Silk. T will advife, 
Though Mr. Praétice here doth urge the Liw; 
And reputation it will make me of credic, 
Befide great damages. (Let him pack my Jury.) | 
| | Com. He 
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Com. He fpeaks like Mr. Praéfice, one that is 
: The Child of a Profeflion he’s vow’d to, 

Andervant to the ftudy he hath taken, 
544A pure Apprentice at Law! But you muft have f 
The Counfel o’ the Sword ; and fquare your action 
Unto their Canons, and that Brother-hood, 
If you do right. Pra. I tell you, Mr. Compa/s, 
You fpeak not like a Friend unto the Laws, 
Nor {carce a fubjeé, to perfwade him thus, 
Unto the breach o’ the Peace: Sir you forget 
t39¢There is a Court above, of the Star-Chamber, 
To punith Routs and Riots. Com. No, young Matter, 
Alchough your name be Praéfice therein Term-ame, 
Ido remember it.’ But you'll noe hear 
What I was bound to fay ; but like a wild } 
Young haggard Jutftice, fly at breach o’ the Peace, 
Before you know whether the amorous Knight 
Dares break the Peace of Confcience in a Duel. 
Silk. Troth, Mr. Compa/s, I take you my Friend ; 
You fhall appoint of me in any matter 
That’s reafonable, fo we may meet fair, 
On eventerms. Com. I thall perfwade no other, 
(And take your learned Countel to advife you) 
Pll run along with him. You fay you'll meet him 
On even terms. I donot fee indeed 
How that can be, ’twixt Ironfide and yous 
Now I confider it. Heis my Brother. 
I doconfefs (we ha’ call’d fo twenty year: ) 
But you are, Sir, a Knight in Court, allied there, 
And fo befriended, you may eafily anfwer 
The worft fuccefs: He a known, noted, bold _ 
Boy o’ the Sword, hath all Mens Eyes upon him ; 
And there’s no London-Jury, but are led 
In Evidence, as far by common Fame, 
As ctiey are by prefent'Depofition. _ 
Then vou have many Brethren, and near Kinfmen. 
If he kill you, ie will be a lafting quarrel 
>Twixe them, and him. Whereas Rud. Ironfide, 
Although he ha’ got his Head into a Beaver, 
Wich a huge Feather, ’s but a Corriers Son, 
And has not two old Cordov’an Skins to leave 
In Leather Caps to mourn him in, if he die. 
Again, you are generally belov’d, he hated 
So much, that all che Hearts, and Votes of Men 
Go with you, in the wifhing all profperity 
Unto your purpofe:: he’s @ fat, corpulent, 
Unwieldy Fellow : you, a dieted Spark, 
Fic for the Combat. He has kill’d fomany, 
As-it is ten to one his turn 1s next 5 
' You never fought with any ; lefs, flew any : 
¢ 3sAnd therefore have the hopes before you. 
I hope thefe things thus {pecified unto you, . 
Are fair advantages: you cannot encounter 
Him upon equal terms. Befide, Sir Silk-aworm, 
He hath done you wrong in a moft high degree: 
And fenfe of fuch an injury receiv’d, 
- Should fo exacuate, and wet your Choler, 
As you fhould count your felf an Hoft of Men, 
Compar’d to him. And therefore you, Brave Sir, 
Have no more reafon to provoke, or challenge 


me, 


& 3§Him, than the huge great Porter hastotryp , 
His ftrength upon an (ating Silk. Mr. Compa/s, | 


You rather {pur me on, than any way 
Abate my Courage to che Enterprife. 
Com. All Counfel’s as it’s taken. If you ftand 
On point of Honour, not t’ have any odds, 
I have rather then diffuaded you, than otherwife: 
If upon terms of humour and revenge, 
I have encourag’d you. So that I chink, 
Ihave done the part of a Friend on either fide : 
In furnifhing your fear with matter firft, 
If you have any : Or, if you dare fight, 
To heighten, and confirm your refolution. : 
Pra. I now docrave your pardon, Mr. Compa/s : 
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I did not apprehend your way before; 
The true Perimiter of it: you have Circles, 


| And fitch fine Draughts about ! Sil: Sir, do thank you, 


I thank you, Mr. Compa/s, heartily ; 

I muft confefs, I never fought before, 

And F’ll be glad to do things orderly, 

In the right place: I pray you inftru@ me. 
Is't beft I fight ambitioufly, or malicioufly ? 

Com. Sir, if you never fought before, be wary, 
Truft not your felf too much. Silk. Why? I affure you; 
I'm very angry. Com. Do not fuffer, though, 

The flatuous, windy Choler of yourHeart, 

To move the Clapper of your Underftanding, 
Which is the guiding faculty, your Reafon : 

You know not, if you'll fight, or no, being brought 
Upo’ the place. Sik O yes,I have imagin’d / 
Him treble arm’d, provok’d too, and as furioué 

As Homer makes Achilles; and I fin | 

My felf not frighted with his Fame one jot. 

Com. Well, yet take heed. Thee fights imaginary, 
Are lefs than skirmithes ; the fight of Shadows : 

For Shadows have their figure, motion, 

And their umbratil a@ion from the real 

Pofture, and motion of the Bodies a@ : 

Whereas (imaginarily) many times, 

Thofe Men may fight, dare icarce eye one another, 


And much lefs meet. But if there be no help, 


Faith I would with you, fend him a fair Challenge. 
Silk. 1 will go pen it prefently. Com. Bue word it 
In the moft generous terms: Sil&. Let me alone. 
Pra. And filken Phrafe: the courtlieft kind of quarref. 


Com. He'll make it a Petition for bis Peace. +2 4, oh 
Pra. O, yes, of right, and be may doit by Law, Fro LEA a ox 
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Act III. 
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Rut, Palate, Bias, bringing out Intereff in a Chair: Item, 
Polifh following. 


~~ bririg him out into the Air a little: 
There fec him down.Bow him, yet bow him more, 


| Dath that fame Glafs of Water in his Face: 


Now tweak him bythe Nofe. Hard, harder yet: 
If it but call che Blood up from the Heart, 
I ask no more. See, what a fear can do! (him. 
Pinch him in the Nape of the Neck now3; nip him, nip 
Ite. He feels, there’s life in him. - 
Pal. He groans, and firs. | 
Rat. Tell him the Captain’s gone. 
Int. Ha! Pal. He’sgone,Sir 1 
Rst;« Gy? him a box, hard, hard, on his left Ear. 
Int. O! Rut. How do you feel your felf? 
Int. Sore, fore. ; 
Ret. But where? (Head. 
Int. Y my Neck. Ret. Inipe him there. Ive. And 7? my 
Rat. 1 box'd him twice,or thrice,to move thofe Sinews. 
Bia.l {wear you did. Pol.What a brave Man’s a Door, 
To beat one into Healeh! I thought his blows 
Would e’en ha’ kill’d him : he did feel no more 
Than a great Horfe. Jnr. Is che wild Captain gone? 
That Manof murther? Ba. All iscalm and quiet. 
Int. Say you fo, Coufen Bias ? Then all’s well. 
Pal.How quickly a Man is loft! Bye. And foon recover’d! 


Pol. Where there are means, and Dogtors,learned Men, } OR ant ean, 
And their Apothecaries, who are not now, Jom ef Ah, 
( As Chaweer fays) their friendfhip to begin. Kirk why hod Le < 
Well, could they teach each other how to win (fp. we eee 


Pcheir {wath Bands. — Rwt.Leave your Poetry,good Gof- 7 
Your Chawcer’s Clouts, and wath your Dithes wich ’em, 
We mutt rub up the Roots of his Difeafe, 
And crave your peace awhile, or elfe your abfence. 
Pol.Nay,I know when to hold my peace.Rat.Then do it. 
Gi’ me your Hand, Sir Moath. Let’s feel your Pulfe. | 


qc is a purtinefs, a kind of ftoppage, 
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Or tumour o’ the Purfe, for want of exercife, 
That you are troubled with: fome ligatures 
Vth neck of your Vefica, or Mar[upium, 

Are fo clofe knit, that you cannot evaporate 3 


And therefore you muft ufe relaxatives. 
Befide, they fay, you are fo reftive grown, 


“You cannot but with trouble put your Hand 


Into your Pocket,to difcharge a Reckoning. 
And this we Sons of Phyfick do call Chiragra, 


A kind of Cramp, or Hand-Gour. You fhall purge for’. 


ech - a 
Aedes 
Q) Aad 
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Ire. Indeed your Worfhip fhould do wel] t’ advile him 
To cleanfe his Body, all the three high- ways 
That is, by Sweat, Purge, and Phlebotomy. 

Rut. You fay well, learned T#m, Vil firft prefcribe him, 
To give his Purfea purge once, twice a week 
Ac Dice, orCards: And when che weather is open, 
Sweat at a Bowling-Alley : or belec Blood — 

V che lending Vein, and bleed a matter of fifty, 

Or threefcore Ounces ata time. Then put 

Your Thumbs under your Girdle, and have fome body 
Elfe pull out your Purfe for you, cill with more eafe, 
And a good habit, you can do it your felf. 

And then be fure always to keep good Diet; 

And h’ your Table furnifh’d from one end 

Unto tother ;: It is good for the Eyes 3 

But feed you onone difh ftill, ha’ your Diet-drink 

ver in Bottles ready, which muft come 
From the King’s-head : I will prefcribe you nothing, 
But what I’ take before you mine own telf: 

«That ismy courfe wich all my Patients. 

Pal, Very methodical, Secundim Artem, 


bof'r (Us~caB iz, And very fate pro captu recipients. 


J* Pol, Allerrant learned Men, how they {pute Latin! 


Rut. [had it of a ‘Few, anda great Rabbi, — 
Who every morning caft his Cup of White-wine 
Wich Sugar, and by the refidence i’ the bottom, 
Would make report of any Chronick malady, 
Such as Sir Moath’s is, being an oppilation, 
In that you call the Neck o’ the Money-bladder, 
Moft anatomical, and by diffection. LEnter Nurfe. 
' Keep. O, Mr. Doctor, and his ’Pothecary ! 
Good Mr. Item, and my Miftrifs Polifh: 
We need you all above! She’s fall’n again, 
In a worte fit than ever. Pol.Who? Keep. Your charge. 
Pol. Come away Gentlemen. | 
_ Int. This fie wich the Doctor, 
Hath mended me paft expectation. 


Act IIL Scene V. 
Compafs, Diaphanous, Prattice, Bias, Ironfide. 


Com. O Sir Diaphanonw, ha’ you done ? 
| Dia. Tha’ brought ic. 
Pra. That’s well.- Com. But who fhall carry it now? 
- Dia. A Friend: - | 
Vl find a Friend to carry it3 Mr. Bias here 
Will not deny methat. Bia. Whatis’t? Dia. To carry 
A Challenge I have writ unto the Caprain. 
Bigs. Faith, but I will, Sir, you fhall pardon me | 


’ For’a.twi-reafon of State: Ill bear no Challenges; 


I will not hazard my Lord’s favour fo ; 


_ Or. forfeitsmine own judgmene with his Honour, 


To turn a‘Ruffian: I have to commend me 
Noughte but his Lordfhips good opinion ; 
And tot my Kallygrapby, a tair Hand, 
Fic for a Secretary : Now you know, a Man’s Hand 
Being his executing pare in fight, 
Is more obnoxious to the common peril— 
Dia. You thall nor fight, Sir, you thall only fearch 
My Antagonift; commit us fairly there 
Upo’ the Ground onequal terms. Bia. O, Sir! 
But if my Lord fhould hear I ftood at end 
Of any quarrel, ’twere an end of me 
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In a ftate courfe! I ha’ read the Politicks ; 
And heard th’ opinions of our beft Divines. 
_ Com, The Gentleman has reafon ! Where was firft 
The birth of your acquaintance ? or the Cradle 
Ot your ftri& friendfhip made? Dia.We metin France,Sir, 
Com. In France ! that Garden of humanity, 
The very Seed-plot of all courtefies 
I wonder that your friendfhip fuck’d that Aliment, 
The Milk of France; and fee this fowre effe@ . 
It doth produce, *gainft all the {weets of travel: . 
There, every Gencleman profefling Arms, 
Thinks he is bound in Honour toimbrace 
The bearing of a Challenge for another, 
Wichout or queftioning the caufe, or asking 
Leaft colour of a reafon. There’s no Cowardice, 
No Poultrounery, like urging why ? wherefore 2 
But carry a Challenge, die, and do the thing. 
Bia. Why, hear you, Mr. Compa/s, I but crave 
Your Ear in private? I would carry his Challenge, 
If I but hop’d your Captain angry enough 
To kill him: For (co tell you truth) this Knight, 
Is an impertinent in Court, ( we think him : ) 
And troubles my Lord’s Lodgings, and his Table 
With frequent, and unneceflary vifits, 
Which we (the better fore of Servants) like not : 
Being his Fellows in all other places, 
But at our Mafter’s board; and we difdain - 
To do thofe fervile offices, oft-times, 
His foolith Pride, and Empire will exad, 
Againft the heart, or humour of a Gentleman. 
Com. Truth, Mr. Bias,P'd not ha’ you think 
{peak to flatter you: but you are one 
O’ the deepeft Politicks I ever met, 
And the moft fubtilly rational. Iadmire you: 
But do not you conceive in fuch a cafe, 
That you are acceflory to his death, | 
From whom you carry a Challenge with fuch purpofe. 
Bia. Sir, the corruption of one thing in nature, — 
Isheld che G tion of another 5 % 
And therefore, I had as lieve be acceffory 
Unto his death, as to his life. Com. A new 
Moral Philofophy too ! you'll carry ’t chen. 
Bia If 1 were fure ’t would not incenfe his choler 
To beat the Meffenger. Com. O’ Pil fecure you, 
You fhall deliver it in my Lodging, {fafely, 
And do your Friend a fervice worthy thanks. 
_ Bia. Til venture it, upon fo good Indudion, 
To rid the Court of an Impediment, 
This baggage Knight. 
Iro. Peace to you all, Gentlemen, 
Save to this Mufhroom ; who I hear is menacing 
Me with a Challenge : whichI come to anticipate, 
And fave the Law a labour. Will you fight, Sir ? 
Dia.Yes,in my Shire. Jro.O,that’s to fave your Doublee; 
I know it a Court-trick ! you had rather have 
An Ulcer in your Body, than a Pink 
More i’ your Clothes. Dia.Captain, you are a Coward, 
If you'll not ight ? your Shirt. Jro. Sir, I do not mean 
To put it off for chat, nor yet my Double: 
Yo’ have caufe to call me Coward, that more fear 


[ Enter Ironfide. 


The ftroke of the common, and life-giving Air, 


Than all your Fury, and the Panoply. 

Pra. (Which is at beft, bur a thin Linnen Armour.) 
I think a Cup of generous Wine were better, 
Than fighting 1 your Shirts. Dia. Sir, Sir, my Valour, 
Ic isa Valour of another nature, = 
Than tobe mended by a Cup of Wine. 

Com. I fhould be glad to hear of any Valours, 
Differing in kind ; who have known hitherto, 
Only one Vertue, they call Fortitude, | 
Worthy the name of Valour. ro. Which,who hath not, 
Is juftly chought a Coward: And he is fuch. 

Dia. Oy you ha’ read the Play there, the New Inn, 
OF Fohnfon’s, that decries all other Valour 
But 


The Magnifich Lady. 


But what is for the publick. Jro. I do that too, 

But did not learn it there ; I think no valour 

Lies for a private caufe. Die. Sir, Pll redargue you, 
By difputation. Com. O let’s hear this! se 

I long to hear a Man difpute in his Shire 

OF Valour, and his Sword drawn in his Hand. 

Pra. His Valour will take cold; put on your Doublet. 

Com. His Valour will keep cold, you are deceiv’d ; 
And relifh much the {weeter in our Ears: 

Ic may be coo, i’ the ordinance of nature. 
Their Valours are not yet fo combatant, 

Or truly entagomiftick, as to fight ; 

But may admit to hear of fome divifions, | 
Of Fortitude, may put ’em off their quarrel. 

Dia. I would have no Man think me fo ungovern’d, 
Or fubje@ to my paffion, but Ican 
Read him a Lecture ’twixt my undertakings, 

And executions: I do know all kinds 
Of doing the bufinefs, which the Town calls Valour. 

Com. Yes,he has read the Town, Town-top’s his Author ! 
Your firft 2. Dia. Is a rafh head-long unexperience. 

Com.Which is in Children,Fools,or your Street-Gallants 
O' the firft head. Pra. A pretty kind of Valour! 

Com. Commend him, he will {pin ic out in’s Shire, 
Fine, as that Thread. Dia. The next, an indifcreet 
Prefumption, grounded upon often fcapes. 

Com. Or th’ infufficiency of Adverfaries : 

And chis is in your common fighting Brothers. 

Your old Perdu’s, who (after a time) do think, 

The one, that they are Shot-free ; the other Sword- free, 
Your third? Dia. Is nought but an excefs of choller, 
That reigns in tefty old Men—Com.Noble Mens Porters, 
And felf-conceited Poets. Dia. And is rather 

A peevifhnefs, than any part of Valour. 

Pra. He but rehearfes, he concludes no Valour. 

Com. Ahiftory of Diftempers, as they are practis’d, 
His Harangue undertaketh, and no more. 

Your next? Dis. Isa dull defperate refolving. 

Com. In cafe of fome neceflicous mifery, or 
Incumbent mifchief. Pre. Narrownefs of Mind, 

Or Ignorance being the root of it. 

Dia.Which thou fhalt find in Gamefters,quite blown up. 

Com. Bankrupt Merchants, undifcovered Traytors. 

Pra, Or your exemplified MalefaGors, 

That have furviv’d their infamy, and punifhment. 
_. Com, One that hath loft his Ears, by a juft fenrence” 
| O the Star-Chamber, aright valiant Knave-—— 
Andisa Hiffrionicat contempt, 

Of what a Man fears moft ; it being a mifchief 

In his own apprehenfion unavoidable. 

Pre. Which isin Cowards wounded mortally, 
Or Thieves adjudg’d todie. Com. Thisisa Valour, 
I thould detire much to fee incourag’d : , 
As being a {pecial entertainment | 
For our rogue People ; and make oft good {port 
Unto ’em, trom the Gallows tothe Ground. 

Dia. But mine is a judicial refolving, 
Or liberal undertaking of a danger.— 
-  Com.That might be avoided. Dia.I,and with affurance, 
That it is found in Noble-men, and Gentlemen, | 
OF the beft fheaf. Com. Who having Lives to lofe, 
Like private Men, have yet a world of Honour, 
_And publick Reputation to defend.— 
_ Dia. Which in the brave hiftorified Greeks, 
And Romans you fhall read of. Com. And (no doubt) 
May in our Alder-men meet it, and their Deputies, — 
The Soldiers of the City, valiant Blades, 
Who (rather than their Houfes fhould be ranfack'd) 
Would fight it our, like fo many wild Beafts; 
Not for che fury they are commonly arm’d with: 
But the clofe manner of their fight, and cuftom, 
Of joyning Head to Head, and Foot to Foot. 

Tro. And which of thefe fo well-preft refolutions 
Am I to encounter now ? For commonly, 
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Men that have fo much choife before "em, have 
roe ae to eae of any one, 
+a. Vhere are three Valours yer, which Sir Diz 
Hath ( with his leave) noe touich a ' — 
Dia. Yea; which are thofe ? 
Pra. He perks at that! 
Com. Nay,he does more, he-chatters, 
Bsa. A Philofophical contempt of Death, 
Is one: Then an infufed kind of Valour, 
Wrought in us by our Genii, or good Spirits ; 
Of which the gallant Erhnicks had deep fenfe: 
Who generally held, that no great States-man, 
Scholar, or Soldier, ere did any thing 
Sine divino aliquo afflatu. 
Pra. But there’s a Chriftian Valour, ’bove thefe too, ogc’ 
Bia. Which is a quiet patient toleration, i | 
Of whatfoever the malicious World 
With Injury doth unto you ; and confifts 
paffion, more than action, Sir Diaphanons. 
Dia. Sure, I do take mine to be Chriftian Valour. 
Com. You may miftake though. Can you juttifie 
On any caufe, this fecking to deface, 
The divine Image in aMan? Bia. O, Sir! 
Let ’em alone: Is not Diaphonom | 
As much a divine Iniage, as is Iron/ide ? 
Let Images fight, if they will fight,a God’s Name. 


Act Ill. Scene VI. 
To them intervening.) Keep, Needle, Intereft. 


Keep. WWHere’s Mr. Needle? Saw you Mr. Needle? 
We are undone. 
Com. What ails the frantick Nurfe 2 
Keep. My Mrs. is undone, fhe’s crying out! 
Where is this Man trow? Mr. Needle? Nee. Here. 

Kee. Run for the Party, Mrs. Céair, rhe Mid-wife. 

Nay, look how the Man ftands, as he were gok’t! guwa?, Pyecl it 
She’s loft, if you not hafte away the party. pes Oy wef AY. es! oh, 94 

Nee. Where isthe Doctor? &: cease grb p ton 

Keep. Where a {coffing Man is. eA Lf aidS bare “Sy “y 
And his Apothecary, little better 5 024, Zeeman’): py wate Aytick 
They laugh and jeer at all: will you difpatch ?-.. PELE SOFT 
And fetch the party quickly to our Miftrifs : ot 
Weare all undone! The Tympany will out elfe. 

Int. News, news, good news, betrer chan butrer’d news! 

My Niece is found with Child, the Dodor tells me, 
And fal’nin labour. Com. How ? Int.The Portion’s paid! 
The Portion— O’ the Captain! Is he here ? [ Exit. 

Pra. H’has {pid your-Swords out! put em up,put up, 
Yo’ have driven him hence; and yet your qguarrel’s ended. 

Jro. Ina molt ftrange difcovery. Pra. Of light Gold. J fam Ct 
- Dia. And cache within the Ring.’ Itake the Omen, "0 4 

sa good Omen. Pra. ‘Then puc up your Sword : r : 
And on your Doublet. Give the Captain thanks. het ‘ 

Dia. 1 had been flur'd elfe. Thank you noble Captain: A 
Your quarrelling caus’d all this. - 

Iro, Where’s Compafs? Pra. Gone, 

Shrunk hence; contracted to his Center, I fear. 

Ire, The flip is his then. Dia. I had like Chave been oAypoc/As, 
Abus’d ? the bufinefs, had the flip flur'd on me Ay@ok F/Le- yu” 
A counterfeit. Bias. Sir, we areall abusd: «y «+ 2 Powe t 
As many as were brought on to be Suitors; ers Aarmes + 
And we will joyn in thanks, all to the Captaig,, Vrot ur. J. 

And to his fortune that fo broughcus off. = 


CHORUS. 


aces ie was a pittiful poor fhife o’ your Poet, Boz, 
to make his prime Woman wich Child,and tall 
in labour, juft to compofe a quarrel. 

Boy. With whofe borrowed Ears, have you heard, 
Sir, all this while, that you can miftake che current of 
our Scene fo? The ftream of the Argument threatned 
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prefented her in che farft of the fecond A with fome 
apparent Note of Infirmity or Defect ; from knowledge 
of which, the Auditory were rightly to be fufpended 
by the Author, till the Quarrel, which was but the ac- 
cidenral Caufe, haftned on the Difcovery of it, in oc- 
cafioning her affright , which made her fall into her 
Throws prefently, and within that compafs of time al- 
lowed to the Comedy; wherein the Poet expreft his 
prime Artifice, rather than any Errour, that the dete- 
ction of her being with Child, fhould determine che 
Quarrel, which had produc’d it. 

Pro. The Boy istoo hard for you. Brother Damplay, 
beft mark the P/ay, and let him alone. 

Dam. I care not for marking the P/ay : Pll damn it, 
talk, and do chat Ecome for. I will not have Gentle- 
men \ofe their Privilege, nor I my felf my Prerogative, 
for ne'er an over-grown or fuperannuated Poet of ’em 
all. He thall hoe SVE TRE The Laws Twill cenfure, 
and be witty, and take my Tabacco, and enjoy my 
Magna Charta of Reprehenfion, as my Predeceflors have 
done before me. : ae 

Boy. Even to licence, and abfurdity. 

Pro. Not now, becaufe the Gentlewoman is in travel: 
and the Midwife may come on the fooner, to put her 


- and us out of our pain. 


Melee 
dun 


fig 


wp and co the nail. 2 
céw boy. Let your Nail run {mooth 


Dam. VY Vell, look to your Bufinefs afterward, Boy, that 
all things be clear, and come properly forth, fuired, and 
fet togethers for I wil] fearch what follows, feverely, 
Mey Lin, Li Ae bose Jaws 
chen, and not {cratch; 
left che Author be bold to pare it to the quick, and make 
‘it {mart : you'll find him as fevere as your felf. 

Dam. A fhrewd Boy! and has meevery where. The 
Midwife is come, fhe has made hafte. 


At IV. Scene I. 
Chair, Needle, Keep. ; 


Cha. SO Mr. Needle, you do prick too faft 
Upo’ the Bufinefs: I muft take fome breath : 

Lend me my Stool ; you ha’ drawn a Stitch upon me, 
In faith, Son Needle, with your hafte. 

Nee. Good Mother, piece up this Breach: Pll gi you 

a new Gown, | 

A new Silk Grogoran Gown. T’ll do’t, Mother. 
_ Kee. Whar’ll you do ? You ha’ done too much already, 


With your Prick-feam, and through-ftitch, Mr. Needle. 


I pray you fit not fabling here old Tales, 
Good Mother Chair, the Midwife, but come up. 


Ac&t VV. Scene IL. 
Compafs, Keep, Praétice. 


Com. FT YOw now, Nurfe? where’s my Lady ? 


Kee. In her Chamber, 
Lock’ up, I think: fhe’ll fpeak wich no body. 

. Com. Knows fheo’ this accident? Kee. Alas, Sir! no: 
Would the might never know it. Pra.I think her Ladifhip 
Too vertuous, and too nobly innocent, 

To have a hand in fo ill-form'd a Bufinefs. 

Com. Your Thought,Sir,is a brave Thought, and a fafe 
The Child now to be born, is not more free (one 3 
From che afperfion of afl fport, than fhe. . 
She have her Hand in plot ’gaintt Mr. Praéfice, 

If there were nothing elfe, whom the fo loves, 
Cries up and values? knowstobea Man 
Mark’d out for a Chief Juftice in his Cradle, 
Or a Lord Paramount, the Head o’ the Hall, 
The Top or the Top-gallant of our Law? 
Aifure your felt, fhe could not fo deprave 


‘Tbe Magnifich Lady. 


her being with Child from the very beginning ; for it | The recticude of her 


Judgment, to with you 
Unto a VVife might prove your Infamy, 
VVhom fhe efteem’d that part o’ the Commonwealth, 
And had fup for Honour to her Blood. ‘Yeo! 

Pra. I mult confefs a great Beholdi nef 
Unto her Ladifhips Offer, and good VVithes 
But the truth is, J never had affection, 
Or any liking, to this Niece of hers. = 

Com. You forefaw fomewhat then? Pra. had my Notes, 
And my Prognofticks. Com. You read Almanacks, 
And ftudy ’em to fome purpofe, I believe. ’ 

Pra. I do confefé, I do believe, and pray too, — 
According to che Planets, at fome times. 

Com. And do obferve the Sign in making Love ? 

Pra. Asin Phlebotomy. Com. And chufe your Miftris 
By the good Days, and leave her by the bad ? 

Pra. 1 do, andI do not. Com. A little more 
VVould fetch all his 4/tronomy from Alleftree. 

Pra. Tell you, Mr. Compafs, as my Friend, 
And under Seal, I caft mine Eye long fince 
Upo’ the other VVench, my Ladies VVoman, 
Another manner of Piece for Handfomnefs, 
Than is the Niece, (but that is (xb figillo, 
And as I give it you) inhope o° your aid, | 
And counfel in the BufinefS. Com. You need counfel ? 
The only famous Counfél o’ the Kingdom, 
And in all Courts? That is a Jeer in faith, 
VVorthy your Name, and your Profeffion too, 
Sharp Mr. Preéfice. Pre. No, upo’ my Law, 

I am a Bencher, and now double Reader,” 

I meant in meer fimplicity of Requeft. 

Com. If you meant fo. Th’ affairs are now perplex’d, 
And full of trouble; give em breath and fetcling, 
Ul do my beft. Bue in mean time do you 
Prepare the Parfon. (1 am glad to know 
This; for my felf lik’d che young Maid before, 
And lov’d her too.) Ha’ you a Licence? Pra. No; 
But I can fetch one ftraight. Coys. Do, do, and mind 
The Par/on’s Pint v ingage him“¢the Bufinets ; 
A knitting Cup Bop malt be. Pra. I thall doit. 
ntinting 6 bof he woh 2 Fyh Mn 

A& Scene Jif. “ ,7 

Bias, Intereft, Compafs. 


Bias. aE; an Affront from you,Sir ; you here broughe 
Unto my Ladies, and to woo a Wife, (me 

VVhich fince is prov’d a crack’d Commodity : 

She hath broke Bulk coo foon. Int. No fauit of mine, 

If fhe be crack’d in pieces, or broke round : 

It was my Sifter’s Fault, that owns the Houfe, - 

Where fhe hath got her clap, makes all this noife. 

I keep her Portion fafe, that is not {catter’d ; 

The Moneys rattle not, nor are they thrown, 

To make a Mufs yet mong the gamefom Suitors. 
Com. Can you endure that Flout, clofe Mr. Bias, 

And have been {fo bred in the Politicks : . 

The Injury is done you, and by him only : 

He lent you Impreft-money, and upbraids it; 

Furnifh’d you for the Wooing, and now waves you. 
Bias. ‘That makes me to expoftulate the VVrong 

So with him, and refent it asIdo. 
Com.But do it home then. Bias.Sir,my Lord fhall know 
Com. And all the Lords 0’ the Court too. (ie. 
Bias. VVhat a Moath 

You are, Sir Interef? ! Int. Wherein,I entreat you, 

Sweet Mr.Bias ? Com.To draw in young Statefmen, 

And Heirs of Policy, into the Noofe | 

Of an infamous Matrimony. Bias. Yes, 

Infamous, quafi in communem famam: 

And Matrimony, quaf Matter_of Money. 
Com. Leatnedly urg’d, my cunning Mr. Bias. 
Bias. With his lewd, known, and proftituted Niece. 
Jut, My known, and profticute! how you miftake, 
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And run upon a falfe ground, Mr. Bigs ! | 
(Your Lords will do me right.) Now the is profticute, 
And. that I know it, (pleafe you underftand me)’ — 

I mean to keep the Portion in my Hands, 
And pay no Nianeys Com. Mark you that, Don Bias ? 
And you fhall {till remain in Bonds to him, -_ 
For wooing Furnjture, and Impreft-Charges, 
Int. Good Mr. Compafs,for the Sums he has had ~ 
Of me, I do acquit him; they arehisown. | 
Here, before you, I do releafe him. Com. Good! . 
Bigs. O Sir! Com. ’Slid, take it : I do wicnefs it: 
He cannot hurl away his Money better. 
Int. He thall get fo much, Sir, by my acquaintance, 
To be my Friend: and now report to his Lords 
As I deferve, no otherwife. Com. But well; 
And I will wicnefs ir, and to the value: 
Four hundred is the price, if I miftake not, _ 
** «Of your true Friend in Court. Take hands,you ha’ bought 
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(him, | Pie. 


sot 


And I will let her know it inftantly. 
Repentance (if it be true) nere comes too late; 
Pol, What have I done? Conjur’d a Spirit up, 
I fha’ not lay again?) Drawn on a Danger, - 
And Ruine on my felf thts, by provoking 
A peevith Fool, whom nothing will pray off, 
Or fatisfie, I fear ? Her Patience ftirr’d, | 
Isturn’d to Fury. [have run my Bark © 


\ 


On a fweet Rock, by mine own Arts and Truft ; ‘ 


And muft get off again, or dath in pieces.” 
Com. This was a Bufinefs worth the liltning after; 


AG IV. Scene Vo 
Pleafure, Compafi.’ 


a - . 
- ~ 
“4 ‘oes ~ 


Mr. Compa/s, did you fee my Mother ? 
Miftris Placentia, my Ladies Niece, 


And boughe him cheap. Bias. I am his Worfhips Servant. | Is newly brought to Bed 0’ che braveft Boy! 


Com. And you his Slave,Sir Moath, {eal’d and deliver’d. 
Ha’ you not ftudied the Court-Complement ? 
Heére are a pair of Humours reconcil’d now, — .. 
That Money held at diftance, or their Thoughts, — 
Bafer than Money. | eeere 


Ac&t IV. Scene IV. 
Polifh, Keep, Compa/s. 


Pol. Ue thou Caitiff VVitch ! 7 
¥ Bawd, Begger, Gipfey ; any thing indeed, 
But honeft Woman. Kee. What you pleafe, Dame Polsfh, 
My Ladies Stroaker.” Com. What ishere todo?... 
The Goflips out! Pol. Thou art a Traytor to mg, 
An Eve, the Apul, and the Serpent too ; ye 
A Viper, that haft eat a Paflage through me, 
§8¥Through mine own Bowels, by thy wretchlefnefs, 
Com. What frantick Fit is this ? I'll ftep afide, 
- 44And hearkentoit. Po/. Did Ieruft thee, Wretch, 
With fuch a Secret, of chat confequence, | 
Did fo concern me, and my Child, our Livelihood, 
And Reputation? And haft thon undone us, 
By thy Connivence, nodding in a Corner, 
And fuffering her be gor with Child fo bafely ? 
Sleepy unlucky Hag! Thou Bird of Night, 
And all Mifchance to me. Kee. Good Lady Emprefs! 
Had I the keeping of your Daughters Clicker 
In charge? ‘was thac commitred to my cruft ? 
Com. Her Daughter! Pol. Softly, Devil, not fo loud : 
You'ld ha’ the Houfe hear, and be witnefs, would you ? 
Kee. Let all the World be witnefs. Afore Pll 
Endure the Tyranny of fuch a Tongue—— 
And fuch a Pride—Po/.What will you do? Kee.Tell truth, 
And fhame the She-man-devil in puff’d Sleeves; 
Run any hazard, by revealing all 
Unto my Lady: how you chang’d the Cradles, 
And chang’d ‘he Children in ’em. Pol. Not fo high! 
Kee. Calling your Daughter Pleafance there Placentia, 
And my true Miftris by che name of Pleafance. 
Com. A horrid Secret this! worth che difcovery. 


Pol. And muft you be thus loud ? Kee.I will be louder, 


And cry ie through the Houfe, chrough every Room, 
And every Office of the Lawndry-maids, 
Till ic be born hot to my Ladies Ears. 
Ere I will live in fuch a flavery, | 
Til do away my felf. Pol. Didft thou not {wear 
To keep it fecret? and upon what Book? | 
(I do remember now) The Praétice of Piety. 

Kee. It wasa Pra@ice of Impiety, 
Out of your wicked Forge, I know it now, 
My Confcience tells me. Firft, againft che Infants, 
To rob them o’ their Names, and their true Parents ; 
T’ abufe the Neighbourhood, keep them in errour ; 
But moft my Lady: She has che main wrong 3 


1 Mranen, Pomriflen Lara ity Mh. he boty IL 
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_ . | To breed fuficion. Do you intercept him, 


Will you go fee ic? Com. Firft, Pil know the Father; 
Ere I approach thefe Hazards. Ple. Miftris Midwife _ 
Has promis’d to find outa Father for ic, 

If there be need. Com. She may the fafelier do’r, 

By vertue of her Place. But pretty Pleafance, 

Ihave a News for you, [think will pleafe you. | 

Ple. What is’t, Mr. Compa/s ? Com. Stay, you mult _ 
Delerve it, ere you know it. Where’stny Lady? 

Ple. Retir’d unto her Chamber, and thut uD. 

Com. She hears o* none o’ this yet? VVell, do you 
Command the Coach, and fieyour felf to travel 
A little way with me. Pe. VVhicher, for Gods fake? 

Com. Where I'll‘entreat you,not co your lofs,believe it. 
If you dare truft your felf. Ple. Wich you the world ore. 

Com. The News will well requite the Pains,I aflure you. 
And ? this Tumult you will not be mitt. 
Command the Coach’; ie is an inftanc Bufinefs, 
VVw’ not be done without you. Parfon Palate, 
Moft opportunely met ; ftep to my Chamber ; 
Pll come to you prefently. There isa Friend, 
Or two, will entertain you. Mr. Praéfice, 

Ha’ you the Licence ? 


Act IV. = Scene VE 
‘Prattice, Compals, Pleafance, Palate. 


Pra. Ere.it is. Com. Let’s fee it: : 
Hy. name’s not in’t. Pra.T’ll fill chat prefencly. 

It has the Seal, which is the mrain, and regiftred. 
The Clerk knows me, and crufts me: * 

Com. Ha’ you the Parfon ? le | 

Pra. They fay he’s here, he pointed to come hither.’ 

€om. I would not have him feen here for a VVorld, _ 
And prevent that. But take your Licence with you, 
And fill the Blank ; or leave it here with me, 
I'll do ic for you ; ftay you with us at hisChurch, 


| Behind the O/d Exchange, we'll come i?th’ Coach, 


And meet you there within this Quarter at leaft. _ 

Pra. 1am much bound unto you, Mr. Compa/s; - 
You have all the Law, and Parts of Squire Pratiice 
For ever at your ufe. Til tell you news too: ace 
Sir, your Reverfion’s faln ; Thin-wit’s dead, | 
Surveyor of the Projects general. : 

Com. VVhen died he? 

Pra. E’en this morning; I receivd it 
From a righthand. Com. Conceal ir, Mr. Praéfice, 
And mind the main affair you are in hand with. 

Ple. ‘The Coach 1s ready, Sir. 

Com, °Tis well, fair Pleafance, 
Though now we thall nor ufe ie ; bid che Coachman 
Drive to the Parifh-Church, and ftay about there, 
Tall Mr. Practice come to him, and employ him : 
Thave a Licence now, which mrt have entry 

Before 
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Before my Lawyers. Noble Parfon Palate, , 
Thou thale be a Mark advanc’r: here’s a Piece, 
And do a feat forme. . What, Mr. Compa/s ? 
Com. But run the words of Matrimony over 
My Head, and Mrs. Plea/ances in my Chamber: 
There’s Captain Ironfide to be a Witnefs : 
And here’s a Licenfe to fecure thee. Parfon! 
What do you ftick at? Pal. It is after-noon, Sir, 
Dire@ly againft the Canon of the Church: 
You know it, Mr. Compa/s : and befide, 
Tam ingag’d unto our worfhipful Friend, 
The learned Mr. Praéice, in that bufinefs. 
Com. Come on, ingage your felf: Who fhall be able 
To fay you married us, but i’? the morning, 
The moft canonical miuute o’ the day, 
If you affirm it? That’s a {pic’d excufe, 
And fhews you have fet che Canon Law, before 
Any veatethion elfe, of Love, or Friendthip. 
Come Mrs. Péeafance, we Cannot prevail 
— Wich th’ rigid Parfon here ; but, Sir, Pll keep you: 
Lock’d in my Lodging, 'till’s be done elfewhere, 
And under fear of Ironfide. Pal. Do you hear, Sir? 
Com. No, no, it matters not. 
Pal. Can you think, Sir, 
I would deny you any thing? not to lofs 
Of both my Livings: I will do it for you ; 
Ha’ you a Wedding Ring? Com. I, and a Poefic : 
Annulus bic nobis, quod {cit uterque dabit. Pal. Good! 
This Ring will give you what you both defire. 
Vll make che whole Houfe chant it, and che Parifh. 


Com. Why, well faid Parfon. Now, to you my news. 


That comprehend my reafons, Mrs. Pleafance. 


Act IV. Scene. VIL 
Chatr, Needle, Polifh, Keep. | 


O, get a Nurfe, procure her at what rate _ 
You can: and out o’ th’ Houfe with it, Son 
Needle. 
It isa bad Commodity. Nee. Good Mother, 
I know ie, but the beft would now be made on’t. 

Cha. And fhall: you fhould not fret fo, Mrs. Polifh, 
Nor. you Dame Keep; my Daughter fhall do well, 
When fhe has rane my Cawdle. I ha’ known 
Twenty fuch breaches piec’d up, and made whole, 


Cha 


SS Without a bum of noife. You two fall out ? 


And tear up one another? Pol. Blefled Woman? — 
Bleft be the Peace-maker. Keep. The Peafe-drefler ' 
I'll hear no Peace from her. I have Been wrong’d, 
So has my Lady, my good Ladies Worfhip, 

And I will right her, hoping fhe'll right me. 

Pol. Good gentle Keep, I ptay thee Miftrifs Nurfe, 
Pardon my paflion, I was mifadvis’d, 
Be thou yet better, by this grave fage Woman, 

Who is the Mother of Matrons, and great Perfons, 
And knows the World. | 

Keep. I do confefs, the knows 
Something— and I know fomething.—— 

Pol. Put your fomethings 
Together then: Cha. I, here’s a chancé fal’n out 
You cannot help 3 lefs can this Gentlewoman ; 

1 can and will, for both. Firft, I have fene 
By-chop away 3 the caufé gone, the fame ceafeth. 
Then by my Cawdle, and my Cullice, I fee 

My Daughter on her Feet, about the Houfe here: 
She’s young, and mutt ftir fomewhat for neceflity, 
Her youth will bear ic out. She thal! precend, 

I’ have had a fit o’ the Mother: there is all. 

If you have but a Secretary Landrefs, | 

To blanch the Linnen— Take the former counfels 
Into you ; keepthem fafe 7 your own Breafts, 
And make your Market of ’em at the higheft. 
Will you go peach, and cry your felf a Fool 
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At Granam’s Crofs ? be laugh’d at, and defpis’d ? 
Betray a purpofe, which the Deputy 
Of adouble Ward, or {carce his Alderman, ° 
With twelve of the wifeft Queftmen could find out, 
Imployed by the Authority of the City 2 _ 
Come,come,be friends : and keep thefe Women-matters 
smock-fecrets to our felves, in our own verge. 
We thall mar all, if once we ope the myfteries 
O’ the Tyring-houfe, ‘and tell what’s done within: 
No Theaters are more cheated with apparances, 
Or thefe Shop-lights, chan th’ Ages, and Folk in them, 
That feem moft curious. Pol, Breath of an Oracle! 
You thall be my dear Mother; wifeft Woman 
That ever tip'd her Tongue, with point of Reafons, 
To turn her hearers! Miftrifs Keep, relent, 
I did abufe thee; I confefs to Penance: 
And on my Knees ask thee forgivenefs. Che. Rife, 
She doth begin to melt, I fee it— Keep. Nothing 
Griev’d me fo much, as when you call’d me Bawd:: 
Witch did not trouble me, nor Gipfie ; no, 
Nor Beggar. But a Bawd, was fuch a name! 

Cha. No more rehearfals; repetitions 
Make things the worfe: The more we ftir (you know 
The Proverb, and ic fignifies a ) ftink. 
What’s done, and dead, let it be buried. 
New hours will fic frefh handles, to new thoughts. 


Act IV. Scene Vill. 


Intereft, with his Foot-boy. To chem, Compaf;, Ironfide, 
Silkworm, Palate, Pleafance. To them, the Lad; : 
and after Praé/ice. : 


It. Un . - Church, Sicrah. Get all the Drun- 
| ards 

To ring the Bells, and jangle them for joy 

My Niece hath brought an Heir unto the Houfe, 

A lufty Boy. Where’s my Sifter Load/tone ? 

A fleep at afternoons ! Ie is not wholfome ; 

Againtft all rutes of Phyfick, Lady Sifter. 

The litle Doctor will not like ir. Our Niece 

Is new deliver’d of a chopping Child, 

Can call the Father by the name already, 

If it but ope the Mouth round. Mr. Compa/s, 

He is the Man, they fay, fame gives it our, 

Hath done that a of honour to our Houfe, 

And friendthip to pomp out,a Son, and Heir, 

That thall inheri¢ nothing, furely nothing 

From me,at leaft. Icome ¢’ invite your Ladifhip 

To be a witnefs’, I will be your Partner, 

And give ita Horn-fpoon, and a Treen-dith ; 

Baftard, and Beggars Badges, with a Blanket 

For Dame the Doxey to march round the Circuit, 

With Bag, and Baggage. Com. Thou malicious Knight, 

Envious Sir A4cath, that eats on that which feeds thee, 

And frets her goodnefs, thae fuftains thy being ; 

What company of Mankind would own thy Brother- 


ood, 

But as thou haft a Title to her Blood, 
Whom thy ill nature hath chofe out ¢’ infult on, 
And vex thus, for an accident in her Houfe, 
As if ic were her crime ! Good innocent Lady, 
Thou fhew’ft thy felf a true corroding Vermine, 
Such as thou art. Int. Why, gentle Mr. Compa/s? 
Becaufe I with you joy of your young Son, 
And Heir to the Honfe, you ha’ fent us ? 

Com. Iha’ fene you ? 


Iknow not what I thall do. Come in Friends : 


| Madam, I pray you be pleas’d to truft your felf 


Unto our company. Led. I did that coo late, 
Which brought on this calamity upon me, 
With all the infamy I hear ; your Soldier, 
That fwaggering Gueft. 
Com. Who 1s return’d here to you, - 
Wat. A, Your 


Y Lidetanrg/ olin fsifag ge9-mother, (y 


Fl oe 
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Your vowed Friend,and Servant, comes to fup with you, | No, let us mark, and not lofe the bufinefg on foor, by 


So we do all; and I'll prove he hath deferv’d 
That fpecial refpect, and favour from you, 

As not your Fortunes, with your felf to boot, 
Caft on a Feather-bed, and {pread o’ th’ Sheets 
Under a brace of your beft Perfias Carpets, 
Were f{carce a price tothank his happy merit. 

Int. What impudence is this? can you indure 
To hear it, Sifter ? Com. Yes, and you fhall hear it; 
Who will indure it worfe. What deferves he, 

In your opinion, Madam, or weigh’d judgment, 
That things thus hanging (as they do in doubt) 
Sufpended, and fufpected, all involv’d, 

And wrapt in error, can refolve the Knot ? 
Redintegrate the fame, firft of your Houfe ? 
Reftore your Ladifbips quiet ? render then 
Your Niece a Virgin, and unvitiated ? 

And make all plain, and perfec (as it was) 

A praétcie to betray you, and your name? 

Int. He {peaks impoffibilities. Com. Here he ftands, 
Whofe Fortune hath done this, and you muft thank him.. 
To what you call his {waggering, we owe all this. 
And that ic may have credit with you, Madam, 
Here is your Niece, whom I have married, witnets 
Thefe Gentlemen, the Knighe, Captain, and Par(on, 
And this grave Politick Tell-troth of the Court. - 

Lad. What’s the that I call Niece then? 

Com. Paolifh’s Daughter ; 

Her Mother Goodwy’ Pol:(h hagh confefs'd it 
To Grannum Keep, the Nurfe, how they did change 
The Children in cheir Cradles, Lad. To what purpofe? 

Com. To getthe Portion, or fome part of it, 
Which you muft now disburfe intire to me, Sir, 

If I but gain her Ladifhips confent. 

Lad. Ibid God give you joy, if this be true. 

Com. As true it is, Lady, Lady, i th’ Song.” - 
The Portion’s mine, with Intereff, Sir Moath ; 

I will not ’bate you a fingle Harrington, : 
Of Intereft upon intereft. » In mean time, 

Ido commit you to the Guard of Iromfide, 

My Brother here, Captain Rud-budibras: . 

From whom I will expe@ you, or your Ranfom. 

Int. Sir, you muft prove it, and the poffibility, 
Ere I believe it. Com. For the poffibility, 
[leave to trial. Truth thall {peak ic felt. 

O, Mr. Praétice, did you meet the Coach ? 

Pra. Yes, Sir, but empty. | 

Com. Why, Ifent it for you. : 

The bufinefs is difpatch’d here, ere you come 3 
Come in, P'il tell you how: you area Man 
Will look for fatisfaction, and muft have it. 

All. So do we all, and long to hear the right. . 


CHORUS. 


Dam. Roth, Iam one of thofe chat labour with the 
fame longing, for ic is almoft ‘pucker’d, and 

pull’d into chat knot, by your Poet, which I cannot 

eafily, wich all che ftrength of my imagination, unty. 

Boy. Like enough, nor is it in your office to. be trou- 
bled or perplexed with it, but to fic ftill, and expe@&. The 
more your .Imagination bufies it felf,; the more it 1s in- 
tangled, efpecially if (asIcold in the beginning ) you 
happen on the wrong end. 

Pro. He hath faid fufficient, Brother Dsmplay; our 
parts that are the Spectators, or fhould hear a: Come- 
dy, areto await the proceds, and events of things, as the 
Poet prefents them, not as we would corruptly fafhion 
them. We come here to behold Plays, and ceniure 
them, as they are made, and fitted for us; not eo be 
flave our own thonghts, wich cenforious Spittle tem- 
pering the Poets Clay , as we were to mould every 
Scene anew: Thact-were a meer Plaftick, or Potters 
ambition, moft unbecoming the name of a Gentleman. 
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talking. Follow the right Thread, or find ir. 

Dam. Why, here his Play might have ended, if he 
would -ha’ let it; and have fpar’d us the vexation of a 
fifth AG yet to come, which every one here knows the 


‘fiflue of already, or may in part conjecture. 


Boy. That conjedture is a kind of Figure-Hinging, or 
throwing the Dice, for a meaning was never in the Po 
ets purpofe perhaps. Stay, and fee his laft 4, his Cata- 
féropbe, how He will perplex that, or {pring fome frefh 
Cheat, to entertain the Specfators, with a convenient 
delight, cill fome unexpeGed, and new encounter break 
out co rectifie all, and make good the Conclu/icn, | 

Pro, Which, ending here, would have fhown dull, 


| flat, and unpointeds without any thape, or fharpne&s, 


Brother Damplay. 


Dam. Well, let us expect then: And wit be wich us, 
o’ the Poets part. : 


Act V. Scene I. 


Needle, Iter. 


Roth, Mp. Item, here’s a Houfe divided, - 
And quarter’d into parts, by your Doctors En- 
ine. : | 

H? has an out fuch afperfions on my Ladies 
Niece here, of having had a Child ; as hardly 
Will be wip’d off,I doubt. Ite. Why, is’t nor true ? 
Nee. True! did you think ie ? 7 | 

Ite. Was the not in labour 2 | 
The Mid-wife fent for? Ite. There’s your error now!. 
Yo’ ha’ drunk o’ the fame Water. Ite. Ibeliev’d ir, 


) \ 


Nee. 


And gave it out too. : 
Nee. More you wrong’d the Party ; 

She had no fuch thing about her, innocent Creature! 
‘Fem. What had the then? only a fit o’ tl: Mother !. 

They burnt old Shooes, Goofe-feathers, 44.2 (xtida, 

A few Horn-fhavings, with a Bone, or two, 

And the is well again, about che Houfe. 
Ire. Is’t poflible 2? Nee. Seeit, andchen report it. 
Ite, Our Doors Urinal-judgment is half crack’d then. 
Nee. Crack ’t ?’ the cafe, moft hugely, with my Lady, 

And fad Sir A4cath, her Brother ; who isnow 

Under a Cloud a little. Ite. Of what? Difgrace ? 
Nee. He 1s committed to Rud-budibras, 


-| The Captain Ironfide, upon difpleafure, * 


From Mr. Compa/s, but it will blow off. 
Ite, The Doéor hall reverfe his inftantly, 

And fet all right again: if you'll affitt 

But in a toy , Squire Needle, comesi? my Noddle now. 
Nee. Good, Needle and Noddle! what may ’t be? I 
long for’t. 
Ite. Why, butto goto Bed: fain a diftemper 

Of walking i’ your fleep, or talking in’c 

A little idly, but fo much, as on it 

The Doctor may have ground co raife a cure 

For’s Reputation. Nee. Any thing, to ferve 

The worthip o’ the Man I love and honour. 


Act V. Scene II. 
Polifh, Pleafance, Chair, Placentia, Keep. 


Pol. @} gi you joy Madamoifelle Compafs! 
You are his Whirl-pool now: all-co-be married, 
Againft your Mothers leave, and without counfel ! 
Fi’ has fith’d fair, and caught a Frog, I fear it. 
What Fortune ha’ you to bring him ia Dower ? 
You can tell Stories now : you know a world 
OF Secrets to difcover. Pile. I know notching 
But what is told me 3 nor can I difcover 
Any thing. Po/. No, you fhall nor, Vil cake order. 


Go, 
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Go, get you in there: It is Ember-week ! 


JS 3G 


-Arreft him om an A@ion of Choke-bail, 
~ Five hundred thoufand pound ; ic will affright him, 


\ 


[’li keep you fafting from his Fleth a while. 
Cha. See, who's here? fhe *has been with my Lady ; 
_ who kift ber, all to kift her, ewice or thrice. 
Nee. And call’d her Niece again, and view’d ber Linnen. 
Pol, You ha’ done a Miracle, Mother Chair. 
Cha. Not I, 
My Cawdle has done it. Thank my Cawdle heartily. 
Pol. It fhall be thank’d, and you too, wifeft Mother ; 
You hall have a new, brave, four-pound Beaver-Hat, 
Set with enamel’d Studs, as mine is here: 
And a right pair of Chriftal Spectacles, 
Chriftal 0’ th’ Rock, thou mighty Mother of Dames, 
Hung in an Ivory Cafe, at a Gold Bele, _ | 
‘And Silver Bells to gingle, as you pufs 
Before your fifty Daughters in proceffion 
To Church, or from the Church. 
Cha. Thanks, Mrs. Polifh. 
Keep. She does deferve as many Penfions 
As there be pieces in a Maidenvhead, 
Were Ia Princeto give °em. Pol. Come {weet Charge, 
You fhall prefent your felf about the Houfe, be conf 
dent, and bear up ; you fhall be feen. 


A& V. Scene Il. 
Compafs, Ironfide, Practice. 


mn Viale I can make you amends, my learned 
. Counfel, 
And fatisfie a greater Inju 
To chafed Mr. Praétice. Who would think 
That you could be thus tefty ? _Jro. A grave heap: 
Giv’n over to the ftudy of our Laws. 

Com. And the prime honours of the Commor-wealth. 

Iro. And you to mind a Wife. 

Com. What fhould you do 
With fuch a toy asa Wife, chat might diftract you, 
Or hinder you ? your Courfe ? a 

Tro. He fhall not think on’. | 

Com. I will make over to you my Pofleflion, 
Of that fame place is fall’n Cyou know) to fatisfic 
Surveyor of the Projeéts general. | 
Tro. And that’s an office you knew how to ftir in. 

Com. And make your profits of. a 

Iro. Which are (indeed ) | 
The ends of a Gown’d-man: Shew your activity, 
And how you are built for bufinefs. Pra. I accept it 
As a Poffeffion, be’t but a Reverfion. 

Com. You firft told Me ’twas a Pofleflion. Pra. I, 
I told you that [heard fo. . iro. All is one, 
He'll make Reverfion a Poffeffion quickly. = 

Com. But I muft have a general Releafe from you. 

Pra. Do one, Pll dothe other. Com. It’s a match 
Before my Brother Ironfide. Pra. “Tis done. 

Com. We two are reconcil’d then. Iro.To a Lawyer, 
That can make ufe of a place, any half Title 
Is better than a Wife. Com. And will fave charges 
OF Coaches, Vellure Gowns, and Cut-work Smocks. 

Ivo. He is to occupy an office wholly. 

Com. True, I muft calk with you nearer, Mr. Praéfice, 
About recovery o’ my Wives Portion, | 
What way I were belt totake. Pra. The plaineft way. 

Com. What’s that, for plainnefs? | 

Pra. Sue him at Common-Law: 


And all his Sureties. You can prove your Marriage? 
Com. Yes. 
We'll calk of it within, and hear my Lady. 


_ | Ltell you true, and I did long to tell it you. | 


Act VY. Scene IV. 
Intereft, Lady, Rut, Item. 
Int. ¥ ’m fare, the Rogue o”° the Houfe went all thae 


way 5 
She was with Child, and Mr. Compajs got it. 
Lad. Why, that you fee is manifeftly falfe, 
H’ has married the other ; our true Niece, he fays : 
He would not woe ’em both : he is not fach 
A Stallion, to leap all. Again, no Child 
Appears, that I can find with all my fearch, 
And ftriGeft way of inquiry, I have made 
Through all my Family. A fic o’ the Mother, 
The Women fay fhe had, which the Mid-wife cur’d, 
Wich burning Bones and Feathers : Here’s.the Doétor. 
| =e [ Enter Doéfor. 
Int. O, noble Doéor, did not you, and your Item, 
Tell me our Niece wasin labour? Rut. If I did, 
What follows? Int. And that Mother Mid-nighe 
Was fent for? Rut. So fhe was; and is?’ che Houfe ftill. 
Int. But here has a noife been fince, fhe was deliver’d 
of a brave Boy, and Mr. Compa/s’s getting. 
Rut. I know no rattle of Goffips, nor their noifes. 
I hope you take not me for a Pimp-errant, 
To deal in Smock affairs ? Where’s the Patient 2 
The infirm Man, I was fent for, Squire Needle 2 - 
Lad. Is Needle fick? Rut. My ’Pothecary tells me 
He is in danger; how is ’t Zim? where is he? 
Ite. I cannot hold him down. He's up, and walks, 
And talks in his perfe& fleep, with his Eyes fhut, 
As fenfibly, as he were broad awake. _ . 
See, here he comes. He’s faft afleep, obferve him. 


Rut. He'll tell us wonders. What dothefe Women > 


here ? i: . 
. A& VV. Scene V. 
‘ od 
Rut, Needle, Istereft, item, Lady, Polifh, Chair, Keep, 


Placentia. : 


Hy a Man half naked? you are fine Beagles! 
You'd have his Doufets. Nee. I ha’ Linnen Breeks on. 
Rwt. He hears, but he: fees nothing. Nee. Yes, I fee 

Who hides the Treafure yonder. | 
Int. Ha? what Treafure? 
Rut. If you ask queftions, he ’wakes prefently : 
And then you'll hear no more, till his nex fit. 
Nee. And whom fhe hides ic for. 
Rut. Do you mark, Sir ? lift. | - 
Nee. A fine the Spirit it is, an Indian Mag-pie. 
She was an Aldermans Widow, .and fell in love 
Wich our Sir Moath, my Ladies Brother. | 
Rat. ( Hear you? ) ee 
Nee. And fhe has hid an Aldermans Eftate ; 
Dropt through her Bill in licele holes, ? the Garden, 
And f{crapes Earth over ’em ; where none can {py 
But I, who fee all by the Gloworms light, 
That creeps before.. Pol. I knew the Gentlewoman; 
Alderman Parror’s Widow, a fine Speaker, . 
As any was i’the Clothing, or the Bevy ; 
She did become her Scarlet, and black Velvet, 
Her green, and purple—— | 
Ret. Save thy colours, Rainbow, ——_. 


| Or the will run thee over, and all thy lights. 
Pol. She dwelt in Doo-/ittle Lane,a top.o’ the Hill there . 


I che round Cage, was after Sir Chime Sauirrel's. 


| She would eat nought bue Atmonds, I atlure you. _ 
Rut. Would chou had’ft a Dofe of Pills, a double Dofe, 


O’ the beft Purge, to make thee turn Tail, tother way. 
Pol.. You are a foul mouth’d, purging, abfurd Doctor ; 


You 
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You ha’ {pread a fcandal i? my Ladies Houfe here, 
On her fweet Niece, you never can take off at 
With all your Purges, or your Plafter of Oaths ; 
Though you diftil your Damm, drop by drop, 
P your defence. That fhe hath had a Child, 
Here fhe doth {pit upon thee,and defiechee;, 
Or I do’t for her. Ret. Madam, pray you bind her 
To her behaviour.. Tie your Goflipup, = - 
Or fend her unto Bet’lems. Pol. Go thou thither, 
That better haft deferv’d it, thame of Doctors: _ 
Where could the be deliver’d ? by what charm, 
Reftor'd to her ftrength fo foon? who is the Father ? 
Or where the Infant ? Ask your Oracle, (gone? 
That walks, and talks inhis fleep. Rut. Where is he 
You ha’ loft a Fortune lift'ning co her, to her Tabour. 
Good Madam lock her up. Lad. You mutt give lofers 
Their leave to {peak,good Doctor. Rut. Follow his toot- 
Before he get to his Bed: This reft is loft elfe. (ing 


Act V. Scene VI. | 
Compas, Prattice, Ironfide, Poli(h, Lady. 
: Here is my Wife? what ha’ you done with 
com YH 9 


ife, , 
Goffin o’ tha Counfels? Pol. I, fweet Mr. Compa/s, 
I a you, and your Wife. Com. Well, do fo ftill. 
I will not call you Mother tho’, but Poljh. 
Good Goflip Polifh, where ha’ you hid my Wife ? 
~ Pol, [hide your Wife ? Com. Or the’srun away. 
Lad. That would make all fufpected, Sir, a-frefh. 
Come we will find her, if the be ? the Houfe. 
Pol, Why fhould I hide your Wife, good Mr. Compa/s ? 
Com. L know no caufe, but that you are goody Polsjh, 
That’s good at malice ; good at mifchief ; all 
That can perplex or trouble a bufinefs throughly. 
Pol. You may fay what you will: yo’ are Mr..Compa/s 
And carry a large fweep, Sir, 7 your Circle. | . 
Lad. V'll {weep all corners, Goffip, co {pring this. 
If *t be above Ground. I will have her cry’d, 
By che Common-cryer, through all che Ward, 
- But L will find her. Iro. Ie will be an Act 
Worthy your Juftice, Madam. Pra. And become 
The integrity, and worfhip of her Name, 


A& V. Scene VII. 
Rut, Intereft, Item, Needle. 


Rat. “PAIS fuch a Fly, this Goffip, with her buz, 
T she blows on every thing, in every place. 
_ Int. A bufie Woman is a fearful grievance! 
Will he not fleep again? Rust. Yes, inftantly, 
Asfoon ashe is warm. Icisthe nature | 
Of the Difeafe, and all thefe cold dry fumes, 
That are imelancholick, to work at firft, 
Slow, and infenfibly in their afcent, 
Till being got up, and then diftilling down 
Upo’ the Brain ; they have a pricking quality 
That breeds this reftlefs reft, which we, the Sons 
Of Phyfick, call a walking in the fleep, 
Andtelling myfteries, chat muft be heard 
Softly, with art, as we were fewing Pillows 
Under the Patients Elbows, elfe they'd fly 
Into a phrenfie, run into the Woods, — 
Where there are noifes,huntings, fhoutings, hallowings, 
Amidft che Brakes, and Furzes, over Bridges, 
Fall into Waters, {cratch their Flefh , fometimes 
Drop down a Precipice, and there be loft. 
How now! what doesher? Jre. He is up again, — 
And’ginsto talk. Int. O’ the former matter, Lem ? 
Ite. The Treafure, 
Int. O me, happy Man! he cannot off it. 
I thall know all then. Ret. With what appetite 
’ Our own defires delude us! Hear you Tim ? 
Let no Maninterrupt us. Ire. Sir Diaphanons, 


1 To curn the furface o the Garden up. 


and the Lady: That’s his argument. 
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And Mr. Bias, his Court-friend’s, defire 

To kifs his Nieces Hands, and graculate 

The firm recovery of her gcod fame, _ - 

And honour— Jat. Good, fay to’em, Mr. Item, 

My Niece is,on my Ladies fide: they'll find her chere. 

I pray co be but {par’d, for half an hour: 

Pil fee ’em preféntly. Rar. Do, put em off, Tim. 

And tell em the importance of the bufineds. 

Here, he is come! footh; and have all out of him. 
Nee. How do you Lady-bird ? fo hard at work, ftill? 


| Whar’s that you fay? do you bid me walk, fweet Bird ? 


And tell our Knight? Iwill. How? walk Knave, walk? 
Ithink y’ are angry with me, Pol. Fine Pol! 
Pol’s a fine Bird! O fine, Lady Pol ! 


| Almond for Parrat ; Parrat’s a brave Bird: 


Three hundred thoufand Pieces ha’*you ftuck 
Edg-long into the Ground, within the Garden ? 
O’ bounreous Bird! Jt. And me, moft happy creature. 
Ru?.Smother your joy. Nee. How? and dropp‘d twice fo 
many—— Cold Well? 
Int. Ha! where? Rut. Contain your felf. Nee. P the 
Int. I cannot, 1am a Man of Fleth,and Blood : 
Whocan contain himfelf, co hear the Ghoft 
Of a dead Lady, do fuch works as thefe ? 
And aCity Lady too,o’ the ftraic Wafte ? 
Rut. He's gone. Nee. I will go try the truth of it. 
Rut.Follow him,Zim: fee what he does; if he bring you 
A flay of it now.. Int. Pil fay he’s a rare Fellow : 
And has a rare Difeafe. Rut. And I will work 
Asrare acure uponhim. Int. How, good Doctor? - 
Rut. When he hath utter’d all, chat you would know of 
Pil cleanfe him with a Pill (asfmall asa Peafe) (him; 
And ftop His Mouth : for there his Iffue lies, | 
Between the Mufcles o’ che Tongue. nt. He’s come. 
Rut. What did he, Item? Ite. The firit ftep he ftepe 
Intothe Garden, he pull’d thefe five Pieces — 
Up, in a Fingers breadth one of another. | 
The Dirt fticks on ’em ftill. Ja. [know enough. 
Doétor, proceed with your cure, I'll make thee famous, 
Famous among the Sons of the Phylicians, 
Machaon, Podalirins, E{culapius. | 
Thou fhalt have a golden Beard, as well ashe had ; 
And thy Jim Item here, have one of Silver; 
A livery Beard. And all thy ’Pothecaries | 
Belong to thee. Where’s Squire Needle? gone? 
- Tre. He’s prick’d away, now he has done che work. ° 
Rat. Prepare his Pill, and gi’ ic him afore Supper. 
Int. Vl fend for a dozen o’ Labourers to morrow, 


Rut.In Mold ? bruifeevery Clod? Jn. And have alk 
For Pl not lofe a piece o’ che Birds bounty, 
And take an Inventory of all. Rst. And chen, 


| I would go down into the Well— Int. My felf s 


No trufting other hands : Six hundred thoufand, 

To the firft threes nine hundred thoufand Pound.—+— 
Rut. Twill purchafe the whole Bench of Aldertnanity, 

Script to their Shirts. Jnt. There never did accrew 


| So great a gift to man, and from a Lady, 


I never faw but once ; now I remember, 
We met at Merchant-Taylors-hall, ac dinner, (dle 
In Thread- Needle ftrees. Rut. Which was a fign Squire Nee- 
Should have the threading of this Thread. Int. Tistrue ; 
{ thall love Parrots better, while I know him. 

Rut. I'd have her Statue cut, now in white Marble. 

Int. And have it painted in moft Orient Colours. 

Rut. That’s righe! all Cicy Sratues muft be painted, _ 
Elie they be worth ngughe i’ their fubtile Judgments. 


Act V. Scene VIII. 


Intereft, Bias, Rut, Palate. 


Y trueft friend in Court, dear Mr. Bias 3 
You hear o’ the recovery of our Niece — 

In fame and credit? Bia. Yes, I have been wich her; 
And gratulated co her 5 bue I am forry 
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To find the Author o’ the foul afperfion 
_ Here i’ your company, this infolent Dodor. 
Ist. You do miftake him: he is clear got off on’t. 
A Goffips Jealoufie firft gave the hint. 
He drives another way, now, as I would have him. 
He’s a rare Man, the Doétor, in his way. 
H’ has done the nobleft cure here, i’ rhe Houfe, 
On a poor Squire, my Sifters Taylor, Needle 
That talk’d in’sfleep 3 would walk to St. Fobn’s Wood, 
And Waltham Forreft, fcape by all the Ponds, 
And Pits?’ the way; run over two inch Bridges ; 
With his Eyes faft, and 7 the dead of night: 
Vil ha’ you better acquainted withhim. Doctor, 
Here is my dear, dear, deareft friend in Court, 
Wile, powerful Mr. Bias ; pray you falute 
Fach other, not as ftrangers, buc true friends. 
Rut. This is che Gentleman you brought to day, 
A Suicor to your Niece? Int. Yes. Rut. You were 
Agred,I heard ; the Writings drawn between you ? 
TInt. And feal’d. Ret. What broke you off? 
Int. This rumour of her? | 
Was it not Mr. Bias? Bia. Which I find 
Now falfe, and therefore come to make amends 
VT’ the firft place. I ftand to the old conditions. 
Rut.Faich give ’em him, Sir Moath,what eer they were. 
You have a brave occafion now, to crofs 
The flanting Mr. Compafs, who pretends 
Right tothe Portion, by th’ other Intail. - 
Int. And claims it. You do hear he’s married ? 
Bia. We hear his Wife is run away from him, 
Within: She is not to be found? the Houfe, 
With all the Hue and Cry is made for her, | 
Through every Room 3 the Larders ha’ been fearch’d, 
The Bake houfes, and Boulting-tub, the Ovens, 
Wath-houfe, and Brew-houfe, nay the very Fornace, 
And yet fhe isnot heardof. Int. Be fhe ne’er heard of, 
The fafety of Great Britain lies not on’e. 
You are content with the ten thoufand Pound, 
Defalking the four hundred Garnifh-money ? 
That’s the condicion here, afore the Doctor, 
And your demand, friend Biss, Bia. Icis Sir oath. 
: [ Enter Palate. 
Rut. Here comes the Parfon then, fhall make all fure. 
Int. Go you with my friend Bias, Parfon Palate, 
Unto my Niece; affine them we are agreed. 
Pal. And Mrs.Ccmpafs too, is found within. 
Int, Where was fhe hid? Pai. In an old Bottle-houfe, 
Where they {crap’d Trenchers; there her Mother had 
-thruft her. . 
Rut. You thall have time, Sir, to triumph on him, 
When this fine feat is done, and his Rud-Iron/ide. 


Ac&t VY. Scene 1X. 


Compafs, Pleafance, Lady, Ironfide, Praétice, Polifh 
Chair, Keep, &c. 


Com.\ A] As ever any Gentlewoman us’d 
YY So barbaroufly by a malicious Goflip, 
_ Pretending to be Mother to her too ? | 
Pol. Pretending! Sir, I am her Mother, and challenge 
, Aright, and power for what I have done. 
Com. Out, Hag ; 
Thou that haft pue all nature off, and Woman, 
For fordid gain, betray’d the truft committed 
Unto thee by the dead, as fromm the living : 
Chang’d the poor innocent Infarfts in their Cradles : 
Defrauded them c’ their Parents, chang’d their names, 
Calling Placentia, Pleafance ; Pleafance, Placentia, 
Pol. How knows he this? 
Cem. Abus’d the Neighbour-hood ; 
But moft this Lady. Did’{t enforce an Oath, 
To this poor Woman, on a pious Book, 
To-keep clofsthy Impicty. Pol. Ha’ you told this ? 


wef hen Onax. 
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The Magnetick Lady, 


Kp. I told ic? no, he knows it, and much more, 
As he’s a cunning Man. Pol. A cunning Fool, 
If that be all. Com. But now to your true Daughter, 
That had the Child, and is the proper Pleafance, 
We muft have an account of that too, Goffip. 

Pol. This’s like all che reft of Mr. Compa/s. 


Act V. Scene X. 


Enter tothem running, Rut. 


Rat. Elp, help for Charity 3 Sir Moath Intereft 

Is fall'n into the Well. Lad. Where? where ? 
Rut. P che Garden. | 
A Rope to fave his life. Com. How came he there? 

Rut. He thoughe to take poffeflion of a Fortune, 
There newly drop’t him, and che old Chain broke, 
And down fell he i the Bucket. Com. Is it deep 2 

Rut, We cannot tell. A Rope: help wich a Rope, 

Enter Silk-worm, Ironfide, Item, Needle, 
and Intereft, Rut. 

Sil. He is got out again. The Knight is fav’d. 

dro, Alittle fows'd ? the Water: Needle fav’d him. 

Ire. The Water fav’d him, *twas a tair efcape. 

Nee. Ha’ youno hurt? Int. A little wer 

Nee. That’s nothing. 

Rut. I with’d you ftay, Sir, till co morrow : And told 
It was no lucky hour: fince fix a Clock (you, 
All Stars were retrograde. Lad.Pthename [ Lady. 
Or fate, or folly, how came you ?? the Bucket? — 

Int. That is a Quere of another time, Sifter, 
The Doétor will refolve you— who hath done 
The admirableft cure upon your Needle! | 
G? me thy Hand good Need/e: thou cam’ft timely : 
Take off my Hood and Coat ; And let me fhake 
My felf alittle. I have a world of bufinefs. [ Bias. 
Where is my Nephew Bias? andhis Wife? [ Placentia. 
Who bids God gi’ em joy? Here they both ftand 
As fure affianced, as the Parfcn, or words | Palate. 
Can tie’em. Rut. We all with ’em joy, and happinefs. 

Silk. Ifaw the Contra@, and can witnefs it. 
Int. He fhall receive ten thoufand Pounds to morrow. 
You look’d for’t, Compa/s, or a greater fumm, - 3 
But ’tis difpos'd of, this, another way. | 
I have but one Niece, verily Compa/s. 
Com. Vil find another, Varlet, do your office. 
Var. I do arreft your Body, Sir Moath Interest, 
Inthe King’s name: at fuic of Mr. Compa/s, [ Varlet. 
And Dame Placentia his Wife. “The Action’s entred, 
Five hundred thoufand Pound. J»+. Hear you this, Sifter 2 
And hath your Houfe the Ears, to hear it too ? 
And to refound the affront? Lad, I cannot ftop 
The Laws, or hinder Juftice. Ican be | 
Your Bail, if’e may be taken. Com. With the Captains, 
I ask no better. Ret. Here are betcer Men, 
Will give their Bail. Com. But yours will not be taken, 
Worfhipful Do@or ; you are good fecuricy 
For a fuit of Clothes, to th’ Taylor, thac dares truft you : 
But not for fuch a fumm, as is this Action, 
Varlet, you know my mind, 

Var. You muft to Prifon, Sir, 
Unlefs you can find Bail the Creditor likes. 

Int. 1 would fain find it, if you'd fhew me where. 

Silk. Ic is a terrible A@tion; more indeed, 3 
Than many a Man is worth. And is call’d Fright: Bail. 

Jro. Faith I will bail him, at mine own apperil. ” 
Varlet, be gone: Vil oncesha’ the reputation, 

To befecurity for fuch a fumm. 
Bear up,Sir Moath. Rut. Heis not worth the Buckles 
About his Belt, and yee this Ironfide clathes. 
Int. Peace, left he hear you Doctor; we'll make ufe 
of him. cS 
What doth your Brother Compa/s, Captain Ircnfide, 
Demand of us, by way of challenge, thus ? | 
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Iro. Your Nieces Portion; inthe right of his Wife. | A double break, of paying twice the Money. 


Int. [have affur’d one Portion, to one Niece, Bia. You thall be releas’d, of paying mea Penny, 
And have no more te’ account for, that I know of : Wich thefe conditions. Pol. Will you leave her then ? 
What I may do in charity— if my Sifter | _ Bia. Yes, and the fumm, twice told, e’er take a Wife, 
Will bid an off’ring for her Maid, and him, To pick out Monfieur Needle’s Bafting-threads. 

As a Benevolence to ’em, after Supper, Com. Goflip you are paid : though he be a fic nature, 
Vil fpic into che Bafon, and intreae Worthy to havea Whore juftly put on him ; 
My Friends to do the like. Com. Spit out thy Gall, He is not bad enough to take your Daughter, 
And Heart, thou Viper: I will now no mercy, On fuch a cheat. Will you yet pay the Portion 2 
No pitty of thee, thy falfe Niece, and Needle ; Int. What will you bate? | 
Bring forth your Child, or I appeal you of murder, Com. No Penny the Law gives. 
You, and this Goflip here, and Mother Chair. Int. Yes, Bias’s Money. — | 
[Pleafance /feps out. Com. What, your friend in Court ? 
: Cha. The Gentleman’s fall’n mad! | I will not rob you of him, nor the purchafe, 
Ple. No, Mrs. Midwife. , ) Nor your dear Doéor here, ftand altogether. 
I faw the Child, and you did give it me, Birds of a nature all, and of a feather. 
And put ic? my Arms, by this ill token, Lad, Well, we are all now reconcil’d to truth. 
You with’'d me fuch another; and it cry’d. There refts yet a gratuity from me, 7 
Pra. The Law is plain ; if it were heard to cry, To be conferr’d upon this Gentleman ; 
And you produce it not, he may Indi& + Who(as my Nephew Compa/s fays) was caufe 
All chat conceal ’t, of Felony, and Murder. Firft of th’ offence, but fince of all th’ amends, 

Com. And I will take the boldnefs, Sir, to do ic: The quarrel caus’d th’ affright ; that fright brought on 
Beginning with Sir Afoath here, and his Door. The travel, which made peace 5 the peace drew on 

Silk. Good faith this fame is like to turn a bufinefs. This new difcovery, which endeth all | 


Pal, And a fhrew’d bufinefs, marry : they all ftare at’. | In reconcilement. Com. When the Portion 
Com. Tha’ the right Thread now, and I will keepit. | Is tender’d, and receiv’d. Int. Well, you muft have it, 


You, goody Keep, confefsthe truthtomy Lady, As good at firft as laft. ° Lad. ’Tis well {aid Brother. 
The truth, the whole truth, nothing but the truth. ‘And I, if this good Captain will accept me, 
Pol. I fcorn to be prevented of my glories. Give him my felf, endow him with my Eftate, 
I plotted the deceit, and I will own it. And make him Lord of me, and all my Fortunes: 
Love to my Child, and lucre of the Portion He that hath fav’d my hour, though by chance, | 
-Provok’d me ; wherein though th’ event hath fail’d Pl really ftudy his, and how to thank him. 
In part, I will make ufe of the beft fide. - Iro. And I imbrace you, Lady, and your goodnefs, 
This is my Daughter, and the hath had a Child - | And vow to quit all thought of War hereafter ; 
- This day, unto her fhame, (I now profels it.) Save what is fought under your Colours, Madam. 
By this meer falfe-ftick, Squire PYeedle, but Pal. More work then for the Parfon ; I thall cap 
Since this wife Knight hath thought it good to change | The Load(one with an Ironfide, I fee. | ! 
The foolith Father of it, by affuring . | dro. And take in thefe, the forlorn Couple, with us, 
Her to his dear friend, Mr. Bias; and him Needle, and’s Thread, whofe Portion I will think on; 
Again to her, by clapping of him on | As being a bufinefs, waiting on my bounty: 
_ With his free promife of ten thoufand Pound, Thus I do take poffeflion of you, Madam, 
Afore fo many witneffes. Silk. Whereof I. My true Magnetick Miltris, and my Lady. S91 
Am Han Pal. nial I another. LE) jp CHaT otis AY G0 «len ro Ga AY 
Pol. I fhould be unnatural | | ; 
To my own Flefh, and Blood, would I not thank him.” CHORUS ch Prk. 08. je AG; 
‘Ichank you, Sir: andI bigs for It. , | . angee pa an EPIL OGUE — if 
For here your true Niece ftands, fine Mrs, Compa/s. | " to the I G. a 
(Pil cell ee truth, you have deferw’d it fon ” fatjw ae Mbheeg 
To whom you are by Bond engag’d to pay WW = Gentlemen, I now muft under Seal, ae dar a a aaa? acta 
The fixteen thoufand Pound, which is her Portion, And th’ Author’s charge, waive you, and make my 
Due to her Husband, on her Marriage-day. Appeal, : 
I {peak the truth, and nothing but the eruth. To the Supreme? Power, my Lord, the King ; 
Tro. You'll pay it now, Sir Moath, with Intereft ? Who beft can judge of what we humbly bring. 
You fee the truth breaks out on every fide of you. He knows our weakne/s, and the Poets faults ; 
Int. Inco what Nets of cous’nage am I caft Where be doth ftand upright, go firm, or batts; 
+94 On ev'ry fide ? each Thread is grown a Noof: And be will doom bim. To which Voice be ftands, 


A very Meth: I have run my felf into 
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And prefers that, “fore all the Peoples Hands. 


THE END, 
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PROLOGUE 


pre Jeo oe 


O State. affairs, nor any politick Club, 
Pretend we in our Tale, bere, of a Tub: 
But aéts of Clowns and Conftables, to day 
Stuff out the Scenes of our ridiculous Play. 
A Coopers wit, or fome fuch bufie Spark, 
Tluminng the high Conftable, and his Clerk, 
And all the Neighbour-hood, from old Records, 
Of antick Proverbs, drawn from Whitfon-Lords. 
And their Authorities, at Wakes and Ales, . 
. With Country precedents, and old Wives Tales ; 
We bring you now, to fhew what different things 
The Cotes of Clowns, are from the Gourts of Kings. 


The 


. 


Squire Tus, 


The Persons that Act. 


Cuam Hueg, 


Baskxet-Hiuts, 
Jusr. PreamBLg,: 
Mires MeraPuor, 


Lady -T u s, 


— Por-Marren, 


In-anp-rn MeEpray, - 


Tosre Turreg, 
Da. Sraix TurFe, 
Mrs. Awprey. LurrFe, 


Joun Cray, | 


| ; 
Rast. Crencu, 
To-Payn, - 
Doce. . Scninen, 
hace Puppy, | 
FatHEeR Rosrn,. . 
Jone, Jorce, © 
Manos, PaARNEL, 
Griset, KaTeE,. 


Brack Jack, — 


Vicar ¥ Pancrafy, ” Captain Thums, 


- «Of Totten. Court, ¢ or Squire Tri bola 3 cbs ol | Tat Hal 
kibaas abe 
Fis Man, and Governor, ee, seinen Whoo 3 Ati 


CRI VEPERS, 


Of Maribone, alias Bramble. | 
His Clerk. oS 
Of Totten, the Squire's sl 
Fer Huifher: Dido Wifp ber Woman. 
High Conftable of Kentifh Town. 

Fis Wife. 


Ther Daughter the Bride. 
Of Kilborn Tile-maker, the appointed Bride-groom, 


Of Tflin gton, Cooper and Fleadboroftgh. 

Of Hamfted, Farrier, and ‘petty Conftable. 
Tinker, or Mettal-man of Belfife, Thirdboron oh. 
Of Chalcot, the great writer. 

The high Conftable's Man. - 


| The Minftrel, and bis two Boys. 


Maids of the Bridal, 


The Lady Tub’s Bauer. | 


Two. Grooms. 


The 5 CENE, 
FINSBURY- HUNDRED. 


A TALE 
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TALE of a TUB 


Act I. — Scene I. 
Sir Hugh, Tub, Hilts. 
OW o’ my Faith, Old Bifhop Valen- 


tine, | 


Hug. 


- Februere 
Doth cut and fhear; your day, and Diocefs 
Are.very cold. All your Parifhioners ; 
As well your Layicks, as your Quirifters, - 
Had need to keep to their warm Feather-beds, 
If they be fped*of Loves : this is no feafon, 
To feck new Makes in 3 though Sir Hugh of Pancrace, 
Be hither come to Totten, on intelligence, 
To the young Lord o’ the Mannor, Squire 7ripc/y, 
On fuch an Errand as a Miftris is. 
_What, Squire! [fay ? Tub. I fhould call him too: 
Sir Peter Tub was his Father, a Salt-petre-man; 
Who lett his Mother, Lady Tub of Totten- 
Court, here, to revel, and keep open Houfe in ; 
Wich the young Squire her Son, and’s Governour Basket- 
Hilts, both by Sword and Dagger: Domine, 
Armiger Tub, Squire Tripoly, Expergifcere. 
I dare not call alood, left he fhould hear me: 
And chink Econjur'd up che Spirit, her Son, 
In Pricfts-lack- Latine: O fhe is jealous | | 
Of all Mankind for him. Tab. Charon, 7ft you ? 
| | [ At the VVindor. 
Hug. The Vicar of Pancrace, Squire Tub! wa* hoh! 
Tub. I come, I ftoop unto the call; Sir Hugh! 
He comes down in bys Night-Gewn. 
Hug. He knows my lure is from his Love: fair dawdrey, 
Th’ high Conftables Daughter of Kenti(h-Towmn, here, Mr. 
Tobias Turfe. Tub. What news of him ? 
Hug. He has wak’d me 
An hour before I would, Sir. And my duty 
To the young Worthip of Totten-Court, Squire Tripoly ; 
Who hath my heart, as I have his: your Mrs. 
Is to be made away from you, this morning, _ 
Saint Valentines day: there are a knot of Clowns, 
The Counfel of Finsbury, fo they are y-ftyl’d, 
Met at her Fathers; all che wifé o’ th’ hundred ; 
Old Bafi Ciench of ‘Hamfted, petty Conftable ; 
In-and In Medlay, Cooper of Iflington, ~ 
And Headborough 3 with loud 7o-Pan, the Tinker, 
Or Metal-man of Bel/ife, the Third-borough’: “ 
, And D’ogenes Scriben, the greae Writer of Chalcot. 
Tub. And why all chefe ? 
Hug. Sit, to conclude in Counfel, 
A Husband, or a Make for Mrs. Awdrey ; | 
Whom they have nam’d,and prick’d down,Clay of Kilborn, 
A tough young fellow, and a Tile-maker. 
7ub. And what muft he do? 
Hugh, Cover her, they fay: 
And keep her warm, Sir: Mrs. Amdrey Turfe, 
Laft night did draw him for her Valentine ; 
Which chance, it hath fo taken her Father and Motherg 
(Becaufe themfelves drew fo, on Valentine’s Eve 
Was thirty year) as they will have her married * 
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You ha’ brought us nipping weather : 


To day by any means; they have fent a Meflenger 
To Kilborn, poft, for Clay; which when I knew, 
I pofted with the like to worfhipful Tripcly, —_ - 
The Squire of Totten : and my advife co crofsit. 
Tub. What is’t, Sir Hugh ? | 
Hugh. Where is your Governour Hilts ? 
Ba/quet muft do it. Tub. Bafquet thall be call'd: 
Hilts, can you fee to rife? Hl, Cham not blind, Sir; 
With too much light. Z«#b. Open your rother Eye, 
And view if itbeday. H/. Che can foy thae 
At’s little a hole as another, through a Milftone. 
Tub. i nip ete laft — he talk Bilke 
OF't, Lis Cant Férrn oi pb Ming , = 
Hugh. Bilke ? what’s that i a 
Tub. Why, nothing, a word fignifying 
Nothing ; and borrow’d here to exprefs nothing. 
Hugh. A fine device ! 
Jub. Yes, till we hear a finer. | 
What's your device‘now, Chanon Hugh? 
Hugh. In private. | 
Lend ic your Ear; I will not truft the Air with ie ; 
Or {carce my Shirt ;_ my Caffock tha’ not know it ; 
If I chought iedid, Pilburnit. Jub. That’s che way, 
You ha’ thought to get a new one, Hugh : Is’t worth it? 
Let’s hear ic firft. :  - | M 
Hugh, Then hearken, and receiveic. [They whifper. 
This “cis, Sir, do you relith ie? Tub. If Hilts 
Be clofe enough to carry ic; there’s all. 
[Hilts enters, and walks by, 
; making bimfelf ready, 
Hil. Ici? no Sand? nor Butter-milk ? It’e be, ; 
Ich’am no Zive, or Watring-pot, to draw 
Knots 7 your ’cafions. If you truft me, zo: 
If not, praform it your zelves. Cham no Man’s Wife, 
But refoluce Hilts: you'll vind mei’ the Buttry. 
Tub. Atelty Clown:' but a tender Clown, as wooll: 
And melting as the Weather in a Thaw: | 
He'll weep you, like all pri: But he’ullroar you, 
Like middle March afore: He willbe as mellow, 
And tipfie too, as Odfober: And as grave, . 
And bound up like a Froft (with the new year) 
In Fanuary ; as rigid as he is ruftick. 
Hug. You know his Nature, and defcribe ic well ; 
Pil leave him to your fafhioning. 
Tub. Stay, Sir Hugh; 
Take a good Angel with you, for your Guide: 
And let this guard you homeward, as the bleffing, 
To ourdevice, Hug. [thank you Squires Worhip, 
Moft humbly (for the next, for this I am fure of.) 
[The Squire goes off. 
O fora Quire of thefe Voices, now, 
To chime in a Man’s Pocket, and cry chink! 
One doth not chirp: it makes no harmony. 
Grave Juftice Bramble, next-mutt contribute; 
His Charity muft offer at this Wedding : 
Vil bid more to che Bifon, and che Bride-Ale ; 
Although but one can bear away the Bride. 
I {mile co think how like a Lotcery 
Thefe Weddings are. Clay hachher in poffeffion; 
The Squire he hopes to circumvent the Tile Kill : 
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W, And now, if Juftice Bramble do come off : 
Tis two to one but Zab may lofe his bottom. 


Act I. Scene Il. 
Clench, Medlay, Scriben, Pan, Puppy. — 


Cle. HY, ’tis thirty 
ey Zin Valentine’s day, 
ye Li opcond : you 3 

“And tik zame day o” the Month, as this Zin Valentine, 
Or I am vowly deceiv’d. 7 
Med. That our High Conftable, 
Mr. Yobias Turfe, and his Dame were married. 
I think you are right. But what waschat Zin Valentine? 
Did you ever know ’um, Good-man Clench ? 
, Cle. Zin Valentine, 
He was a deadly Zin, and dwele at High gate, 
AsI have heard; but’ctwas avore my time : 
He was a Cooper too, as you are, Medlay, 
An’ In-aa-In: A woundy brag young vellow : 
As th’ port went o’ hun then, and 7?’ thofe days. 
Seri. Did he not write his Name, Sim Valentine ? 
Vor I have met no Sin in Finsbury Books 3 
And yet I have writ ’em fix or feven times over. 
Pan. O’ you mun look for the Nine deadly Syms, 
I’ the Church-books, D’oge; not the high Conftables ; 
Nor ? the Counties: Zure, that fame Zin Valentine, 
He was a ftatcly Zin: an’ he were a Zm, 
And kept brave houfe. 
Cle. At the Cock and Hen in High-gate. = 
You ha’ ’frefh’'d my rememory well in’e! neighbour Pas: 
He had a Place in laft King Harry’s time, 
Of forting all the young Couples ; joyning ’em, 
And putting ’em together ; which is yet 
Praform’d, as on his day Zin Valentine ; 
As being the Zin o’ the Shire, or the whole County: 
I am old Rivet ftill, and beara Brain, _ 
§9§'The Clench, the Varrier, and true Leach of Hamfted. 
Pas. You area fhrewd Antiquity, neighbour Clench ! 
And a great Guide to all the Parifhes! | 
_ The very Bell-weather of the Hundred, here, 
As I may zay. Mr. Tobias Turfe, | 
High Conftable, would not mifs yous for a Score 
When he doe’fcourfe of the great Charty to us. 
Pup. What’s that, a Horfe ? Can *fcourfe nought but 
¢. a Horfe?, 1 i, 
I ne’re read o’ bun, and that in Szaith-veld.Charty : « 
( LP theold Fadians Chronicles: nor I think Z. L: 
In any new. He may bea Giane there, 
For ought I know. 
Seri. You fhould do well to ftudy 
Records, Fellow Ball, both Law and Poetry. | 
Pup. Why,all’s but writing, and reading, is it Scriben ? 
An’t be any more, it’s meer cheating zure. 
Vlat cheating : all your Law, and Poets too. 
Pan. Mr. High Conttable comes. 
Pup. Vil zay’t avore “hun. 


Act I. Scene III. 
Turfe, Clench, Medlay, Scriben, Puppy, Pan. 
Tur. WV Hat's that makes you all fo merry, and loud; 


Sirs, ha? 
I could ha’ heard you to my privy walk. 
Cle. A Contervarfie ewixe your two learn’d Men here: 
Annibal Puppy fays, that Law and Poetry . - 
- Are both flac cheating; All’s bute writing and reading, . 
He fays, be’t Verfe or Profe, | 
Tur. I chink in conzience, 
He do’ zay crue? Who is’t do thwart ’un, ha ? 


year, e’en as this day now, 
of all days kurfin’d, look 


on us, 


Tr. Who, Doge? my D'ogenes? a great Writer, marry! 


| He’ll vace me down, me my felf fometimes, 


That Verfe goes upon Veet, as you and Ido: 
But I can gi’ ‘unthe hearing ; zit me down, 
And faugh at’un ; and to my felf conclude, 
The greateft Clerks are noe the wifeft Men _ 
Ever. Here they’ re both! What, Sirs, difputing, 
And holding Arguments of Verfe and Profe ? 
And no green thing afore the Door, that fhews, 
Or {peaks a Wedding? 
Scr. Thofe were Verfes now, 
Your Worfhip fpake, and run ypon Vive veet. 
Tur. Feet, vrom my Mouth, Doge? Leave youg, 
*zurd uppinions : 
And get me in fome Boughs. 
Ser. Let ’em ha’ Leaves firft. 
There’s nothing green but Bays and Rofemary. 
Pup. alone? too good for {trewings, your Maids 
a 


Tur. You take up’Dority ftill, to vouch againft me. 
All che twelve Smocks i’the houfe, zur, are your Authors. 
Get fome frefh Hay then, to lay under foot: 

Some Holly and Ivy, co make vine the Pofts : 

Is’t not Son Valentine's day ? and Mrs. Awdrey, 
Your young Dame to be married? I wonder Clay 
Should be fo tedious: He’s to play Son Valentine ! 
And the Clown fluggard’s not come fro’ Kilborn yet ? 

Med. Do you call your Son i’ Law. Clown, and’t pleafe 

your Worfhip ? 

Tur. Yes, and vor worfhip too, my neighbour Adedlay. 
A Middlefex Clown, and one of Finsbury : 

They were the firft Colon’s o’ the Kingdom here : 

The Primitory Colon’s, my D’ogenes fays 

VVhere’s D’ogenes, my VVriter, now ? VVhat were thofe 
You told me, D’ogenes, were the firft Colon’s —_- _ 
O’ the Countrey, that the Romans brought in here ? 

Scr. The Colony. Sir, Colonws is an Inhabitant : 

A Clown Original: as you’ld zay a Farmer, a Tiller 0° 
th’ Earth, | 

E’re fin’ the Romans planted their Colony firft, 

VVhich was in Meddlefex. 

Tur. VVhy fo? Ithank you heartily, good D’ogenes, 

you ha zertified me. | 

I had rather be an ancient Colon, (as they zay) a Clown 
of Middlefex: 

A good rich Farmer, or High Conftable. 

lid play hun ’gaina Knight, or a good Squire ; 

Or Gentleman of any other County 

P the Kingdom. 

Pan. Out-cept Kent, for there they landed 
All Gentlemen, and came in with the Conquerour, 
Mad Fulius Cefar, who built Dover-Cafle: : 

My Anceltor 7o-Pax, beat the firft Kettle-Drum 
Avore hun, here vrom Dover on the March: 
VVhich piece of Monumental Copper hangs: | 
Up, fcour’d, at Hammer-{mith yet ; for there chey came 
Over the Thames, ata low Water-mark3 
Vore either London, I, or King/ton- Bridge —— 
I doubt were kurfin’d. 
Tur. Zee, whoishere: Fobn Clay! 
Zon Valentine, and Bridegroom! ha’ you zeen 
Your Valentine-Bride yet, fin’ you came? ‘fobm Clay ? 


Act I. Scene IV. 
Clay. (Zo them. 


TO wufle. Che lighted, I, but now i? the yard: 
Ni Puppy ha’ {carce unfwadled my legs yet. 
Zar. What ? wifpes o’ your Wedding-day, zon? 
This is righe 
Originous Clay : and Clay 0’ Kilborn too! 


v9 6 


Cla. 


Med. Why, my Friend Scriben, and’c pleafe your | I would ha’ had Boots 0” chis day, zure, zon |Fobn, 


Worthip. 


Cla. | 


—- a ~~ 24... z 


= <<? ws 


Fe 5 


of a-Fube 


A Fale 
Cle. I did-it to fave charges: we mun dance,” | 
O this day, zure: and who can “dance in boorg# 2° | 
No, I got. on: my bett ftraw-cbloured ftockins;* °°: 
And {waddel’d ’eni over to zavée Charges; I. *’ « 
Ter. And his new Shamois Dopblet too with Potn 
I like that yet : aiid his long Sawfedge-hofe, '5 2". 
Like the Commander of Four fmozking File-kills, - 
Which he is Captain of: Captain of Kilborn 3) 
with his Hat turn’d up o the 
As if he would leap my Daughter yet e’er night, 
And fpring anew Twrfe tothe’ old Honfe. = - | 
Look, and the Wenches ha’ noc vonnd ’un out, |S, 
And do parzent‘un with a Van of Rofemary, °  '"" 
And Bays, to vill a Bow-pot, trim the Head «0 7" 
Of my beft Voré-horfe ; we thall’all ha’ Bride-laces, °- : 
Or Points, I zee 5 my Daughter a Ze Mage ae 
YAnd prove avery Mary _Anbry ithe bufinefs. f4 + | 
a Cle They maid your Worlhip had fur’d her' tp’ Sqatre 
Of Tottes-Court here; all che Hundred rings on’t: | (Tub 
Tur. ATale of ‘a Twb, Sir, a teer Tale of Tub, * 
Lend ic no EarI pray you: The Squire Tab oe 
Is a fine Man, but he istoofinea Man, i: - 
And has a Lady Zu too to his Mother : 
[ll deal withnone o’ chofe vinefilken -Tzbs: 
Fobn Clay,and Cloth-breech for my Money and Daughter. 
Here comes another old Boy too, vor his:Cofotrs ~ * 


tS: 


~ 


yt ? 


o Cid 

7 @e. a * 
, ; ; } 
ae me es ae ae 


_- " [Enter Father Rofin. | 


Will ftroak down my Wives Udder of Purfes,‘tnipry'' 
Of all her Milk-money, this Winter Quarter?' |) *’ 
Old Father Rojiz; the chief Minftrel heres 
Chief Minftrel too of Highgate: fhe has hit’d him : 


1 


And all, his two: Boys for a day -atid’a half? ‘,". 
And now they: come for Ribbanding, and Rofemdry : 
Give ’em enough Girls, gi’ em enough, and take ic. 
Out in his Tunes anon. Cie. Pll ha’ Zom Tiler, 
For our fobm Clay’sfake, and the Tile-k1lls, zure. 
Med. And I the jolly Joyner, for mine own fake. 
Pan. Vii hia’ehe joviall Tinker for To-Pan’s fake... 
Tur. We'll all be jovy this day, vor fon Valentine. 
My fweee fort. fobm’sfake. Seri. ‘There’s another reading 
My Mr. reads it. Son, and not Sin Valentine.* \-—Know: 
Pup. Nor Zim? -And he is i’che righe. He is high Con- 
Aind who fhoukd read:above ‘un, or avor’hun? __ (ftable. 
Tur. Son Fobn thall bid us welcome all, thisday: | 
We'll zerve undérhis colours: Lead the troop ‘fobs, - 
And Puppy, feo the Bells ring. PrefSali noifes /’ 
Of Finsbury, itv, our'name ; D’egenes Seribess 58> 
Shall draw a {core of warranté-vor the bufineB. 
Do’s any wight perzent hir Majefties perfon, 3 - 
This Hundred, *bove che high Conftable? AI. No; nd. 
‘Tur. Ufe oar Authority then, tothe uemolt ofi’t. : 
: ; oe A De pete, Or ote we ahere 


| Hugh, Preamble, Metaphor." eo ; oe 2 


Hugh. O, you are fure, Sir, to-prevent "hem all; 
: S And throw @ block i’t sea Sal way, 
Fobn Clay, a i ee A 
That he will hardly leap o’er. Pre. T conceive you,’ - 
Sir Hugh ; as if your Rhetorick would fay, °° 
Whereas the Faeher ofher is a Turfe, ee 
Avery fuperficiesoftheearths = *- 
He aims no higher, then to match in clay; ' 
And there hath pitch’d hisreft{§- = 3 
_ Hug. Righe Juftice Bramble? 
You ha’ the winding wit, compaffing all. 7 
Pre. Subtile Sir Hugh, you now are 7? the wrong, 

And err with the whole Neighbour-hood, I muft tell you ; 
For you miftake my name. Juftice Preamble 
I wrice my felf; which with the ignorant Clowns here, 
(Becaufe of my ProfeffionoftheLaw, = = 9 ¢° - 
And place o’ the peace) is taken to be Bramble. 

~ Bat all my watrants, Sir, do run Preamble: = 
x luge 
ore thy 


tal wercorcter 


7” 


a 


. 1’ : 
ee Sa 7] 


yg All the town mufick will not'move a log. 
leer fide too’: 4#t+ “7 | 
meg. 


‘ Miles Metapbore : Heis 4 prett 


| A King ride fore hin ftare. Ader. Sir, that I haves - 


WT will ferv 


| Borrow: his coat for an hour.'I do love 


~* | Or Petre in her! All her Nicre is gone. 
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war ode 


Richard Preamble. Hagh, Sir I thank you for’t: 
That your good. worfhip, would not lec me run 
Longer in error, but would take me up thus—- ae 
Pre, You are my leartied, and canoniick neighho:ur: 
I would not have yo ftray ; bue the incorrigible = 
Knot headed beaft; the Clowns, or Conftables, — 
Still let chem graze; eat Salads; ‘chew che Cud : 
Cheth.'* 
Hug. The Beetle and wedges will where you will have. , 
Pre, True, true, Sir Hugh, here comes Miles Mdetaphits 
My Clerk: He is the mai thall carry. ir, Canon, : 
By my inftructions. Hug. He will do’¢ ad ungucm: 
fellow. * 
Pre. I love not to'keep fhadowes, or half wits, 
To foil‘a- bufinefs. Metapbore! you ha’ feen 


\ & 
S97 


King Edward our lace Leige, and foveraign Lord: 
have-ferdown the pomp. 'Pre.'Thétefore I ask’d - 

‘Ha’ you obferv’d the Meflerigers 0 the'Chainbers (yous - 
What habits they werd m > ‘Mir Yes, ‘Minor Coats. Rl. one M Lit 


_ Unto the guard; a Dragon, anda grey-hound,.vgerG, a PE 
tor the fupporters of the Arms. Pre. ‘Well miark’d $ y, 
} 


"ey 
You know not any 6f’em? Adet. Here’s one dwells OZ Bai 
iin Marsbone. Pre. Ha” you acquaintancé with hin, = %. a. 
“To borrow his coat’an hour? Hug. Or but his badge, 

Ul ferve: A little ching he wears on his breaft. 
Pré. “His coat, I fay, is ot more authority: 


'To do allthings compleatly, Canon Hugh; — 
Borrow his coat, Miles Metaphor, or nothing. 
"Mer. The Faberd Of his office, I will call ie, 


Or the Coat-armaur of his place :and fo 


Infirntite with hint by that Trope—-. a 


Pre. Ik ont your:powers of Rhetoritk; Metaphor 
Fetch him’o ‘in a'fine-figure for hiscoat F fay. 
se eo (Meraph. godt cute 


Hug. Vil take my leave, Sir, of your worfhip too: 
Becaufe I may expe& the iflue anon.” : 
Pre. Stay, ‘ny divmer Couofel, take’ your fee ; 
We that take feds, ‘alldw* hem to our Countfel ; - 
And our primé learned Counfel, double fees: - 
There are a brace of Angelsto fupporryou .« °°. 
LP your Foot-walk this: Froft, for fear ot falling, ** °~ 
Or {praying of a pointof Matrimony, = s.. , 
When you come at it. Hug. P your Worthipsfervice s 
That che ‘Exploit is done, and you poffeft' 


Of Mrs. Aawdrey Turfe.— Pre. Llike yout Proje. 
| ae ee -'{ Preamble goes out. 
Hug. And I, of this. effe@ of two to one; 


It workerh? iny Pocker, ’gainft the Squire, 

And his halt bottom hete, of Kalf'a Piece : 

Which wasnot worth the ftepping o’er the Stile for: © 
His Mother has quite marr’d him: Lady Tx, 

She’s fuch a Veffel of Feces: alldry’d Earth! 

Terra damnata ! nov a crop of Sale! : » 


78 
A& I. - Scene VI. 
| Lady Tub, Pol-Martin, 


7 the Nag ready Martin? call the Squire. 

This froity merning we will take the Air, 

About the Fields: for I do mean to be 

Some-bodies Valentine, ? my Velvet Gown, | 

This morning, though.ie be but a Beggarman. 

Why ftand you ftill, and do not call my Son? 
Pol. Madam, if he had couched wich the Lamb. 

He had no doubt been ftirring with the Lark: _ 

But he fat up at Play, and watch’d the Cock, 

Till his firft warning chid him off to reft. © 

Late Watchers are no early Wakers, Madam: 

But if your Ladifhip will have him calld. 


Vvv. 


Lid 


J Kadel, vo Ar laff aen ott golfeit? cerns Kafe art 


J hr) ad wk 


of fut poo fp Koff 


“! thefe ftinking Tricks, 


(Pol-martin 
foes ont. 


‘ 


IP’ your come off : and make atnends ou Scote! 
ae 


Porter: Where's he 


Led. Gone? whither? ask the 

gone ? a a ee ty 

Pol. I met the Porter, and have ask’d him for him ;: 
He fays, he lee,him forth an hour a-go. 


/ 


Lad. An hours ago! what bufinefs could hehave: — - 
So early? Where is his Man, grave Basket Hilts ? 
His Guide and Governour ? ; 72 °2 fx 
Pol. Gone with his Mafter. . oe 
Lad. Is he gonetoo? O that fame furly Knave, — 
Is his right hand ; and leads my Son amis. a 
He has carried him to fome drinking Match, orother: _ 
Pol-martiny I will call you fo again : er oe 
YP am Friends with you now. Go, get your Horle, aad 
sa ride | sgoks | 
‘-  Tqalkche Towns about here, where hishauntsare; 
And crofs the Fieldsto meet, and bring me word: 
He cannot he gone far, being a foot. | 
Be curious to inquire him: and bid Wi/pe, 
_ My Woman, come, and waitonme,- Thelove — 
£4q We Mothers bear our Sons, we ha’ bought with pain, 
Makes us oft view them, with too careful Eyes) - 
And over-look *én with a jealous fear, a 


Outfitting Mothers. | 
"A&I Sceae VIL 
Lady Tub, Wifpe - 


_ Lad. TY Ow now, Wifpe? Ha’ you 
A Valentine yer? I’m taking th’ air to chufe one. 
Wif- Face fend your Ladythip a fit one then. 
Lad. VVhat kind of one is that ? 

Wf. A proper Man, os 
To pleafe your Ladythip. Lad. Out o’ that Vanity, 
That takes the foolith Eye: Any poor creatuse, — 
VVhofe want may need my alms, or courtefie, 
I rather with ; fo Bithop Velentine 
Left us Example to do Deeds of Charity ; 

To feed the hungry, cloath che naked, vifit 

‘Fhe weak and fick 3 to entertain the poor, 

And give the dead a Chriftian Funeral : 

Thefe were the works of Piety he did pradtife, 

And bade us imitate; not look for Lovers, | 
Or handfome Images to pleafe our Senfes. 


bh As 


1 pete Tete SH Yet # ye 9 bed ex V pre 
er ‘aie air Worst fagfr, Mb Ing abe mtge VG 
wo) 2A > Wt sevestnr’s, — obey CH pv Letace — or fr atone 


Ue Gs tuaTtn 5 Dene sa’ Aad sat? 


A Tale of a Tub. 


Zed. Will have him call’d ? Wherefore did I, Sir, bid I pray thee, Wifpe, deal freely with menow: | 


1 A Taylor could make up; or 


Tho’ are none a’ che Court-Glories, nor the VVonders - _ 


Had thy ambition leav8 to ! 
VVichin the Queens Dominion, fo a Subject. ; 

Wif; Yo" ha’ gi’ me a large 
And I will deal with your Ladythip fjncerely : 


Til uecer my whole heart to you. I would have him - | 


s . & 


The braveft, richeft, and che propereft Man 
| all the Poss, 


VVich the Perfumers: I woald have him fach, 
Asnot anothers ¥ Voman, but thould fpite me: 
Three Ciry-Ladies fhopld run mad for him : 
And Country-Madams infinite, 
Lad. You'ld {pare me, 

And Jet me hold my Wits ? : 
" VVif. I one with a 

or che yau wire, my Matfter’s 
A hides bat fhould bye Jictl 


‘ a 


fake, difpenfé 
ittle, | 


Then all the Court- Wives I'ld ha’ jealous of me, 

Asall their Husbands jealous of them: 

And not a Lawyers Pufs of any Quality, 

But lick her lips, for a {natch in the Terme time: 

Lad. Come, 2 | 

Let's walk: we'll hear the reft as we goon: 

You are this Morning in a good Vein, Dido: tC 
Would I could beas merry. My Son’sabfence sit 
| Troubles me not alittle: chough Iizek. : 
Thefe ways to put it off; which will nog help: 


. Care that is entred once into the Breaft, 


Will have the whole pofleffion, ere it reft. 


pat 
Turfe, Clay, Midlay,:Clench, ToPaw, Scriben, Pappy. 


Tar. Zt Clay, cheer up, the bester egavore:  - 
| This is a veat is ance done, and me mare, - 
Cie. And then tis dope vor ever, asthey fay. 
Med, Fi naa vor a Maa ha’ his hour, and a Dog -his 


say. mie stata . ot oe 

Tur. True, Neighbour dfedlay, yo’ are {till Jy-end-In. 

Med. I would be Mr. Contftable, if ch’ conld win. 

Pan. Izay, Fokn Claz, keep {till on his old gate: 
Wedding and hanging both go at a rate. © 

Tur. Well aid, Zo-Pax: you ha’ ftill the bap ta hie. 
The Nail o’ the head at a clofe ; I chink there never 
Marriage was manag’d with a more avifergent, | 


_- | Than was this Marriage, though I fay’t, that thould not; 


Efpecially ’gain’ mine own Fleth and Blood, 

My wedded Wife. Indeed my Wife would ha’ had 
All che young Batchelors and Maids,, forfooch, 

O’ the zix Parifhes hereabout: But I : 
Cry’d none, {weet Sybil ; none of chat gear, I: 

It would lick zale, I told her, by her leave. 

No, three of vour our wife, choice honeft neighbours: 
Upftantial perfons: Men that ha’ born Office; 

And mine own Family would be enough — | 
Toeat our Dinner. What? Dear Meat’sa Thief: 

I know it by the Butchers, and the Market-volk ; 


‘Hum drum [ cry. Nohalf-Ox in a Pye: 


A man that’s bid to Bride-Ale, if he ha’ Cake, - 
And Drink enough, he need not vear his ftake. 
Cle. *Tis right: he has {poke as crue as a Gun: be- 
lieve it. | : 
Tur. Come, Sybil, come: Did not I tell youo’ this? 
This Pride,and mufter of wamen would mar all ? 
Six womea tq one Daughter and a Mather! | 
The Queen (God fave her) ha’ no more her felf. _ 
D. Tur, Why, if you keep fo many, Mr. Turfe, 
Why thould nog all prefent qur Servicetoher? . _. os 
7 : os a 


ufe a Valentine, ee 


ape, Madam, I confefs, - 


$90 


oie. Gong rey, 
Keeteth Lon 


Tar. Your Service? Good! I think you'll write to 
her fhortly, 

Your very loving and obedient Mother. ve 
Tur. Come, fend ho aac off, I will have *em fent 
ome again, Wife: Llove no Trains o Kent 

Or Chiftendom, as they fay. Sc. We will not back, 

And leave our Dame. 

lack | 

Her Tale of Maids, more than you do of Men? 

Tur, VVhat, mutining, Madge? Fo. Zend back your 
C’lons agen. 

And we will vollow. AU. Elfe we'll guard our Dame. 
Tur. 1 ha’ zet the Neft of VVafps all org flame. 

D. Tur. Come, you are fuch another, Mr. Lurfe: 

A Clod you thould be call’d, of a High Conttable : 

To let no Mufick go afore your Child 

To Church, to chear her Heart up this cold Morning. 
Tur, You are for Father Rofis, and his Confort 

Of fidling Boys, the great Feates, and the lefs : 

Becaufe you have entertain’d ’em all from Higigate. 

To fhew your Pomp,you'ldha’ your Daughter and Maids 

jopDance o’er the Fields like Fairies, to Church, this Froft ? 

Pil ha’no Rondels, I, 7° the Queens Paths; 

Let ’un fcrape the Gut at home, where they ha’ fill’d it 

At After-noon. 

» D.Twfe. Pilha’’em play at Dinner. 
60¢ Tre. She is i th’ right, Sir ; vor your Wedding-Dinner 
Is ftarv’d without the Mufick. ded. If the Pies 
Come not in piping hot, you ha’ loftthat Proverb. — 
Twr. I yield to truth: Wife, are you fuffified ? | 
Pen. A right good Man! when he knows right, he 
loves it. 
Seri. And he will know’t, and thew’t too by his place 
. OF being High Conftable, if no where elfe. 


Act If. Scene Il. | 
Hilts bearded, booted and {purr'd. (To them. 


Hil, WE over-taken, Gentlemen ! I pray you, 
_ Which is the Queens High Canftable a- 
mong 0 2 | 
Pup. = 7 left Man: who fhould be elfe, do you 
chink? 
Hil. It is no matter what I think, young Clown : 
Your anfwer favours of the Cart. : 
Pup. How ? Cart? os 
And Clown? Doyou know whofe Team you fpeak to? 
Hi. No: nor Icare not: VVhofe Jade may you be? 
Pup. Jade? Cart? and Clown? O for a lath of 
VVhip-cord! 
Three-knotted Cord ! 
Hil. Do you mutter ? Sir, fnorle this way, _ 
That I may hear, and anfwyer what you fay, 
VVith my School-dagger, *bout your Coftard, Sir. 
Look to’t, young Growfe: VPillayit on, and fure ; 
Take’t off. who's wull. | 
Cle. Nay, ’pray you Gentleman—— 
Hil. Goto: Iwill not bate him anace on’t. — 
VVhat? Rowle-powle? Ma le-face? All Fellows? 
Pup. Do you hear, Friend? 1 would with you vor 
your good, Ss 
Tie up your brended Bitch there, your Dun rufty . 
Pannier-hile Poinard : and not vex the Youth | 
VVith thewing the Teeth of it. VVe now are going 
To Church, in way of Matrimony, fome on us. 
Th’? rung allina’ ready. If it had nor, 
All the Horn-Beafts are grazing i? thisClofe, 
Should not ha’ pull’d me hence, till chis Afh-plant . 


f Had rung Noon o yout Pate? Mr. Broom-beard. ° 
Hil. That would T fain zee, quoth che blind George 


Or at wswrrt4 T gle of a Tub, 


| 


Med. Why thould her: Worfhip | A 


Til clap you both by. the heels, ankle to ankle. 


a. 


Cla. Murder, O Murder! | 
Awd, O my Father and Mother ! | 
D. Tur. Husband, what do you mean ? Son Clay, for 
God’s fake—— | 
Tur. I charge you in the Queens Name, keep the peace. 
Hil. Tell me 0’ no Queen, or Keyfar : I mutt have 
Leg, or a Hanch of him, e’re I go. 
Med. But, Zir, 
You mult obey the Queens High Officers. 
Hil. VVhy muft 1, Goodman Auf ? 
Med. You muft, an’ you wull. | | 
Tur. Gentleman, [I?m here for Fault, Hizh Con- 
| ftable | 
Hil. Are you zo? what then? 
Tur. 1 pray you, Sir, put up | 
Your Weapons; do, at my Requeft: For him, 
On my Authority, he thall lie by the heels, 
Verbatim continente, an’ I live. | 
D. Tur. Out on him for a Knave: what a dead ‘fright 
He has put me into: Come, Awdrey, do not fhake. 
Awd. But isnot Peppy hurt? nor the ¢ other man ? 
Cla. No Bun; but had not I cry’d Murder, I wufs— 
Pup. Sweet Goodman Clench, I pray you revife my 
Matter, : 
I may not zit i’ the Stocks, till the Wedding be paft, 
Dame, Mrs Awdrey: I thall break the Bride-Cake elfe. 
Cle. Zomething mult be to fave Authority, Puppy. 
D. Fur. Husband—~ Cle. And Goflip—— 
Awd. Father-—— Tur. "Treat me not. 
Itisi? vain. If he lienot by the heels, 
Pil lie there for’un. Ill teach the Hine, . 
To carry a Tongue in his Head to his Superiours. 
Hil, This ’s a wife Conftable! where keeps he School ? 
Cle. In sch a very furvere man. - 
Hil. But as furvere as he is, let me, Sir, cell him, 
He fha’ not lay his Man by the heels for this. 
This was my Quarrel; And by his Office leave, 
If’e carry ’un for this, it thall carry double ; 


Vor he fhall carry me too. | : 


Tur. Breath of Man! 
He is my Chattel, mine own hired Goods: 
An’ if you do abet ’un in this matter, . 


Hilt. You'll clap a Dog of Wax as foon, old Blurt ? 


Come, {pare nor me, Sir; 1 am no Man’s Wite: cw 


Icare not, I, Sir, not three skips of a Loufe for you, oe danltre 
And you were Ten tall Conttables, noc I. 3 He. oa. 
Tur. Nay, pray you, Sir, be not angry ; but content : of 


My Man thall make you what amends youll ask “un. 
Hii. Let 7hun mend his Manners then, and know his 
| Betters : Pe 
It’s all I ask ’un: and ’ewill be his own, 
And’s Mafter’s too, another day. Che vore “hun. 
Med. As right as a Club ftill. Zure this angry man 
Speaks very near the mark, when he is pleas’d. 
Pup. thank you, Sir; an’ I meet you at Kentifh-Town, 
I ha’ the Courtefie o’ Hundred for you. | 
Hil. Gramercy, -good High Conftables Hine. But 
_ hear you? 
Mafs Conftable, I have other manner o’ matter, 
Te bring you about, than this, And fo it is, 
I do belong to one o’ the Queens Captains ; 
A Gent’man o’ the Field, one Captain Thum’s , 
1 know not whether you know ’un, or no: It may be 
You do, and’t may be you do not again. 
Tur. No, I affure you on my Conftable-thip, 
I do not know ’un. Héj. Nor I neither, ? faich. 
It skills not much 3 my Captain, and my felf, 4 f<? ev 
Having octafion to come riding by, here, 77 7447 -- 
This morning, at the corner of Saint Fobn’s Wood, 7277 o£ 


FA w/y 
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Some mile 0” this Town, were fet upon EY, 
OF Holloway : Come, Sir. | | By a fort of Countrey Fellows; that not only 
_ Awd. O their naked weapons! - Beat us, but robb’d us molt fufficiently 5 
4 Pan. For the Paffion of wees" Gentleman,and Psppy. | And bound us to our ia se hand and foot ; it 
0 GpfcdX. Ruf ptrle nut Aq (ba, an$ Willan, pod vv 2 n 
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And fo they left us. Now, Don Conftable, - 
I am to charge you in her Majefties Name, 
eril, ; ‘ 
Thar forthwith you raife Hue we i’ che Hundred, 
For all fuch perfons ag you can defped, | 
By the length and breadth o’ your Office: vor I tell you, 
The lofsis of fome value ; therefore look to’e. 
Tur. As Fortune mend me, now, or any Office 
OF a thoufand pound, if I know what to zay, 
Would I: were dead; or vaire hang’d up at Ziburn, 
If I do know what courfe to take; or how 
Toturn my felf; juft at this time too, now, 
My Daughter is to be married : Pll but go — 
To Pancridge-Church, hard by, and return inftantly, 
And ail my Neighbourhood fhall go about it. ; 
Hil. Tut, Pancridge, me no Pancridge; if you let it 
Slip, you will anfwer ir, and your Cap be of Wool; 
Therefore take heed, you'll feel che {mart elfe, Conftable. 
Tur, Nay, good Sir, flay. Neighbours! what think 
you o° this? 


Sov D. Tur. Faith, Man~—— 


hs 


od 


Odd, precious Woman, hold your tongue, 
And mind your Pigs 0’ the Spit at home; you muft 
Have Oreinevery thing. Pray you, Sir, what kind 
Of fellows were they ? 
Hil. Thieve's kind, I ha’ told you. 
Tur. E mean, what kind of Men? 
Hil. Men of our make. : 
_ Tur. Nay, but with patience, Sir ; we that are Officers 
Mult quire the {pecial marks, and all the tokens 
Of the defpected parties ; or perhaps elfe 
Be ne’er the near of our purpofe in ’prehending ’em. 
Can you tell, what ’parrel any of them wore ? 
Hil. Troth no: there were fo many o’ un, all like 
So one another: Now I remember me, 
There was one bufie Fellow was their Leader ; 
A blunt {quat {wad, but lower chan your felf, 
He’ had on a Leather Doublet, with long points, 
And a pair of pinn’d-up breeches, like Pudding bags : 
Wich yellow ftockings, and his Hat turn’d up 
Wich a Silver Claf{pe on his leer fide. D. Tur. By thefe 
Marks 1t fhould be 7obn Clay, now blefsthe man! | 
d Tur. Peace, and be nought: Ithink the Woman be 
unt off — Pphrenfick. 
js» Hil. Fobn Clay? what’she, good Miftris ? 
. wd. He that hall be : a 
My Husband—— Hil. How! your Husband, pretty one? 
Awd. Yes, I hall anon be married: That’s he: °° 
. Tur. Paffton o’ me, undone ! | ae a 
Pup. Blefs Mafter’s Son! = os 
Hil. O you are well ’prehended : know you me, Sir? 
_Clay, No’s my Record: I never zaw you avore. | 
Hii, You did not? where were your Eyes then? out 
at wathing ? 
Tur, What fhould a man zay ? who fhould he truft 
In thefe days? Hark you, Fobs Clay, if you have 
Done any fuch thing, tell'troth, and fhame the Devil. 
Cle. Vaith do: my Goflip Turfe zays-well to you, Fobn. 
Med. Speak, man, but do not convefs, nor be ‘avraid. 
Pan. A man isa man, and a beaft’s a beaft, look to’t. 
D. Tur. Y the name of men or beafts! what do you do? 
Hare che poor fellow out on his five Wits, | 
And feven Senfes ? Do not weep, Fobn Clay. 
I wear che poor wretch is as guilty from ie, 
As the Child was, was born this very morning, © 
Cla, No, as 1 ama kyrfin Soul, would I were hang’d, 
If ever J—alas, I! would I were ot - 
Of my life, fo I would I were, and in again— 
Pup. Nay, Mrs. Aawdrey will fay nay tothat. 
No, In-and-out.? an’ you were out 0” your life, 
How fhould fhe do fora Husband ? who fhould fall 
Aboard o her then, Bal ? He’s a Puppy? ~ 
No ; Hannibal has no breeding: well! I fay little; < 
But hitherto all goes well, pray it prove no better. 


e 
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Awd. Come, Father; I would we were married: | 
am a cold. 

Hil: Well, Mr. Conftable, this your fine Groom here, 
Bridegroom, of what Groom effé, foe’er he be, 
Icharge him with the Felony; and charge you 
To carry him back forthwith to Paddington, 
Unto my Captain, who ftays my return there : 
I am to goto the next Juftice of Peace, 
To get a Warrant to raifé Hue and Cry, 
And bring him and his Fellows all afore ’un. ) 
Fare you well, Sir, and look to un, I charge you, 
As yo'll anfwer it. Take heed, the bufineds, 
If you defer, may prejudicial you ee 
More than you think for; zay £ told you fo . ~ 
[Hiles goes ons 
Tur. Here’sa Bride-ale indeed ? Ah zon Jobs, zon Clay! 
I little thought you would ha’ prov’da piece : 
OF fuch falfe Metal. 

Cla. Father, will you believe me? 
Would I might never ftir i? my new thooes, 
If ever I would do fo voul a Fad. 

Tur. Well, Neighbours, I do charge you to aft me 
With ‘tn to Paddington, Be he atrue man, fo : 
The better for’un. I willdo mine Office, 
An’ he were my own begotten a thoufand times. 

D. Tur. Why, do you hear man? Husband? Mr. Turfe 2 
What thall my Daughter do ? Pappy, ftay here. 

[She follows her Husband and Neighbours. 
Awd. Mother, P'if go with you, and with my Father. 


Act II. Scene III. 
Puppy, Awdrey, Hilts. 


P%. Nay, ftay, {weet Mrs. Awdrey: here are none 
But one Friend (as they.zay) detires to {peak 
A word ortwo, cold with you: How do you veel 
Your felf this trofty. morning ? _ 
Awd. What ha’ you 
To do to ask, I pray you? Iama cold. 
Pup. It feems you are hot, good Mrs. Awdrey, 
Awd, Youlye ; Iam as cold as Ice is: Feel élfe, 
Pap. Nay, you ha’ cool’'d my Courage : Tam paft ic, | 
I ha’ done feeling wich you. y mid GC L Unt, 


Awd: Done with me? a 
I do defie you. So ldo; tofay”* * “* ae 3 


You ha’ done with me: you are a fawcy Pap; j 
Psp. O you miftake ! T meant tora von Tie 
Awa. Meant you not Knavery? Puppy. No, not I. 392 

Clay meant you ali the Knavery, it feems, | 

Who rather than he would be married to you, 

Chofe to be wedded to the Gallows firft.” . 
Awd. I thought he wasa diffembler; he would prove | 

A flippery Merchant i? the Froft. He might | : 

Have married one firft, and have been hang’d after, | 

If he had hada mindto’. But you men; 

Ficon you. Pup. Mrs. Awdrey, can you vind 

1’ your heart to fancy Puppy? me poor Ball? 

Awd, You are difpos’d to jeer one, Mr. Hannibal. : 

Pity o'me: the angry man with thebeard! [Ester Hilts. 
Hil. Put on thy Hat, I look for no defped. : 

Where's chy Mafter ? Pup. Marry, he is gone 

With the Piure of Defpair, to Paddington. 

Hil. Pr’y chee run after ’un, and telf’un he thall 

Find ott my Captain lodg’d at the Red Lyon. 

In Paddiagton’; that’s the Inn. Let’un ask 

Vor Captain Thum’s; And cake that for thy pains: 

He may feek long enough elfe. Hie thee again. 
Pup. Yes, Sir, you’llléok to Mrs. Bride the while ? 
Hil. ThatI will : prethee hafte. 

Awd.’ What, Puppy 2 Puppy 2 | 
Hil. Sweet Mrs. Bride, he'll come again prefently. 
Here was no fubtledeviceto geta Wench. 


is NO u5g 
This Ghamon has a brave pate of his own! 
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A fhaven pate! anda nee monger, y’ vaich! 
This was his plot! I follow Captain Tams ? 
We robb’d in Saint ‘fohn’s Wood ? P myt’other Hole! 
Ilaugh to think what a fine Fool’s finger they have 
O’ this wife Conftable, in pricking out 
This Captain 7hum’s to his Neighbours: you fhall fee 
The Tile-man too fet fire on his own Kil, 
And leap into it, to fave himfelf from hanging. 
You talk of a Bride-ale, here was a Bride.ale broke 
Vthe nick. Well: I muft yet difpatch this Bride, 
To mine own mafter, the young Squire, and then 
My task isdone. Gen’woman! I have in fore 
Done you fome wrong, but now I'll do you what right 
Ican: It’s crue, you are a proper Woman ; 
But to be caft away on fuch a Clown-pipe 
As Clay ; me thinks your Friends are not fo wife 
As Nature might have made ’em ; VVell, go too: 
There’s be ter Fortune coming toward you, 
An’ you do not deject it. Take a vool’s 
Counfel, and do not ftand i?’ your own light. 
It may prove better than you think for: Look you. 
Awd. Alas, Sir, what is’t you would ha’ me do? 
Tid fain do all for the beft, if I knew how. 
Hil. Forfake not a good turn when ’tis offered you: - 
Fair Miftris Aswdrey, that’s your Name, I take it. 
Awd. No Miftrss, Sir, my Name ts Awdrey. 
Hi}. V Vell, fo itis, there is a bold young Squire, 
The Blood of Totten, Tub, and Tripoly 
Awa, Squire Tub, you mean? 1 know him: he knows 
me too. | 
Hil. He isin love with you: and more, he’s mad for 


you. — | . 
‘Awd. 1, fo he told me: in his VVits, I think. 
But he’s too fine for me; and has a Lady 
Tub to his Mother. Herehe comes himfelf! 


A& If. Scene IV. 
Tub, Hilts, Aware. 


Tub. O you are a trufty Governour ! 
| Hi}. What ails you ? 
You do not know when yo’ are well, I think: | 
You’ld ha’ the Calf with the white Face, Sir, would you ? 
I have her for you here; what would you more ? 
Tub. Quietnefs, Hilts, and hear no more of it. 
Hil. No more of it, quoth you? Ido not care, 


If fome on us had not heard fo much of’t, 264+ 42H.) 
of Gn Gey} 


Lcell you true; A man muft carry and v 
Like Bangy’s Dog for you. ante , 

Tub. What’s fe 2 Hil. A Spaniel. 47 \ atedad rie 
And {carce be fpit i? the mouth for’t. A good Dog 4 
Deferves, Sir, a good bone, of a free Matter : 

But, an’ your turns-be ferv’d, the Devil a bic 

You care for a manafter, e’rea Lard of ‘you. 
Like will tolike, y-faith, quoth the fcabb’d Squire 
To th’ mangy Knight, when both met ina Difh_ 
Of butter’d Vith. One bad, there’s ne’er a good; 
And not a Barrel better Herring among you.. 

Tub. Nay, Hilts! I pray thee grow not fram-pull now. . 
- ‘Turn not che bad Cow after thy good Soap.” 7 

Our plot hath hitherto tane good elfect = 
And fhould it now be troubled, or ftopp’d up, 
>Twould prove the utter ruine of my hopes. 

_ J pray thee hafte to Pancridge, to the Chanon: 
And gi’ him notice of our good fuccefs ;_ 

Will him that all things be in readinefs. 

Fair Aowdrey, and my felf, will crofs the Fields, — -. 
The neareft path. Good Hilts, make thou fome hafte, 
And meet us on the way. Come, gentle Awdrey. 

Hil. Vaith, would I had a few more geances on’t: 
An’ you fay the word, fend me to Jericho. 


tch, 
“tt SUVA. 


The likeon’t; yet, an’ hehad kind words, 
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| Thae lump in Courage: melting Cake of Ice; 


4 Another way upon’em, and be proud. 
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"Twould never irke’un. But aman may break 
His heart out i thefe days, and get a fla 
Wich a Fox-tail, when he has done. And there is all. 
Tub. Nay, fay not fo Hilts: hold thec; there are 
_. Crowns ; - 
My love beftows on thee, for thy reward, 
If Gold will pleafe thee, all my Land fhall 
In bounty thus, to recompence thy merit. 
Hil. ‘Tut, keep your Land, and your Gold coo, Sir: I 
Seek neither—nother of ’un. Learn to get 
More : you will know to {pend that zum you have 
Early enough; ycu are affur’d of me, 
I love you too too well, to live o’ the 1Doil : 
For your own fake, were there were no worfe than I. 
Allis nor Gold that glifters ; Pil to Pancridge. 
Tub. See how his love doch mele him into Tears’ 
An honeft fairhful Servant is a Jewel. 
Now th’ adventrous Squire hath time and leifure 
To ask bis 4wdrey how fhe do’s, and hear 
A grateful anfwer from her. She noe fpeaks : 
Hath che proud Tyran, Froft, ufurp’d the Seat 
Of former Beauty in my Loves fair Check ; 
Staining the Rofeate tin@ure of her Blood, 
With the dull dye of blue congealing cold ? 
No, fure the weather dares not fo prefume 
To hurt an Object of her brightnefs. Yet, : 
The more I view her, fhe but looks fo, io.. 
Ha? gi’ me leave to fearch this myftery! 
O now [ have it: Bride, I know your grief; | 
The laft Nights cold hath bred in you fuch horror 
OF the affigned Bridegroom’s coniticution, 
The Kslourn Clay-pit ; chat Froft-bicten marle ; 


drop. 
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That the conceit thereof hath almoft kill’d chee. 
But I muft do thee good, wench, and refrefh thee. 
Awd. Youarea merry man, Squire Tub of Totten! 
I have heard much o? your words, but not 0’ your deeds. © 
Tub. Pe fayeft true, {weer ; 1’ ha’ been too flack in 
eeds. at 
Awd, Yet I was never fo ftraight lac’'d to you, Squire. 
Tub, Why, did you ever love me, gentle Awdrey ? 
Awd. Love you? Icannot tell : I muft hate no body, 
My Father fays. 
Tub. Yes, Clay and Kilbourne, Awwdrey, 
You muft hatethem. ~ | 
Awd. Xt fhall be for your fake then. 
Tub. And for my fake thall yield you that Gratuity. 
[ He offers to ki/s ber. 
go two wordgto a 
[ She puts him back. 


Awd, Soft and fair, S 
bargain. a 
Tub. What are thofe, Awdrey? 
4wd. Nay, Icannot tell. 
My Mother zaid, zure, if you married me, 
You'ld make me a Lady the firft week: and put me 
In, I know not what, the very day. 
Tub. What was it? 


quire, there 


| Speak, gentle A2drey, thou fhalt have it yet. 


Awd. A Velvet Drefling for my Head, it is, 
They fay will make one brave; I will not know 
Beffe Moale, nor Margery Turne-up: I will look 


Tub. Troth, I could with my Wench a better Wir; 
But what fhe wanteth there, her Face fupplies. 
There isa pointed luftrein her Eye . 

Hath fhot quite through me, and hath bit my heart: 
And thence itis I firft receiv'd the wound, 


| That ranckles now, which only the can cure. 


Fain would I work my felf from this conceit ;. 
But, being flefth, Icannot. Imuft love her, - 
The naked truth is: andI will goon, 


| Were it for nothing, but to crofs my Rivals. 


| Come, Audrey: 1am now refolv’d to ha’ chee. 
Out-cept a man were a Poft-horfe, Tha’ not known | | 


, Ag 
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A& IL. Scene V. 
Preamble, Metaphore, Tub, Awdrey. 
Pre NT AY, ? it quickly, Miles; Why fhak’ft chou, 


an: 

Speak but his Name : Pll fecond thee my felf. 
Met. What is his Name ? 
Pre. Squire Tripoly, or Tub. 

Any thing-———— 
Met. Squire Tub, I do arreft you 


|’ the Queens Majefties Name, and all the Councils. 


Tub. Arreft me, Varlet ? 
Pre. Keep the Peace, I charge you. | 
Tub. Are you there, Jultice Bramble? Where's your 
Warrant ? : - 
Pre. The Warrant is dire@ted here to me, 
From the whole Tables wherefore I would pray you 
Be patient, Squire, and make good the Peace. 
Tub. Well, at your pleafure, Juftice. Iam wrong’d : 
Sirrah, what are you, have arretted me? 
Pre. He is a Purs’yvanctat Arms, Squire Tub. 
Met. I ama Purs’yvant ; fee, by my Coat elfe. 
Tub. Well, Purs’yvant, go with me: Pll give you Bail. 
Pre. Sir, he may take no Bail. It is a Warrant, 
In fpecial from the Counci!, and commands 
Your perfonal appearance. Sir, your Weapon 
1 muft require: And then deliver you 
A Prifoner to thisOfficer, Squire Tub. 
I pray you to conceive of me no other, 
Than as your Friend and Neighbour. Let my Perfon 
Be fever'd from my Office in the Fad, 
AndI am clear. Here, Purs’yvant, receive him 


Inco your Hands; and ufe him like a Gentleman. 


Tub. Ithank you, Sir: Bute whither muft I go now? 
Pre. Nay, that muft not be told you, till you come 
Unto the place affign’d by his Inftructions. 

Tl be the Maidens Convoy to her Father, 
For this time, Squire. 

Tub. Ithank you, Mr. Brambk. : 
I doubt, or fear, you will make her the Ballance 
To weigh your Jufticein. Pray ye do me right, 
And lead not her, at leaft, out of the way. 
Juftice is blind, and having a blind Guide, 
She may be apt to flipafide. 

Pre. Vil fee to her. | 

Tub. I fee my wooing willnot thrive. Arrefted! 

.As I had fet my reft up, for a Wife ? | 
Ang being fo fair for it, as T was ——Well, Fortune, 
-Thou are a blind Bawd, and a Beggar too, | 

To crofs me thus ; and let my only Rival 
To get her from me? That's the Spighe of Spights. 
But molt I moufe at, is, thac I, being none 
O' th’ Court, am fene for chither by the Council. 
My Heart is not fo light as’e was i che morning. 


- Act II. Scene VI. 
Hilts, Tub, Metapbore. 


| a ia 
Til, Ou mean to make a Hoiden, ora Hare 


O’ me, ¢ hunt Counter thus, and make thefe 
doubles : 7 
And you mean no fuch thing as you fend about? 
Where’s your Sweet-heart now, I marle ? 
Tub. Oh, Hilts! . 
Hil. I know you of old! ne’er hale afore a Criple. 
Will you have a Cawdle ? where’s your Grief, Sir ? Speak? 
Met. Do you hear, Friend? Do you ferve this Gen- 
tleman ? 
Hil, How then, Sir? what if Ido? Peradventure yea: 
Peradventure nay ; what’s that to you, Sir? Say 2 
Met. Nay, pray you, Sir, I meant no harm in truth: 
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But this good Gentleman is arrefted. Hil. How? 
Say me thatagain. Tub. Nay, Basket, never ftorm 3 
I am arrefted here, upon command 
From the Queens Council 5 and I muft obey. 
Met. You fay, Sir, very true, you muft obey. 
An honeft Gentleman, in faith! 
Hil. He mutt? ae 
Tub. But that which moft tormenteth me, is this, 
That Juftice Bramble hath got hence, my Awarcy. 
Hil. How? how? ftand by a little, Sirrah, you, 
Wich the Badge o’ your Breaft. Let’s know, Sir, what 
you are? 
Met. I am, Sir, (pray you do not look fo terribly) - 
A Purs’yvant. 
Hi!. A Purs’yvant? Your Name, Sir ? 
Met. My Name, Sir-—— | 
Hil. What ist? fpeak? Met. Miles Metaphor; 


| And Juftice Preamble’s Clerk. 


Tub. What fayshe? Hil. Pray you, 
Let usalone. You are a Purs’yvant ? 

Mes. No, faith, Sir, would I might never ftir from you, 
P is made a Purs’yvane againft my Will. 

Hi], Ha! and who made you one? tell true, or my 


Wil 
Shall make younothing inftantly. Ader. Putup 
Your frightful Blade; and your dead- doing look, 
And I thall cell you all. 
Hil. Speak then the truth, 
And the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. 
Met. My Malfter, Juftice Bramble, hearing your Mafter, 
The Squire Zab, was coming on this way, 
With Mrs. Awdrey, the High Conftable’s Daughter ; 
Made me a chgis iro y4nd gave me Warrant 
To arreft him, fo that he might get the Lady, 1 
With whom he is gone to Pancridge, to the Vicar, 
Not to her Fathers. This was the Device, | 
Which I befeech you, do not tell my Mafter. 
Tub. O wonderful! well Basker, let him rife: 
And for my free Efcape, forge fome Excufe. 
I'll poft to Paddington, ¢ acquaint old Turfe, 
With the whole bufinefs, and fo ftop the Marriage. 
Hil, Well, blefs thee : 1 do with thee Grace to: keep 
Thy Matters Secrets, better, or be hang’d. | 
_ Met. I thank you for your gentle admonition. 
Pray you, let me call you God-father hereafter. 
And as your God-fon Metaphore, I promife, 
To keep my Mafters Privities, feal’d up 
I the Vallies’o’ my truft, lock’d clofe for ever, 
Or let me be trufs‘d up at Tiburne thortly. 
_ Hil. Thiné own With, fave, or choak thee: Come 
away. 7 | 


Act Ill. Scene I. 
Turfe, Clench, Medlay, To-Pan, Scriben, Clay. 


Tur. JT yAffion of me, wasever man thus crofs'd? . 
All things run Arfie-Verfie; up-fide down. 

High Conftable! Now by our Lady 0’ Walfingham, 

I had rather be mark’d out Tom Scavinger, 

And with a Shovel make clean the High-ways, 

Than have this Office of a Conftable, 

And a High Conftable ! The higher charge, 


| Ic brings more trouble, more vexation with it. 


‘Neighbours, good Neighbours, ’vize me what to do: . 
How we fhall bear us in this Huy and Cry. 

We cannot find tHe Captain ; no fach man 

Lodg’d at the Lio, nor came thither hurt. 

The morning we ha’ {pent in privy fearch; 

And by chat means the Bride-Ale is deferr’d ; 

The Bride, fhe’s left alone in Puppy’s charge ; 

The Bridegroom goes under a pair of Sureties 3 

And held of all as a refpected perfon. 
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How fhauld we buftle forward ?- Gi? fome counfel, 
How co beftir our ftumpsi thefe crofs ways. 
Cle. Faith, Goflip Turfe, you have, you fay, Remiffion, 
To comprehend all fuch as are delpected ‘ 
Now would I make another privy fearch. 
Through this Town, and then you have zearch’d Two 
‘Lowns. 
Med. Matters, take heed, let’s not vind too many: 
, One’s enough to ftay the Hang-man’s ftomach. 
SafThere is Fobn Clay, who is yvound already 3” 
A proper man: A Tile-may by his Trade : 
A man, as one would zay, moulded in Clay : 
As fpruce as any Neigbbour’s Child among you: 
And he (you zee) is taken on Confpition, 
And ewo or three ipa zay) what calf you ’em ? 
Zuch as the Juftices of Corars nobis 
Grant——(I forget their Names, you ha’ many on ’em, 
Mr. High Conftable, they come to you.) 
I ha’ it at my tongues end———Conny-boroughs, . 
_ To bring him ftraight avore the Zeffions houfe. 
Tur. O you mean Warrens, Neighbour, do you not? 
Med. I, I, thick fame! you know’un well enough. 
Tur. Too well, too well; wou’d I had never known 
"em. 
We good Vree-holders cannot live in quiet, 
Bue every hour new parcepts, Hues'and Crys, 
Pat us to Requifitions night and day: = « 
What fhud a man zay, fhud we leave the zearch? 
Iam in danger to reburfe as much 
As he was robb’d on ; ‘I, and pay his hurts, 
If I thould vollow it, all the‘good cheer _ 
That was provided for the Wedding-dinner 
¥s fpoil’d and loft. Oh, there@ye two vat Pigs, — 
A zindging by the vier: No Saint Tory, 17 
‘Too good to eat, buton a Wedding-day; 
And thena Goofe will bid you all, Come cut me. . 
Zun Clay, zun Clay, (for 1 muft call thee fo) guyz” 
Be of good comfort ; take my Muckinder, “-</. 7. 
And dry thine be If chou beelt true and honeft ; 
Andif thou find’ft thy Confcience clear vrom it, 
Pluck up a good heart, we'll do well enough. 
If not, confefs a truths name. Bat in faith, 
I durft be fworn upon all haly Books 
Fobn Clay would ne’er Gommit a Robbery 
On his own head. 
Cle. No: Truth is my rightful Judge : 
I have kept my hands, here hence, fro’ evil {peaking, 
Lying and flandering ; and my tongue from fealing 
He do not live thisday, can fay, hn Clay, 
Tha’ zeen thee, but in the way of honefty. | 
of Pan. Faith, Neighbour Medlay, 1 durft be his Bur- 
rough, / acer e Cail uff am. 2. 
He would not look a true man in the vace. 
_ Cla. 1take the Town to concord, where I dwell, 
All Kilburn be my witnefs, if I were not oe 
Begot in bafhfulnefs, brought up in thamefac’dnefs : 
Let ’un bring a Dog, but to my vace, that can 
Zay, I ha’ beat ’un, and without a vault: . 
Or but a Cat, will {wear upon a Book, 
I have a muchas zet a vier her tall ; 
And Ill give him, or her a Crown for ’mends. 

But to give out, and zay, I have robb'd 2 Captain! — 
Receive me atthelatter day, if I. | 
-E’re thought of any fuch macter ; or could mind ic—— 

Med, No, Fobn, you are come of too good Perfonage; 

I think my Goflip Clesch, and Mr. Turfe, 

Both chink, you would ra’tempt no fuch voul matter. 
Tyr. But how unhappily it comes to pafs! 

Juft on the Wedding-day! I cry me mercy: 

I had almoft forgot the Hue and Cry: : 

Good Neighbour Pas, you are the Third-barrow, 

And D'ogenes Scriben, you my learned Writer, 

Make ont a new purcept—Lord, for thy Goodnefs, 

I had forgot my Daughter, afl chis while ; | | 
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The idle Knave hath brought no news from lier. . 
Here comes the fneaking Puppy ; What's the news? 

My heare! my heart! I fear all is not well, 

Some things mifhap’d, that he is come without her. 


Act Ill. Scene IL 
‘Puppy, D. Turfe. [To them. 


Pup. O® where’s my Mafter? my Mafter ? my Ma- 
fter ? | 
D. Tur. Thy Mafter? what would’ft with thy Ma- 
* fter, man? | 
There’s thy Matter. 
Zur. What’s the matter, Puppy ? 
Pup. Oh Mafter! oh Dame! oh Dame? oh Mafter? 
D. Tur. What fay’ft chou to thy Mafter,or thy Dame? 
Pup. Oh. Fob Clay! Fobn Clay! Fobs Clay ! | 
Tur. What of ‘fobn Clay? | 
| Med. Luck grant he bring not news, he fhall be hang’d. 
Cle. The world forfend,I hope it is not fo well. - 
Cla, Oh Lord! oh me! what thallIdo? poor Jobn:! 
- Pup. Oh Hobs Clay ! Fobm Clay! Fobn Clay! 
Cla. Alas, 
That ever IL was born! I will not ftay by’r, 
For all the Tiles in Kilburne. i” 
D. Tur. What of Clay? | 
5 what of him ? | 
' Pup. He hath loft, he hath loft. | 
Tar. For luck fake, {peak, Puppy; what hath hé loft ? 
Pup. Oh, Awdrey, Awdrey, Awdrey! 
D. Ter, What of my Daughter Awdrey? 
Pup. I tell you, Azdrey——do you underftand me? 


| Aawdrey, fweet Malter! Awdrey, my dear Dame—— 


Tur. Where is fhe? what’s become of her, 1 pray thee ? 
Pup. Oh, the Serving-man ! the Serving-man! the 
| Serving-man ! | | | 
Tur, What talk’ft chou of the Serving-man ? where’s 
-- 8 Awdrey? a | 
Pup. Gone-with the Serving-man, gone with the Ser- 
ving-iman. | 
D. Tur. Good Puppy, whither is the gone with him ? 
Pup. Icannot tell: he b4d me bring you word, 
The Captain lay at the Lion, and before 


‘| Ecame again, Awdrey was gone with che Serving-man ; 
‘TE cell you, 4wdrey’s runaway with ehe Serving-man. 


Tur. 'Od “focks ! my woman, what fhall we do now? 
D. Tur. Now, fo you help not, man, I know not, I. — 
Tur. This was your pomp of maids: I cold you ont. 


Six maids to vollow you, and not leave one 


To wait aa ead Daughter! I zaid, Pride © 
Would be paid one day, her old vi’pence, wife. 

Med. What of Fobn Clay, Ball Puppy ? 

Pup. ‘He hath loft— | 

Med. His life for velony ? 

‘Pup. No, his wife by villainy. : 

Tar. Now, Villains both! oh that fame Hwe and Cry! 
Oh Neighbours! ob that curfed Serving-man ! 
O maids! O wife! But Fobs Clay, where’s he? 

_ __ (Clay’s fir mift. 

How! fled for vear, zay ye? will he flip as now ? 
We that are Sureties, muft require ’un out. => 
How (hall we do ta find the Serving-man? >. ~ 
Cocks bodikins ! we muft not lofe ‘fobs Clay: 
Awdrey, my daughter Awdrey too! let us zend 
To all che Towns, and zeek her ; but alas, ; 
The Hue and Cry, that muft be look’d unto. 


AG 
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A&t IIL Scene Ill. 


Tub. [Zo shem. 


Tub. WV Hat: in a paflion, Turfe? . 

Tur. 1, good Squire Tab. 
Werenever honeft Varmers thus perplext? —- 
Tub: Turfe, 1am privy to thy deep unreft : 
The Ground of .which {prings from an idle plor, . 
Caft by a Suicor, to your daughter Awdrey—~ > 
And thus much, Turfe, let me adversife you ; 
Your daughter Awdrey, met I on the way, ‘ 
Wieh Juftice Bramble in her company :. 

‘Who means to marry her at Pancridge-Church, 
And there is Canon Haz, to meet chem ready : 
Which to prevent, you muff nor truft delay ; 

But winged {peed muft crofs their fly intent : 
Then hie thee, Turfe, hafte to forbid the Banes. 

. Tur. Hath Juftice Bramble got my daughter dwdrey ? 
A little while fhall he enjoy her, zure. . ne 
But O, the Hue and Cry ! chat hinders me: a 
I muft purfue that, or neglect my ae so, 
ll e’en leave all, and with the patient Afs, 
The over-laden A({s, chrow off. my burden, 
And caft mine Offices pluck in my large Ears , - 
Betimes, left fome difjudge °em to be Horns: © 

- Pl leave co beat it on the broken hoof, oO 
And eafe my pafterns. .I'llno more High Conftables. 
— Tub. I cannot chufe but {mile, to fee thee troubled 
With fuch a bald, halt-hatched circumftance! ,_ 
‘Thé Caprain was not robb’d, as is reported ; 

That. Trick the Juftice craftily deviz’d, 

To break the marriage with the Tile-iman, Clay. 

The Hue and Cry was meerly counterfeit : | 

The rather may you judge it to be fuch, 

Becaufe the Bridegroom was defcrib'd to be 

Oneof the Thieves, firft in che —— . ? 
Which, how far *tis from him, your felves may guefs: 
?Twas Juftice Bramble’s vetch, to getthe wench. | 

"Tur. And is this erie, Squire Tad ? 2 ee 

Tub Believe were 
As I ama Squire : or lefs, a Gentleman. - 

Tur. I take my Office back, and my Authority, . 
Upon your Worfhip’s words. Neighbours, I am 
High-Conftable again : where’s my zon Clay? 

He fhalfbe zon yet, wife, your meat by leifure ; 
Draw. back the Spits. 
. Ds Tur. That's done already; Man. . 

'* Ta¥-TAl break this Marriage off : and afterward, 
She fhall be given to her firft betroch’d. oer 
Look co the mear, wife: look well tothe roaft. 

Tub. Til follow him aloof, to fee the event. an 

Pup. Dame, Miltrifs, though I do not tura the Spice, 

_ J hope yer the Pig’s Head. | 

* . D. Tar. Come up, Jack-fauce: 
It thall be ferv’d in to you. 
"Pup. No, no Service ; 
But a Reward for Service.. 
 D, Tar. Eftill took you _ 

For an unmarinerly Puppy: Willyou come, 
And vetch nore Wood to the Vier, Mr. Ball 2. 


es) 
4 
\ 
. ‘ 


You think to make tne e’en your Oxor Afs, 
Or any thibg.’ ThoughI cannot right my felf’ . _ - 


On yon, Til{ure revenge me on your meat, 
Aé& Til Scene’ IV. 
. La.Tub, Pol- Martin, Wifpe, Puppy. 


Pol. \ ‘fp Adam, to Kentifh-Town, we are gotat length ; 
But by the way we cannot meet the Squire: 
Nor by InQtiry can we hear of him. 


Here is Turfe’s Houfe, the Father of the Maid. 


Lad. Pol- Martin, fee, the itreets are ftrew’d with herbs, | 


And here hath been a Wedding, W%/pe, it feems ! 
Pray Heaven this Bridal be not for my Son! 
Good Martin, knock: knock quickly : Ask for Turfe. 


* 4 My thoughts mifgive me, Iam in fuch a doubk-— 


Pol. Who keeps the Houfe here ? 
Pup. Why, the Doors and Walls 
Do keep the Houfe. 
Po}. I ask then, who’s wichin? 
Pup. Not you that are without. | 
Pot. Look forth, and {pegk | 
Into the {treet here. Come before my Lady. 
Pup. Before my Lady? Lord have mercy upon me: 


| If do come before her, fhe will fee. . 
| The handfom’ft Man in all che Town, pardee! 


Now ftand I vore her, what zaith velvet fhe ? 
Lad. Sirrah, whofe Man are you ?- 
Pup. Madam, my Mafters. , 
Led. And who’s thy Matter ? — 
Pup. What you tread on, Madam.’ . 
Lad. Ttread on an old Turfe, , 
Pup, That Turfe’s my Mafter. 


a} 


|. Lad. A merry fellow! what’s thy Name? 


Pup. Ball Puppy 


; ‘| They call me at home: abroad, Hannibal P uppy- 


Led. Come hither, I muft kifs thee, Valentine Pappy. 
Wifpe! ha’ you got you a Valentine? | . —_ 
Wif’ None, Madam: 


| He’s the firft ftranger that I faw. . Lad. To me 
‘| Heis fo, andfuch. ‘Ler’s thare him equally. 


Pup. Help, -help, good Dame. .A Refcue, and in time. 

Inftead of Bills, wich os la come; inftead of Speary 

with Spits ; . | : 

Your flices ferve for flicing Swords, to faye me, and 
my Wits: ee ee 

A Lady, and her woman here, their Huifher eke by fide, 


; divide. | | 
“ " A@ JIL Scene V.° 
D, Tenfey Maids. «To srg. 


D. Turf. | YOw now ? what noife is this with you, Bag 
Puppy 2. - 


Pup. Oh Dame! and fellows o’ the Kitchin! arm, ,; _ 


Arm, for my fafety 3.if you love your Ball: 


| Here isa ftrange thing, call’d a Lady, a Mad-dame: 


And a device of hers, yclept her Woman; 
Have plotted on me, inthe King’s High-way, 
To fteal me from my felf, and cut me in halfs, 


| To make one Valentine to ferve em both ;: 


Thisfor my right-fide, thac my left-hand loves. 
D.Tur. Sofaucy, Puppy? to ufe no more reverence 
Unto my Lady, and her We Gown? 3 
Lad, Turfe’s Wife, rebuke him not: Your Man doth 
pleafeme | 
Wich his conceit. Hold: there are ten old Nobles, 


'  |.To make thee merrier yet, half-Valentine. 


Pup. I thank you, right-fide : could my left as much, 


_.: {?Twould make mea Man of Mark?”young Hannibal ! | 
Pup. 1 Wood tothe Vier; I thal pifs ic oue firft: 


Lad. Dido, thal! make that good ; or I will for her. 
Here Dido Wifpe, there’s for your Hannibal : 
He 1s your Countrey-man, as well as Valentine. 
VVif. Here, Mr. Haunibal: my Ladies Bounty 
For her poor Woman, VVifpn 
Pup. Brave Carthage Queen! _ | 
And fuch was Dido: I willever be 
Champion to her, who Funo is to thee. 
D. Tur. Your Ladythip is very welcome here. 
Pleafe you, good Madam, to go near the Houfe. . 
Lad, Turfe’s Wife, I comechus far to feck thy Husband, 
Having fome bufinefsto impart unto him. 
4 Heke ah te} a 
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Ishe at home? D.TZs#r. Ono, and’c thall pleafe you: | That had a Daughter, that was call’d Virginia, | 
He is pofted hence to Pancridge, with a witnefs. = —_—«| Lake Mrs. Awdrey, and as young as the; 

Young Juftice Bramble has kept level.coyl ~ _ | And how her Father bare him in the bufinefs, 

Here in our Quarters, ftole away our Daughter, - —| "Gantt Juftice Appiss, a Detemvir in Rome, 

And ‘Mr. Tarfe’s run after, as he can, And Juftice of Affize. . | 


To ftop the Marriage, if ic willbe ftopp'd. ~ Zur. That, that good D’openes ! 
Pol. Madam, thefe tidings are: not much amifs ! A Learned Man isa Chronicle! 


For if the Juftice have the Maid in keep, i‘ Seri. I can tell you i : 
You need not fear che marriage of your Son. ' . | A thoufand, of great Pompey, Cafar, Trajan, 
Led. That fomewhat eafeth my fufpicious breaft. | All che High Conftablesthere. © 7) 
Tell me, Turfe’s Wife, when was my Son with Awdrey?'| Tur.’ That was cheir place: 
How long is’t, fince you faw him at your Houfe? They were no more. | 
Pxp. Dame, let me take this Rump ont of your Mouth. | Scr. Ditfator, and High Conftablé; .: 
D. Tur. What mean you by that, Sir ? [| Were both the fame. , ie 2 
-Pyp. Rump and Tale’s all one. a. Aged. High Conftable was more, though! 7 
Bue I would ufe a Reverence for my Lady : He laid Dick Tator by the heels. - er i 
I would not zay furreverence, the Tale | Pan. Dick Teter! — - | het oe 
Our ©’ your Mouth, but rathertake the Rump. FY was one o' the Waightso’ the City::Iha’teado’’uné 
.. D. Tar. A well-bred Youth! and vull of Favour you | He was a fellow would be drunk, debauch’d —-—— Cpt / 
are | And he did zee ’un i’ che Stocks indeed : A : 
+ Pap. What might they ~ when I were gone, if I | His name Vadien, and a cunning Lang L, aldol Av fife, 
Not weigh’d my words? This Pappyisa Vool! Awd. Wasever filly Maid thus pofted’ off ? hoe sete Garol eh, 
Great Hannibal's an AfS ; hehadno breeding? That fhould have had three Husbands in one day sKintiayy Mader Ka - 
No Lady gay, you fhall not zay, | | ¥ee (by bad Fortune) am poffeft of none? A‘ea:an 4.7 LEDs 
That-your Val. Puppy, was fo unlucky, __ | Lwent to Church to have been wed to Clay 577 4a0, Feast ey 
In {peech to fail, as namea Tail, _°- [| Then Squire. 7ub he f{eiz’d me on the way, a5 ai. han, Gis ‘Ge 
Be. as-be may be, ’vore 4 fair Lady. And thought to ha’had me ; but he mift hisaim’s » 7,» 2°" 
‘ Lad, Leave jefting ; tell us, when you faw our Son. | And Juftice Bramble (neareft of the three) Fe aL OP JefeD 
-: Pep. Marry, it istwo hours ago. ‘| Was well nigh married to me ; when by chancé,””7 54g ny ae 
Lad. Sin’ you faw him ? : tT Inmufh’d . Father, and brokeoff that dance. “27° -# ~ 
‘Pap, You might have feen him too, if you had| Tar. I, Girl, there’s ne’er a Juftice on’em all, ya eee 
look’d: up. : Shall teach the Conftableco guard hisown: Aru Gow a7 7i* 
For it fhin’d as brighr as day. | Let’s back to Kenti{h>-town, and there make merry ; Se 
Lad. Mean my Son. | ' * "| Thefe news will be glad tidings to my Wife : ae oH Hf ae 


fa 


Psp, Your Sun, and our Sun, are they not alb one? _ | Thou fhalt have Clay, my wench. That word thall , 
Led. Fool, chou miftak’ft ; Lask’d thee, for my Son! | He’s fourid by this time, fure, or elfe he’s drown'd : 
. Pyp. 1 had thought there had been no more Suns | The Wedding-dinner will be fpoil’d: make hatte. 


| thanone. «| , Awd. Husbands, they fay, grow thick; but thin are 
I know Ses pew you Ladies have, or may have. .  fown .. . } oe 
«. Pel. Did ft chou ne'er hear my Lady had a Son? I care not who it be, fo E have one. 
Pp. She may have twenty ; but for a Son, unlefs | Tur. 1? zay. you zo? Perhaps you fhall ha’ none, for 
She mean precifely, Squire 7#b, her Zon, | that. : | ; 
He was here. now, and brought my Mafter word, _ Awd, Now outonme! what fhall Edothen? 
That Juftice Bramble had got Mrs. Awrdrey. Med. Sleep; Miltris Awdrey, dream on proper Mea. 
sa Sear he “ a — — can - 4 ¢- V _ 
d. Martin, I wonder at this ftrange difcourfe: -".  A& TIE > Scene : 
The Fool it feemstellstrue ; my Son, the Squire, i Hil _— I 
Was doubtlefs here this morning. For che match, _ . Haugh, Preamble, Metapbore: 
Pil {mother what I think, and ftaying here, : | : 
Attend the Sequel of this ftrange beginning. | | Hugh. O Bone Dems! have you feeri the like? 
Turfe's Wife, my. people, and I will trouble thee, Heré was Hodge, hold thine Ear fair, whilft 
Until we bear fome tidings of thy Husbard. , I ftrike. : 
‘Fhe rather, for my party Valentine. : Body 0” me, how camethis gear about ? 
| | : | Pre. [know not, Chanon, but ic falls out crofs. 
Act Ill. Scene VI. © Nor can I make conjecture by the Circumftance 
| Of thefe Events; it was impoffible, __ . 
Tarfe, Awd¥ey, Clench, Medlay, Pan, Scriben. | Being fo clofe, and politickly carried, 
. Sg . To come fo quickly to the Ears of Tarfé, 
Tar. Ell, I have carried it, and will triumph O Prieft, had but thy Now delivery 
| Over this Juftice, as becomes a Conftable; | Been nimble, and'thy lazy Latine Tongue, , 
And a High Conftable : next our Saint George, But run the Forms o'er, with that fwift difpatch, 
Who refcued the King’s Daughier, I will ride; _ | Ashad been requifite, all had been well! 
Above Prince Arthur. Z. Mtn. Lor Archery » What thould have been,that never lov’d thé Frier; 


Cle: Or our Shore.diteh Dukei~7 4 pS 7 But thus you fee ch’ old Adage verified, 
Med. Or Pancridge Earl. p= f'7 a. “| Multa cadunt inter ———you can ghefs the reft. 
‘Pan. Or Bets, or Sir Guy, A Woe eet ein 64," Many things fall berween the Cup and Lip: 

Who. were High Contftables both Sor oad au * | And though they touch, you are not fure to drink. 
Cle: One of Southampton -—— ay cae: ow +s | You lack’d good fortune, we had done our parts: 
Med. The Cother of VVarwick-Caftle, **7 “7. _Y. | Give a Man fortune, throw him i’the Sea. 

Ter. You thall work ie | The properer Man, the worfe luck : Say a time; 


Into a Story for me, neighbour Medlay, , Tempms edax—In time the ftately Ox, Oc. 4 een one, Pa 
Over my Chimney, Geod Counfels lightly never come roo late. 
Scri. 1 can give you, Sir, Pre. You, Sir, will run your Counfels out of breath. 


A Roman Story of a Petty-Conftable, ~ Hug. Spur a free Horfe, he'll rua himfelf co death. 


xX Santis 
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Santi Evangelifté ! Here comes Miles ! 


Pre. What news; than, with our new-made Purs’yvant? | 


Met. A Purfayvant? would I were, or more purlic, 
And had more ftore of money  orlefs purfice, 
And had more ftore of breath: you call me Purs’yvant. 
But I could never vaunt of any Purfe | E 
I had, fin’ yo’ were my Gad-fathers and God-mothers, 
And ga’ me that nick-naine. | a. ee 

Pre. What now’s the matter?” . ae 

Met. Nay,’tis no matter. I ha’ been fimply beaten. 

Hug. What is become o’ the Squire, and thy Prifoner ? 

Mit. The lines of Blood, run ftreaming from my Head, 
Can foeak what Rule the Squire hath kept wich me. 

Pre. I pray thee, Miles, relate the-manner, how ? 
Met. Be’t khown unto you, by thefe Prefents, then, 
That I, Miles Metaphor, your Worthip’s Clerk, — ; 
Have e’en been beaten, toan Allegory, . 

By multituddof hands. Had-thdy been but . 

- Some five or fix, I had whip’d’ent all, like Tops 

In Lent, and hurl’d em into Hoblers bole ; | 
 -Or the next Ditch: Ihadcrack’d all their Coftards, 

As nimbly as.a Squirrel willcrack Nuts: « 
And flourithed like to Hercules, the Porter, /': . 
Among the Pages, But, when they came.on: : 
Like Bees about a)Hive, Crows about Carrionj«: | 
Flies about Sweetmeats; nay, like Water-men. 4: 
About a Fare: thén:was poor: Metaphor, 6 
_ Glad to give up the Honour of the Day, . --*- 
To quit his charge to them, and ron.away |: ... 

To ve his life, only totell chisnews = 2s 
Hug. How indiredly alk chings havefall’nout: 
Icannot chufe but wonder what they were, i 
Refcued your Rival from the keep of Adilese.. . _.. 
Buc moft of all I cannot well digeft, : 

The manner how our purpofe came to Turfe 

Pre. Miles, I will fee that all chy Hurts be dreft. 

As for the Squires Efcape, it.mattersnot: =. 
We hhave by this means rg a him; 

And that was all the main [aimed at. 7 
But Chanon Hugh, now mufter up thy Wits, - 

And call chy: thoughtsintothe Confiltory. 

- Search all the fecret cornersof thy Cap, 

To find another queint devifed drife,: 7 

To difappoint herMarriage with chis Clay : 

Do that, and Pilreward thee jovially. | 

Hug. Well faid, Magifter Juftice. If I fic you not 
With fuch a new, and well-laid Stratagem, 

As never yet your Ears did hear a finer. 
Call me, with Lily, Bos, Fur, Sus atq; Sacerdos., 

Pre. I hear, there’s:comfort in chy words yet,Chanon. 
Vil cruft chy Regulars, and fay.no more. © 

Met. Vil follow too. ie st the dapper Prieft 
_637Be but as cunning, point in his device, 0 pfit2uAnu 

As I was in my lye My Matter Preamble a Ls 
Will ftalk, as ied. by the Nofe with chefe new Promifes, 
And fatted with Suppofes of fine Hopes. 


AG IIL Scene VII. | 
Turfe, D.Turfe, Lady Tub, Pol Martin, Awdrey, Puppy. 


Ti or NA EM, Madam, I may thank the Squire your Son: 
oc...” ¥ (For, but for him, Lhad been over-reacht. 
D. Tur. Now Heavens Bleffing light upott his Heart: 
We are beholden to him, indeed, Madam: 
Lad. But can you not refolve me wherehe is? . 
Nor about what his Purpofes were bent? | 
Tur. Madam, they no whit were concerning me: 
And therefore was 4 lefs inquifitive. - : 
Lad. Fair Maid, in faith, {peak truth,and not diflemble: 
Do’s he not oftes: come, and vifit you ? 7 
Awd, His Wouhip, now aad then, pleafe you, sakes 


To fee my Father and Mother: But, for me, 


I know my felf too mean for his high thoughts -, . - 


To make him merry, or to pafs his time. > . | ; E 
Lad. A fober Maid! call formy Woman, Aarti 


D. Tur. No, he nas hid himfelf out of the way, .°: 
For fear o' the Hwe and Cry. de ey 


And call ’un forth. We’ll once more to the Church, | _ - 


: a 


Pap. — WifeMen fhould be; at che Ale, and Bride- 
a: ae a eae 
I would this Couple had their Deftiny, baie oe 
Or to be hang’d, or married our o’ the way: | +: 
ee [ Enter the Neighbours tp Turfe 

Man cannot get the mounr’nance of an Egg fhell, ss 
To ftay his Stomach. - Vaich, vor mine own part, |. - 
I have zup’d up fo much Broth, as would have cover’d 
A Leg o° Beef, o’er Head and Ears, i? the Porridge-Pot : 
- - : cannot fiflifie ae Nawre 

Yould they were once difpatch’d, we might ta dinger. 
I am with Childof a fre Stoiidh, and eng: —_ 
Till by fome honeft Midwife-piece of Beef, 
I be deliver'd of it: I muft go now, . 
And hunt out for this Kilbourn Calf, Jobn Clay: 
Whom whereto find, I know nor, nos which way. 


-Chanon Hugh, like Captain Zdumbs, © ra: thems. 
Hug. T's: as a Beggar ina King’s di (gui o ar 


Or an old Crofs, well fided with a May-pale, 


Comes Chanon Hgd, accoutred, as you fee, . 
Difguis'd, Soldedo like: Mark his Device : | 
The Chanon, is that Captain 7ham’s, was robb’d: ,; 
Thefe bloody Scars upon my Face, are Wounds: _- 
This Scarf upon mine Arm, fhews my late Hurts: ’ 
And thus am Ito gull the Conftable. — ae 
Now have among you, for a Man at Arms: 

Friends, by your leave; which of you is one Turfe? 
Ter. Sir, Lam Turfe, if you would {peak withme. _- 
Hug. With thee, Turfe, if thou beeft High Conftable. 
Tur. 1am both Turfe, Sir, and High Conftable, 

Hug, Then, Turfe, or Scarfe, High, or Low Conttables 

Know, I was once a Captain at Saint Quintins, 

And paffing crofs the ways over the Countrey, 

This Morning, betwixt this and Ham/ted-heath, 

Was by a Crew of Clowns rebb’d, bobb‘d,.and hare. « 

No fooner had I got my. Wounds bound up, 

Bue with much pain, 1 wene co the nexe Juftice, 

One Mr. Braweble, here, at Afaribones 


‘| And here a Warrant is, which he hatch dire@ed | 4 


For you, oneTurfes if your Naine be Tcby Tarfe;) - 
Who have let fall (they fay) the Hee and Cry; 
And you fhall anfwer it afore dhe Juftice. z= 
Tur. Heaven and Hell, Dogs, Devils, what is this?) 
Neighbours, was ever Cenftable thuscrofsd? . > 
What fhall we do? «| s : : 
Med. Faith, all go hang our felyes: . 
I know no other way. to dcape the. Law. 
Pup. News, news, O news———=— 
Ter. What, haft thou fonnd out-Clay? | 
Pup. No, Sir, che news is, chat I cannot find him.‘ 


[Canhiney » Conk ~Arade y? an A Aafharry Hug. 


oe a ee er ee eee ee ee oe ee | | ee, ee eee, le ee, ee eee ee eee 


Hug: Why doyou dally, you damn’d Ruffet Coat ? 
You Peafant, nay, you Clown, you Conftable; 
See that you bring forth che fufpeded Party, 
Or by mine Honour (which I won in Field) 
Pll make you pay for it, afore the Juftice. 
Tur. Fie, fie: O Wife, I’m now in a fine pickle. 
He that was moft fufpected is not found : 
And which now makes me think, he did the Deed, - 
He thus abfents him, and dares not be feen. 
Captain, my Innocence will plead for me. 
Wite, I muft go, needs, whom the Devil drives : 
Pray for me, Wite, and Daughters pray for me. 
Hug. Vil lead the way : Thus is the Match put off : 
And if my Plot fucceed, as I have laid 1¢, 
My Captain-fhip thal] coft him many a Crown. 
[They go out. 
D.Tur. %, we have brought our Eggs to a fair Market. 
Out on that Villain, Clay: Would he do.a Robbery ? 
Pil ne'er truft fmooth-fac’d Tile-man for his fake. 
Awd. Mother, the ftill Sow eats up all the Draffe. 
| : | | [They go put. 
Pup. Thus is my Mafter, Toby Turfe, the Pattern 
Of all the painful a’vencures now in Print. 
I never could hope better of this match : 
This Bride-Ale: For the night before to day, 
(Which is within man’s memory, I take it,) 
At the Report of it, an Ox did {peak ; 


Who dy’d foon after: A Cow loft her Calf: 


The Bell-wether was flea'd for’: A fat Hog 

Was fing’d, and wafh’d, and fhaven all overs to 
Look ugly ’gairflt chisday : The Ducks they quak’d; 
The Hens too cackled : at che-noife whereof, 

A Drake was feen to dance a headlefs round : 

The Goofe was cut i’ the head, to hear it too: 

Brave Chant-it-clear, hisnoble Heart was done 3 

His Comb was cut: And two or three o’ his Wives, 
Or faireft Concubines, had their Necks broke, e | 
Ere they would zee this day; To mark the verven 
Heart of ,a Beaft, the very Pig, the Pig, 

This very morning, as he was a roafting, 

Cry’d out his Eyes, and made a fhow, as he would 
Ha’ bit in ewo the Spit ; as he would fay, 

There thall no Roaft-meat bethisdifmal day. 
And zure, I chink, if I had not got his Tongue 
Between my Teeth, and eat it, he had {poke ie. 
Well, I will in, and cry too; never leave 

Crying, until our Maids may drive a Buck 

With my fale Tears at themext wafhing day. 


f F 


Preamble, Hugh, Turfe, Metaphore. | 


Pre. K® out thofe fellows ; I'll ha none come in, 

. But the High Conftable, the Man of Peace, 
And the Queens Captain, the brave Man of War. 
Now, Neighbour Turfe, the Caufe why you are call’d _ 
Before me, by my Warrant, but unfpecified, 

Is chis; ard pray you mark it thoroughly: .. 
Here is 2a Genrleman, and, as it feems, 
Both of good Birth, fair Speech, and peaceable, 
Who was this morsting robb’d here in the Wood : 
You, for your part, a man of good Report, 

Of Credit, Landed, and of fair Demeans, 

And by Authority, High Conftable ; : 
Are, notwithftanding, touch’d in this Complaint, 


Of being carelefs in the Hue and Cry. 


I cannot chufe but grieve a Soldiers lofs ; 

And I am forry too for your neglect, 

Being my Neighbour: This is all I objec. 
Hug. This is not all; I can alledge far more, 

And almoift urge him for an Acceflary. | 
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Good Mr. Juftice, gi? me leave to {peak, 
For I am Plaintiff. Let not Neighbourhood 
Make him fecure, or {tand on privilege. 

Pre. Sir, I dare ufe no partiality 
Obje& then what you pleafe, fo it be truth. 

Hug. This more:and which is more thanhecan an{wer, 
Befide his letting tall the Hue and Cry, , 

He doth prote& the Man charg’d with the Felony, 
And keeps him hid, I hear, within his Houfe, 
Becaufe he is affied unto his Daughter. 

Tur. Ido defie’un, fo thall the do too. 

I pray your Worfhip’s Favour, le’ me have hearing. 
Ido convefs, ’twas told me fucha Velony, : 
And’t not difgriev'd me a little, when ’twas told me, 
Vor I was going to Church, to marry Awdrey : 

And who fhould marry her, but this very Clay, 

Who was charg’d to be the chief Thief o’ ’un all. 
Now I (che Halter ftick me, if I tell 

Your Worfhips any Leazins) did fote-think ’un 

The trueft Man, allhe waz runaway. | 

I thought I had had ’un as zure as in a Zaw-pit, 
Ori’ mine Oven: Nay, ithe Town- pound. 

I was za fureo’’un, I'ld ha’ gin my life for’un, 

Till he did ftare. But now I zee’un guilty, ° 

As var asI can look at ’un. Would you ha’ more? — 

Hug. Yes, J will have, Sir, what che Law will give me. 
You fave your word to fee him fafe, forth-coming 5 
enge that: But that ts forfeited ; 

Befide, your carelefsnefs in the purfuit, 
Argues your flacknefs, and neglect of duty; 
Which ought be punifh’d wich feveriry. - if 

Pre. He {peaks but reafon, ‘7arfe. Bring forth the Man, 
And you are quic: But otherwife, your word 
Binds you co make amends for all his lofs, 

And think your felf be-friended, if he take ig, 
Without a farther Suit, or going to Law. 
Come to a Compofition with him, Turfe: 
The Law is coftly, and wilkgraw on charge. 

Tur. Yes, [do know, Ivurft mun vee a Returney, 
And then make Legs to:my great Man o’ Law, 
Tobeo’ my countel,. and take trouble-vees, 

And yet zay nothing vor me, but devife 


* | All diftri& means, to ranfackle me o’ my money. 


A Peft’lence prick thethroatso’’un. I do know ’an 

As well az I waz 7’ their Bellies, and brought up there. 

What would you ha’ me do? what would you ask of me? 
Hug. 1 ask che refticution of my money ; 

And will not bate one penny o' the fum: 

Fourfcore and five pound, I ask, befides 

Amendment for my hurts ; my pain and fuffering 

Are lofs enough for me, Sir, to fic down with ; 

Pil put ic co your Worfhip ; what you award me, 

Pil cake ; and gi’? him a general Releafe. 
Pre.And what fay you now,ncighbour Turfe? Txr.I put i€ 


E’en to your Worthip’s biecerment, hab, nab. Wey, 


I thal] have a chance o’ the dice for’t, I hope, lee ’em e’en 

_ run: And-—— . | a 

Pre. Faith, then I'll pray-you, ’catfe he ismy neighboar, 
To take a hundred pound; and give him day. 

Hug. Saint Valentine’s day, I will, this very day, ~ 
Before Sun fet : my Bond is forfeit elfe. 

Tar. Where will you ha’ it paid ? 

Hug. Faith, I am a ftranger | 
Here 1 che Countrey : Know you Chanon Hugé, 


| The Vicar of Pancras? Tur. Yes,wewhonothim? 139 


Hug. Pil make him my Attorney to receive it, 
And give you a Difcharge. Zur. Whom fhall I fend for’e 2 

Pre. Why, if you pleafe, fend Aferaphor, my Clerk. 
And Tarfe, [much commend thy willingnets ; 
Ic’s argument of chy integrity. 

‘Tur, But my Integrity fhall be my zelf ftill: 
Good Mr: Metaphor, give my Wife this Key ; 
And do but whifper ic into her Hand : 

(She knows it well enow) ig her, by char, 
, xX 2 
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Deliver you the two zeal’d Bags o” Silver, 
That lie i’ che corner o’ the Cup-board, ftands 
At my bed- fide, they’re vifty pound a piece ; 
And.bring ’em to your Mafter. 

Mer. If I prove noe 


.-_ As juft a Carrier as my Friend, Tom Long, was, 
3#4 Then call me his Curtall, change my name of Miles, 


To Guile’s, Wile’s, Piles, Biles, or the fouleft name 
You can devife, tocramb with, for Ale. 

_ Hug. Come hither, Miles, bring by that token too, 
Fair Awdrey 3 fay, her Father fene for her : | 
Say, Clay is found, and waits at Pepcras-Church, 
Where I attend to marry them in hatte. | 
For,(by this means) Miles, I may fay’t to thee, 

Thy Mafter muft to Awdrey married be. 

But nota word but mum: go get thee gone ; 


,. Be wary of thy charge, and keep ic clofe. 
664 Met. O faper-dainty Chanon! Vicar in céney, 
_ Make no delay, Adiles, but away. 


we” 


And bring the Wench,and Money. <4 ° lo . 
Hug. Now, Sir, I fee you meane but honeftly 5 Oe 
And, but thar bufinefs calls me hence away, 
I would not leave you til! che Sun were lower. 
But, Mc. Juftice, one word, Sir, wich you. 
By the fame token, is your Miftris fent for 
By Metapbore, your Clerk, as from her Father. 
Who when fhe comes, Pil marry her to you, 
Unwitting to this Zurfe, who fhall attend 
Meatthe Parfonage. This was my plor: 
Which I muft now make good ; turn Chanon again, 
In my Square Cap. I humbly take my leave. 
Pre. Adieu, good Captain. Truft me, neighbour Turfe, 
He fecms to be a fober Gentleman: 
But this diftrefs hath fomewhat ftirr’d his patience, 
And Men, you know, in fuch Extremities, 
Apt not themfelves to points of Courtefie: 
I’m glad you ha’ made this end. 
Tur. You ftood my Friend; © 
_Ithank your Juftice-worfhip; pray you be 
Prezent anon, attendringo’the Money, _ | 
And zee me have a difcharge : Vor I ‘ha? no craft 
J’ your Law Quiblins, | ) Se @ 
Pre. Pll fecure you, neighbour. 


The Scene interloping. 
Medlay, Clench,: Pan, Scriben. 


*s Med, Indeed there is a woundy luck in names, Sirs, 


Anda main Myftery, an’ a Man knew where » 

To vind it. »My God-fires Name, I'll tell you, 

Was I-and-In Sbittle, and a Weaver he was, 

And ic did fic his Craft: for fo his Shitlle 

Went in, and in ftill; this way, and then that way. 

And he nam’d me, In-and-In Medlay : which ferves 

A Joyners Craft, bycaufe that we do lay 

Things in and in, in our work. But, Lam truly 

Architectonicus Profeffor, rather: 

That is, (as one would zay) an Archired&. 

Cle. AsT ama Varrier, and a Vificary : 

Horfe-Smith of Hamfed, and the whole: Town Leach-— 
Med. Yes, you ha’ done woundy Cures, Goffip Clench, 
C/e, An’\ can zee the Stale once, chrough a Urine-hole, 

Til give a fhrewd guef, be ic Man or Beaft. 


~ Icurd an Ale-wife onca, chat had the Staggers 


Worfe than five Horfes, without rowelling. 
My God-phere was a Radian, or a. Few, a 
(You can tell, D’oge !) They call’d ’un Dodtor Raf. 
Ser. One Rafis wasa great Arabick Docar. 
Cle. He wasKing Harry's Do@or, and my God-phere. 
Pan. Mine was a merry Greek, To-Pan, of Twyford : 
A jovial Tinker, and a ftopperof Holes ; 
Who left me Metal-man of Belf/e, his Heir. 
Med. But what was yours, D’oge? 
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Ser. Vaich, I cannot tell, 

If miné were kyrfin’d, or no. But zure he pad 

A kyrfin Name, chat he left me, Diogenes. 

‘A mighty learned Man, but pett’lence poor. 

Vor h’ had no Houfe, fave an old 7xb, to dwell in, 

(I vind chat in Records) and ftill he turn’d je 

I’ che Wind’s Teeth, as’t blew on his back-fide, 

And there they would lie rowting one at other, , 

A Week fometimes. | | 
Med. Thence came 4 Tele of «Tub; 

And the virft Tale of «Tub, old D’ogenes Tub, 
Ser. ‘That was avore Sir Peter Tab, or hjs Lady. 
Pan, I, or the Squire their Son, Tripoli Tub, 
Cle. The Squire is a fine Gentleman ! 

Med. He is more: 7 

A Gentleman and a half; almoft a Knight ; 

Within zix Inches: That’s his true meafure.*. 
Cle. Lure you,can gage ’un. 

Med. Toa ftreak, or le&: 

I know his D’ameters, and Circumference: 

A Knight is fix Diameters ; and a Squire 

Is vive, and zomewhat more : I know’t by compafs, 

And skale of Man. Ihave upo’ my Rule here, 

The juft perportions of a Knight, a Squire ; 

With a tame Juftice, or an Officer rampant, 


| Upo the Bench, from the High Conttable . 


Down to the Headborough, or Tithing-man; __ 

Or meaneft Minifter a’ the Peace, God fave ’un. 
Pan. Why, youcan tell us by the 

Whence he is call’d a Conftable, and whaffore. 
Med. No, that’s a Book-cafe: Scriben can do that. 


That’s writing and reading, and Records. 
Scr. Two words | 


Cyning and Staple! make a Conftable 4 
As wed lay held, or {tay for the King. 
Cle. All Conftables are truly ‘Fobn’s for the King, 
What erg their Names are, be they 7: omy, or Roger. 
Med. And all are {worn, as vingars 0’ one hand, 
To hold together *gainft the breach o° the Peace; » 
The High Conftable is the Thumb, asone woukd zay, 
The hold-faft o’ the reft. . | a 
Pan. Pray luck he {peed 
Well i’ the bufinefé, between Captain Tasms, 
Andhim. Med. Pll warrant ’un for a Groat; 
Ihave his meafures here in Rithmetique, 
How he thould bear ’un felf in all the Lines 
Of’s Place and Office : Let’s zeek un our. 


Aé& IV. Scene II. 
Tub, Hilts, Metaphor. 
how do’ft thou like o’ this our good days | 


Tub. Iits, 
H : work ? 
Hil. As good e’enne’er a whit, as ne’er the better. 

Tub. Shall we to Pancridge, or to Kentifo-town, Hilts? - 
__ Hil. Let Kentifh:town, or Pancridge, cometo us, . 
If either-will: I will go home again. | , 

Tub. Faith, Basket, out fuccefs hath been but bad, 
And nothing profpers that we undertake 3 
For we can neither meet with Clay noredwdrey, 

The Chanon Hugh, nor Turfe che Conttable : 
We are like Men that wander in ftrange Woods, ' 
And lofe our felves in fearch of chem we feck. 

Hil, This was becanfe we rofe onthe wrong fide : 
Buc asl am now here, juft in che mid-way, " 
I'll zee my Sword on the Pommedl, and that liae 
The point Vallsto, we'll cake: whether ic be 
To Kentifh-town, the Church, or Home again. | 

Tub. Stay, ftay thy Hand: here’s Juftice Bramble’s 

Clerk, . _. Enter Metaphor. 
The unlucky Hare hath croft us all this day. . 
Pil ftand afide whilft chou pump’ft out of him 
His Bufinel$, Hi/ts; and how he’s now employed. 
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Hil. Lec me alone, Pil ufe him in his kind. 
* Mee. Oh, fora Pad-horfe, Pack-horfe, or a Poft-horfe, 
To bear me on his Neck, bis Back, or his Crup! 
am as weary with running, as a Mill-horfe 
That hath led the Mill once, ewice, thrice about, 
After the breath hath beert out of his Body. 
I could get up upon a Pannier, a Pannel, 
Or, to fay truth, a very Pack-Saddle, 
Till all my Honey were turn’d mto Gall, 
And I could fit in the Seat no longer : 
Oh the Legs of a Lackey now, or a Foot-man, 
Who is the Surbater of a Clerk currant, 
And the Confounder of his trefslefs Dormant! 
But who have we here, ‘juft in cho nick? 
- BL Lam neither nick, nor in the nick: therefore 
¥ou lye, Sir Metaphor. | | 

Met. Lye? how? Mil. Lye fo, Sir, | 
| | (He ffrikes up bes Heels. 

Met. Ilye not yet i? my throat. 

HJ. Thou ty’it o’ the ground. 
Do’ft thou know me ? 

Met. Yes, I did know you too late. 

Hil. What is my Name then ? 

Met. Baskets. Hil. Basket ? what? 

Met. Basket, the Great——— 

Hil. The Great? what? Met. Lubber 
I fhould fay, Lover, of the Squire, his Mafter. 

Hsl, Great is my patience, to forbear chee thus, 
Thou Scrape-hill, Scoundrel, and thou skum of Man ; 
Uncivil, orenge-tawny-coated Clerk : | 
Thou cam’ft buc half a thing inco the world, 

And waft made up of patches, parings, fhreds: 
Thou, that when laft thou were put out of Service, 
Travelled’ft to Hamfted-Heath, onan Ajh-we'ne(day, 
Where thou didit ftand fix weeks the Fack of Lent, 
For Boys to hurle, three throws a penny, at thee, | 
To makethee a Purfe: Seeft thou this, bold brighe blade? 
This Sword fhall thred chee as {mall unto the Grave, 
Asminc’d meat fora Pie. Tl fee thee in Earth 
All, fave thy Head, and thy Right Arm at liberty, 
To keep thy Hat off, while I queftion chee, 
What? why? and whither thou wert going now, 
With a Face, ready to break out with bufinefs ? 
And tell me truly, left I dath’c in pieces. 
Met. Then, Basket, put thy Smiter up, and hear ; 
I dare not tell the Truth toa drawnSword. - 
Fil. ’TDis theach’d, ftand up, {peak without fear or wit. 
Met. 1 knew. not what they mean; bue Conftable 
' Turfe moe 8 
Sends here his Key, for Moneys in his Cubbard, 
Which he muft pay the Captain that was robbd 
This Morning.. Smell you nothing ? 

Hil. No, not I: | 

| Thy Breeches yet are honeft. | 

Met. As my Mouth. Uf 
Do you noe fmella Rat? I tell you truth, aa 
I PK als Knavery : For the Chanon whifper’d 
Me in the Ear, when Turfe had gin me his Key, 
‘ By the fame token to bring Mrs. Awdrey, 
As fent for thither ; and to fay, Jobs Clay 
Is found, which is indeed to get the Wench 
Forth for my Mafter, who isto be married 
When fhe comes there: The Chanon has his Rules 
Ready, and all there, to difpatch the matter. 

Txb. Now on my life, this is the Chanon’s plot! 
Miles, T have heard all chy difcourfe to Basket. 3 
Wilt thou be true, and Pil reward thee well, 

. To make me happy, in my Miftris awedrey 2 

Met. Your Worthip thall difpofe of Metaphor, ' 

_ Through all his parts, e’en from the fole o’ the Head, 
To the Crowno’ the Foot, to manage of your‘fervice. 

Tub. Then do thy Meflage to the Miftris Turfe, 
Tell her thy token, bring the Money hither, _ 

And likewife take young Awdrey to thy charge : — 


. ' ; ; ‘ke 
> # ' 


Which done, here, Metaphor, we will atcend, 
And intercept thee. And for chy Reward, 
You two fhall fhare the Money, I the Maid: 


| If any take offence; I'll make all good. 


Met. But thall [have half the Money, Sir, in faith ? 
Tub. 1,on my Squite-thip, hale chou: and my Land. 
Met. Then, if I make not, Sir, the clenlieft icufe 


| To get her hither, and be then as careful 


To keep her for you, as’t were for my felf ' , # 
Down o’ your knees, and pray chat honeft Adiles 
May break his Neck ere he get o’er two Stiles. 


Ac& IV. Scene IIL | 
| | Tub, Hilts. # : 
Tub. Ake hafte then: we-will wait here thy re 


turn. 
This luck unlook’d for, hath reviv’d my hopes, 
Which were oppreft with a dark melancholy. 
In happy time, we linger’d on the way, 
To meet thefe Summons of a better ound, 
Which are the Effence of my Soul’s Content. 
Hil, This heartlefs fellow ; fhame to Serving-men § 
Stain of all Liveries ; what Fear makes himdo! ~ 
How fordid, wretched, and unworthy things 3 
Betray his Mafters Secrets, ope’ the Clofet 
Of his Devices, force the foolith Juftice, 
Make way for your Love, plocting of his own: — 
Like him that digs a Trap, to catch another, 
And falls into ’*c himfelt! | 
Tub. So wou'd I have it; 
And hope ’twill prove a Jeft to twit the Juftice with. 
Hil. But that this poor white-liver’d Rogue fhould do’t? 
And meerly out of fear? | 
Tub. And hope of Money, Hilts. 
A valiant Man will nibble at thac Baie. 
Hil. Who, but a Fool, wilt refufe Money proffer’d ? 
Tab. And fent by fo good chance. Pray Heaven he 
{peed | | | 
Hil. If he come empty-handed, let him count 
To go back empty-headed; I'll noc leave him 
So much of Brain in’s Pate, with Pepper -and Vinegar, 
To be ferv’d in for Sawce to a Calves Head. 
Tab, Thou ferv’ft him rightly, Heiss. 
Hk, Tit fealas much — 
heart ye Hand, - . “eh fay now with my Tongue ; 
ut if you get ¢ s from Dargifin, &. as Cun ; 
What will you do with her ?. 57 a “4 i 
Tub. We'll think o” thae Wal tett FO. tp nfs etriia Too, 
When once we have her in poffeffion, Governour.' '~ C604 9:07 
of Sf poves Peace 4. 


Puppy, Metaphor, Awdrey. 


Pup. YS fee we truft you, Mr. Metaphor, . ; 
With Mrs. Awdrey : ’pray you, ufe her well, 

As a Gentlewoman fhoald be us’d. For my pare, 

I do incline a lictle to the Serving-man ; 

We been of a Coat——I had one like yours : 

Tillggeid play me fuch a fleevelefs Errand, 

AsI had nothing where co put mine Arms in, 

And then I threw it off. Pray you, go before her, 

Serving-man-like, and fee that your Nofe drop not. 

As for example, you fhall fee me: Mark, 

How I go a-fore her : Sodo you. Sweet A&les, 

She, for her own part, is a Woman cares not 

What Man can do anto her, in che way 

Of Honefty, and good Manners. -So farewel, 

Fair Mrs. Awdrey : Farewel, Mr. Miles. 

I ha’ broughe you thus far, onward o’ your way : 

I maft go back now to make clean the Rooms, : 

Where my good Lady has been. Pray you commend me + 

_ To 
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To Bridegroom Clay; and bid him bear up ftiff You hall along with me; it is decreed. 
t Met. Thank yous good Hannibal Puppy; I thall fie Tub. I havea little bufinefs with a friend, Madam 
The Leg of your Commands, with the {traight Buskins Lad. That friend thall ftay for you, or you for him. 
Of difpatch prefently. Pol martin, take the Maiden to your care: os 
Pup. Farewel, fine Metapbore. _| Commend me to her Father. 
. Met. Come, genele Mittris, will you pleafé to walk 7] Zab. I will follow you. 
Awd. I love not to be led: I'd go alone. Lad. Tut, tell not me of following. 
Mer. Let not the Moufe of my good meaning, Lady, | . 7#. Til but fpeak a word. 
Be {nap’d up in the Trap of your Sufpicicn, Lad. No whifpering: you forget your felf, 
To lofe the Tail there, either of her Truch, And make your Love too palpable: A Squire? 
Or fwallow’d by the Cat of Mifconftruction. And think fo meanly ? fall upon a Cow-fhard ? 


Awd, You are too finical for me; {peak plain, Sir. | You know my mind. Come, I'll co Turfe’s Houfe, 
And fee for Dido, and our Valentine. 
Pol-martin, look to your charge ; I'll look to mine. " 
Act IV. Scene V. - [They all go ont but Pol martin 
) i P l- / and Awdrey. 
| Tub, Awdrey, is sri bores Eee, ‘To them. | Po. Ifinile to think, after fo many profers 
. This Maid hath had, fhe now fhould fall to me: 
Tub. WV Elcome again, my Awdrey: welcome, Love: | That I thould have her in my cuftody : : 
You thall wich me; in faith deny me not. | ”"Twere but a mad trick to make the Effay, 


Icannot brook the fecond hazard, Miftris. | And jump a Match with her immediately : 
Awd. Forbear, Squire Tub, as mine own Mother fays, | She’s fair and handfome ; and fhe’s rich enough : 
Tam not for your mowing. You'll be flown Both time and place minifter fair occafion. y; 
Ere Ibe fledg’d. Ad. Haft thou the Money, Miles ? Have ac it then: Fair Lady, can you love ? 4e“"*" 
Met. Here are two Bags, there’s Fifty Pound in each. Awd, No Sir: What's that? 7 
Tub. Nay, Awdrey, I poffefs you for this time: Pol. A Toy which Women ufe. 
Sirs, take chat Coyn between you, and divide ie. Awd. lft be a Toy, it’s good-ce play withal. 
My pretty Sweeting, give me now the leave Pol. We will not ftand difcourfing 0’ the Toy : 
To challenge Love, and Marriage at your hands. + | The way is fhort, pleafe you to prov’t, Miftris? 
Awd. Now, out upon you, are you not afham’d ? Awd. If you do mean to ftand fo long upon it. 
What will my Lady fay ? In faith, I chink I pray ou let me give ic a fhort cut, Sir. 
’ She was at our Houfe: and J think fhe ask’d for you: - Pol. It's thus, fair Maid ; Are you difpos’d to marry ? 
And I think fhe hie me 7’ ch’ teeth with you, Awd. You are difpos’d to ask. 
{ thank her Ladyfhip: and I think fhe means Pol. Are you to grant? | | 
bi Not to go hence, till fhe has found you. How fay you?| wd. Nay, now I fee you are difpos’d indeed. 
Tub. Was then my Lady Mother at your Houfe? Pol. I fee the Wench wants but a little Wie ; ¥ 
Let’s have a word afide. And that Defeat, her Wealth may well fupply : 
Awd. Yes, Twenty words. In plain terms, cell me, Will you have me, Audrey ? 
Lad. *Tis {trange, a Motion, but I know not what ‘ Awd. \n as plain ter ms, I tell you who would ha’ me, 
Comes in my mind, to leave the way to Totten, a obn Clay would ha” me, but he hath too hard Hands ; 
And turn to Kentifh-town, again-‘my Journey : 1 like not him: Befides, he isa Thief. 
And fee my Son, Po!-martin, with his Awdrey : And Juttice Bramble, he would fain ha? catch’d me: 
Ere while we lett her at her Father’s Houfe: But che young Squire, he, rather chan his life, 
And hath he thence remov’d her‘in fuch hatte! Would ha’ me yet ; and make me a Lady, he fays, 
What fhall Ido ? Shall I fpeak fair, or chide ? __.| And be my Knights to do me true Knights fervice, 
Pol. Madam, your worthy Son, with dutious care, Before his Lady Mother. Can you make me 
Can govern his Affe@tions: Rather than | , A Lady, would Iha’ you? Pol. Ican gi’ you 
Break off cheir Conference, fome other way, A Silken Gown, and a Rich Petticoac: - 
Pretending ignorance of what you know. And a French Hood. All Fools love to be brave : 
64 = Tub. And thisall, fair Awdrey : 1am thine. I find her Humour, and I will purfue ie. 
_ + Lad, Mine you were once, though fcarcely now 
, ,your own. | Ac& IV. Scene VI. 
Hil. *siid, my Lady! my Lady! | : 
Met. Is this my Lady bright? Lady, D.Turfe, Squire Tub, Hilts, Puppy, Clay. 


Tub. Madam, you took me now a little tardy. 
Lad. At Prayers, I think you were: What, fo devout | Lead. Nd, as I toldthee, fhe was intercepted 


Of late, chat you will thrive you to all Confeffors By che Squire, here, my Son, and this bold 
You meet by chance? Come, go with me, good Squire, Ruffian, | | 
6# And leave your Linnen : -I have now a bulinefs, His Man; who fafely would have carried her 2:6 
And of importance, to impart unto you. - | Unto her Father, and the Chanon Hugh : 
Tub. Madam, I pray you, {pare me but an hour ; But for more care of the Security, 
Pleafe you to walk before, I follow you. ‘ My Huifher hath her now in his grave charge. 
~ Lad. It muft be now, my bufinefs lies chis way. D. Tur. Now on my Faith, and holy-dom, we are 
Tub. Will not an hour hence, Madam, excufe me ? Beholden:to your Worfhip. She’s a Girl, 
Lad. Squire, thefe Excufes argue more your Guilt. A foolifh Girl, and foon may tempted be: 
You have fome new Device now, to projed, | But if thisday pafs well once o’er her Head, 
Which the poor ‘Lile-man {carce will thank you for. Pil with her cruft to her felf. For I have been 
Whar ? will you go? | A very Mother toher, though I fay ic. : 
Tub. I ha’ tane a charge upon me, Tub. Madam, ’tis late, and Pancrsdge is i? your way : 
To fee this Maid conducted to her Father, | I chink your Ladythip forgets your feif. | 
Who, with the Chanon Hugh, ftays her at Pancras, Lad. Your mind runs much on Pancridge. Well, 
To fee her married to the fame Fobn Clay. _ young Squire, 
Lad. "Tis very well: but, Squire, take you no care. The black Oxe never trod yet 0’ your foot : 
Pi tend Pol martin with her, for chac Office: | Thefe idle Phane’fies will forfake you one day. 


Yoh bes Fry eo fice pws of fu% Come, 


pute oh ud be” Ral 3 PIT, pipe 
) 7 | 


"Pap My Name’s Ball P 


~ But by your leave, Pll come 


Come, Mis. Furfe, will you go take a walk | 

Over the Fields to Pancridge, to your Husband? 
D. Tur. Madam, [had been there an hour ago : 

Bue that F waited on my Man Bell Puppy, 

What, Bal, I fay ? I think che idle Slouch iit 

Be fall’n afleep i’ the Barn, he ftays fo long. 

Pup. Sattin, ? the nameof Velver-Setsin, Dame! 
The Devil! O the Devil is in the Barn : : 
Help, help, a Legion——Spitit- Legion 
Is in the Barn ! in every Scraw.a Devil. 7 
Tur. Why do’ft thou bawl fo, Puppy? Speak; what 


ails chee? | . o 
Puppy, Lha’feon the Devil 
Among the Straw: O for aCrofs!aCollop 
Of Friar Bases, or a conjuring fick 

Of Door Feufsw | Spirits arein the Barn, 

- Tub How! Soiritsin the Barn? Basket, ga fee. 

Hil. Sir, an’ you were my Mafter centimasover, 
And Squire to boot ; Iknow, and you fhall pardan me: 
Send me ’mong Devils? I zee you love mg not. : | 
Hell be at their Game: Pil not erquble them. 

Tab. Go fee; I warrant thee there’s no fach matter. 

Hil. Av’ they were Giants, ’twere another matter. 

Bot Devils! No, if I be corn in picces, i 

What is your Warrant worth? Fil fecthe Fiend 

Set fire o’ the Barn, ere Icome there. _. = 
D. Tur. Now all Zaints blefs us, and if he be there,. 

He is an ugly Spright, I warrant. Pap. Asever 

Held Flefiyhook, Dame, or handled Fire-fork rather: 

They have put me in a fweet pickle, Dame: | 

Bat that my Lady Valentine {mellsof Musk, | 

I fhould be afham’d to prefs into this = 
Lad. Basket, 1 pray thee fee what isthe Miracle! 
Tub. Come, go with me: Vl lead. Why ftand'tt 

| thou, Man? — 

. Hil. Cocks precious, Mafter, you are not mad indeed ? 

You will not goto Hell before your time? 

Tub. Why art thou thus afraid ? 

Hil. No, not afraid: , 
no near the Barn. 

Tur. Puppy! wilt chou go with me? 

Pup. How? go with you? 

Whither, into the Barn ? To whom, the Devil ? 

Or to do what there ? to be corn ’mongft ’um ? 

Stay for my Mafter, the High Conitable, 

Or In-and-In, the Head-borough 3 let them go. 

Into the Barn with Warrant ; feize the Fiend ; 

And fet him in the Stocks for his ill rule: — 

Tis not for me that am but Flefh and Blood, 

To meddle with un. Vor Icannot, nor J wa’ not. 
Lad. I pray thee, Tripoly, look, what is the matter ¢ 
Tub. That fhall I, Madam. _ . os: 
-Hil,, Heaven prote& my Mafter. as, 6 

I tremble every joyne till he be back. 

Pup. Now, now, even now they are tearing him in 


pieces, 
Now are they tofling of his Legs and Arms, 


672 Like Loggets at a Pear-tree: Vil tothe hole, 


Peep in, and look whether he lives or dics. 
Hil. I would not be i’ my Mafters Coat for Thoufands. 
wp. Then pluck ic off, and turn thy felf away. 


| Osho Devil ! the Devil! the Devil’ — 


Hil, Where, Man? where ? oo oe 
D. Tur. Alas, that ever we were born. So near tao? 
Pup. The Squire hath him in his hand, and leads him 
Out by the Collar. , | iA 4. 
D. Tur. O, this is ‘fobn Clay. _, 
Lad. & he Clay at Pencrace, is there to be marriéd. 
Tub. This was the Spirie revelf'd i che Barn. 
Pup. The Devil he was: was this he was crawling 
Among the Wheat-ftraw ? Had it been the Bardey, 
I thould ha’tane him for the Devilin drink; «©: - 
The Spirie of the Bride-Ale: But, poor Jobn, - — 
Tame Fobn of Clay, that fticks about the Bung-hale--— 


ATake of a Tub, 


. pet 
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; Hil. If this be all your Devil, I would take 
n hand co conjure bisa: But hell eake mo, 
If ere I comein a right Devil’s walk, 
If Ican keep maeont on’e. 
| Feb. Welt meant, Hiles. 
a at But se thus “% here i’ the Straw, 
news was brought, ta you all, he was at Pancridge ; 
And you believ'’d it F ial " il 
D. Tur. Jufties’ Bramble’s Man a 
Told me fo, Madam: And by that fame token, 
And asher things, be had away my Daughter, 
And twe feal’d Bags of Money. 
Ead. Where's the Squire: 
Is he gane hence? |. 
Tub. H?.was here, Madam, but now. 
Clay. 13 the Hee and Cry paft by 2 
Pup. I, 1, Fobu Gay 
Clay. Andam L out of danger ta be hang’d? 
Pup. Hang’d, fobn? yes, fure; unlefs, as wich che 
Proverb, 7 
You mean ta make the choice of your awn Gallows. 
Cla. Nay,: then all’s well, hasring your news, Bal 


| PMPPYs roe _ | 
You ha’ brought ‘fram Pe. dixgton, 1 ’en ftole home here, 


@ 


| And choughe to hide me in the Barn ere fince. 


Pup. O wondérful.:! and news was brought ushere, 
You were at Pancridge, ready to be married, 

Cla. No, faith, I ne’er was furcher thanthe Barn. 

D. Tur. Hafte, Puppy. Call forth Miltris Dida Wi/pe, 
My Ladies Gentlewoman, to her Lady 3 


| And call your felf farth, and a Cauple af Maids, 
| To wait upon ms:. we are all ‘undone! 


My Lady isundene ! her fine young San, 
The Squire, is got away. — 
Lad. Hafte, hafte, good Valentine. 
D. Po "you, Jabs Clay; you are undone too 


My Husband is undere, by a true Key, 
Buta falfe Token: And my felf’s undone, 
B parting with my Daughter, who'll be married 
O Body, that the fhould not, if we hafte not. - 


ww 


A& V. Scene I. 
| Tub, Pol-mertin. 


Pray thee, good Pol-mertin, thew thy diligence, 
And, faith, in both: Gee her bue fo difguis’d, . 
The Chanon may not know her, and leave me 
To plot the reft; J will expec thee here. | 

Pol. You fhall, Squire. TU age it with gl] care, 
If all my Ladies Ward-robe will difguife her. 
Come, Miftris Awdrey, 

Awd. Is the Squire gone? 3 

Pol, He'll meet us by and by, where he appointed: 

You hall be braye anon, as none fhall know you. | 


A& V. Scene IL. | 
Clench, Medlay, Pan, Scribes, Tub, Hilss. (To them. 


Cle. ¥ Wonder where the Queens High Conftable is! 
i year they ha’ made ’un away. 
Med. No zure; che Juttice 
Dare not conzent tothar. He'll zee un forth coming. 
Pen. He muft, vor wecan all take Corpulent Oath, 
We zaw ’un go in there. 
Ser. I, upon Record! — 
The Clock drope Twelve ae Aferibone, . 
Med, You are right, D’ege! 
Zet down'to a minute, now ’tis a’moft vowre. 


ee ee peaG., ft ran de. En pam yw olan 9 Cle. 


@ 


it~ | 


Cle. Here comes s Squire Tub. 


1/He muft be fole Inventer : 
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Ser. And’s Governour, Mr. Basket 
Hilts, do.you know ’un, a valiant wife vellow! 
Az tall a Man on his Hands, as goes on veet. 
Blefs you, Mafs’ Basket. 
Txb. Who's chat? 
Hil. Doge Scriben, the great Writer, Sir, of Chalcot. 
Tub. And, who che reft 2 
Hil. The im a ae the Hundred. 
Medlay the » Head-borough of Jflington, 
Pan of Belfi ad Clencbh, the Peach DP Bor ted 
The High Conftables Counfel, here, of Fissb 


Tub. Prezent me to’em, Hilts, Squire Tub 0 Totten. 
Hil. Wife Mén of Finsbury , make place for a Squire, 


I bring to your acquaintance, Tub of Totten. 

Squire Jub, my Mafter, loves all Men of Vertue, 

And longs (as one would zay) till he be one on you. 
Cle. His Worfhip’s wel’cun co our: —w 


| ee, ¢ were wifer for ’un. 


. Here be fome on us, 
Pe call’ the Witty Men, over a Hundred. 


Scr. And zome a Thoufand, when the Mutter-day 


comes. 


Tub. L long (as my Man Hilts faid, and my Governour) 


To be adopt in your Society. 
Can any Man make a Mafque here? this Company? 
Pan. A Mafque? what’s that? 
Scr. AMumming, or a Shew,- 
With Vizards and fine Clothes. 
Cle. A Difguife, Neighbour; 
Ische true word: There ftands the Man can do’r, Sie 
Medlay si Foyner, In-and-In of If 
The only Manat a Difguife in did left. 
Tub. Rus who fhall wrice ic 2. 


_ » Hil. Scriben, the great Writer. — 
. Ser, He'll do’ alone, Sir; he will jeyn with no man: 


hough he be. a Joyner, in defign he calls i ity 
In-and-Is | { 


7 || Drawawith no ocher ins Projed, he’ll cell you, 
It cannot elfe be feazeable, or conduce: ff 


Thofe are his ruling words? Pleaze you to hear’un? 


bby Tub. Yes, Mr. In-and-In, | have heard of you. 


wer A. ih, BEE. [can do nothing, I. 


re 


Cle. He can do all, Sir... 
Med. They'll téll-you fo. - °° 
Tub. Vid have a Toy prefented, 
A Tale of a Tub, a Story of my felf, 
You can exprefsa Tub. ted. If it conduce 


To the. Defign, whate’eristeazzable:f ot 


I can exprefs a Wath-houfe Cf need be), ; 
Wich a whole Pedigree of Tubs. 7#b. No, one 
Will be enough to note our Name and Family : 
Squire Zub of Totten, and to thew my Adventures 
This very day. Vid have itin Tubs Hell, 
At Titten Conrt, my Lady Mothers Houfe ; : 
My Houle indeed 3 for lam Heir to it. 
*" Med. If I might fee the place, and had furvey'd i it, 
I could fay more : For all Invention, Sir, 
Coines by degrees, and on the view of Nature, 
A world of things concur to the defign, 
Which make ic feazible, if Art conduce. 

Tub. You fay well, witty Mr. In-anaeln. 


How long ha’ you ftudied, Ingine ? Med. Since I firft 


Joyn’d, or did in-lay i in Wie, fome vorty year. 
Tub. A pretty time! Basket, go you and wait . 
On Matter In-and.In, to Totten-Court, 


And all the other wife Mafters : Shew ’em the Hall : 


And tafte che Language of the Buttery to’em : 
Let ’em fee all che Tubs aboue the Houfe, 
That can raife Matter, till I come-———which thall be 
Wichin an Hour, at leaft. — 
Cle. Ic will be glorious, 
If Is and-In will undertake it, Sirs. 


He has a moniftrous Medlay Wit 0’ his own. 


iA Tale of a Tub Las 
Toarchite& your Tub: 


+ At London, calld Vitravins.? 


Hil. Thank you; good D'sge. | | 


td.) He 


But in another Age, not this: Well, Tripoly, 
Your Father, good Sir Peter, Creit his Bones) 
‘Would noc ha’ done this: Where’s my Huither Mantiv? ? 
And oP ga fair Mrs.  Awdrey | ? 


| 1 IT ha? lott 


Tub. Spare for no coft, either 3 in Boards or. loops, 
ou never a 
nd for him ; 


Or old ‘fobs Haywood; call him to you, to help, - 


Ser. He {corns the Motion, truft to him alone. 


Aa V.- Scene I. 
Lady, Tub, D. Tor. Clay, Puppy, Wi/pe, Preamble, 
y Taf mppy, t/pe 


Here’s the Squire! you flipp'd us finely, Son! 


mend you ; 


I not fee ’em, .. . 


1 No Creature, but the Four Wife Mafters here, 
Of Finsbury Hundred, came to cry cheir ee: 
Who, they do fay, is loft. 


D. Tier. My Husband loft ? 
And my fond Daughter loft? I fear me 100; 


Thefe Manners to. your Mother, will com- 


oy 
» 


Where is your Gentleman, Madam? Poor em cn, 


Thou haft left thy Aadrey. 


Cla. I ha’ loft my Wics, 


. ss! little Wits, good Mother; Iam dittcaBeed 


. And I have loft my Miftris Dido Wilpe., 
Whe frowns upon her Puppy. Hannibal. 


| Lofs! lofs on every fie! a publick lofs! 


Lofs o’ my Mafter ! lofs of his Daughter : lofs 


Of Favour, Friends, my Miftris! lofs of all! 


Pre. What Cry is this? . .. 
Tur. My Man fpeaks of fome lof, 
Pup. 
Light on us all, 
D. Ter. O Husband, are you alive ?. 


They faid you were loft. 


Tur. Where’s Juftice Bramble’s Clerk ? 
Had he the Money thatI fentfor? D. Zur. Yes, 
Two Hours 260 ¢ two Fifty Pounds in Silver, 


| And sdadrey too 


Tur. Why Awdrey ? who fent for her ? 

D.Tur. You, Mafter Turfe, the Fellow faid. 

Tur. He lyed. 
I am cozen’d, robb’ d, undone: Your Man’s a Thief, 
And run away with my Daughter, Mr. Bramble, — 
And with my Money. 

Lad. Neighbour Tin, have patience, 


I can affure you that your Daughter is fafe, 
But for the Monies, I know norhing of. 
Tur. My Money is my Daughter, and my Daughter 
She is my Money, Madam. 
Your Ladythip comes to know any thing 
In thefe affairs. 
I met the Maiden i’ che Fields by chance, 
I’ the Squire’s Company, my Son: How he 
Lighted upon her, himfelf beft can tell. 


Pre. Ido wonder 
Lad. Yes, Juftice Bramble, 


Tub. I intercepted her, .as coming hither, 


To her Father, who fent far her, by Adiles Metaphor, 
Juftice Preamble’s Clerk. And had your Ladythip 
Not hindred ie, I had paid fine Mr. Jultice, 

For his young Warrant, and new Puss’ yvant, 

He ferv’d it by this morning. 


Pre. Know you thar, Sir? 
Lad; You told me, Squire, a “quite other Tale, 


But I believ’d you not, which made me fend 
Awdrey another way, by my Pol-martin: 

And take my Journey back to Kenti(h- town, 
Where we found Fobn Clay hiddeni’ the Barn, 
To {cape the Hue and Cry: and here he is. 


Tour. job Clay agen! nay, then———fet Cock a hoop: 


My Mafter is found: Good luck, and’tbe thy wi 


no Daughter, nor na Money, Juttice. Jana, ie 
we fis v froth, abner hs Ahhetlhe 
pee ees li Nigh, from fs ffn Se | 
a AAAS ae Kae. kale ie belie ly 


cag fhall pay. Fillook to you now, Fobn.| 

aich, euc it muft, as good at night as morning: 

Tam e’en as vull as aPiper’s Bag, with Joys 

Ora great Gun upon Carnation-day! 

I could weep Lyons Tears to fee you, ‘fobn. 

>Tis but two vifty pounds I ha’ ventur’d for you: 

But now I ha’ you, you thall pay whole hundred. 

Run from your Burtoughs, Son! Faith, e’en be hang’d. 
An’ you once earth your felf, Fobn, ? the Barn, 

I ha’ no Daughter vor you: Wha did verret ‘un? 

D. Tur. My Ladies Son, the Squire here, vetch’d 
~- 2 [gn out. - ae 
Poy had put us all in fuch a vrighte, = 

e thought the Devil was i’ the Barn ; and no body 
Durft venture o° *un. 

Tur. I am now refolv’d a 
Who thall ha’ my Daughter. D. Zs#r. Who ? 

Tur. He beft deferves her. : 
Here comes the Vicar. Chanon Hugh, we ha’ vound 
‘Fobn Clay agen! the. matter’s all come round, 


A& V. Scene WW. 
‘Chanon Hugh. —— - ETo them. 


Hugh. YS Metaphor recurn’d yet? 
. I Pre. All is curn’d ' 
Here to confufion : We ha’ loft our Plot ; 
I fear my Man is run away with the Money, 
- And Clay is found, in whom old Twrfe is fure 
To fave his Stake. Bos 
Hug. What thall we do then, Juftice ? . 
Pre. The Bride was met i? the young Squire’s hands. 
Hag. And what’s become of her ? 
Pre. None here can tell. 
Tub. Was not my Mothers Man, Pol-martiz, with you? 
And a ftrange Gentlewomanin his company, 
OF late here, Chanon ? 
Hug. Yes, and I-difpatch’d ’em. 
Tub. Difpatch’d *em! how do you mean? 
Hug. Why, married ’em. 


 - As they defird; bue now. 


Tub. And do you know 
Whag you ha’ done, Sir Hugh ? 
Hug. No harm, I hope. a | . 
Tub: You have ended all the Quarrel: Aawdrey 1s 
married. 
Lad. Married! to whom? 
Tur. My Daughter Awdrey married, 
And the not know of it! ' 
D.Tur.. Nor her Father, or Mother ! 
Lad. Whom hath the married ? 
Tub. Your Pol-martin, Madam. 7 
A Groom was never dreamt of. Tar. Is he a Man? 


Lad. ee he is, Turfe, and a Gentleman, I ha’ made | 
: m 


D. Tur. Nay, an hebe a Gentleman, let her fhitft. 

Hug. She was fo brave, I knew her aot, I {wear; 
And bg I married her by her own name. 
But fhe was fo difguis'd, fo Lady-like, 
I think the did not know her felf the while! 
I married ’em as a meer pair of ftrangers : | 
And they gave out ene for fuch, Led. Ewifh’em 
Much Joy, asthey have given me hearts eafe. 

Tub. Then, Madam, I'll intreat you now remit 

Your Jealoufie of me; and pleafe to take — 
All this good Company home with. you to Supper : 
- We'll have a merry night of it, and laugh. 

Lad. Aright good motion, Squire; which I yield'to ° 
And thank them to accept it. Neighbour Zurfe, - 
Pil have you merry, and your Wife: And you, 
Sir Hugh, be pardon’d this your happy Error. 
By Jaltice Preamble, your Friend and Patron. . 

Pre. If the young Squire can pardon it, I do. 


Ate fat OQ 


A& V. Scene V. 
Puppy, Dido, Hugh. = (Tarry bebind. 


Paty. my deat Dide, and good Vicar Hug, 

We have a bnfinef3 wich you: In thore, this, 

If you dare knit another pair of Strangers, | 

Dido, of Carthage, atrd her Countrey-man, 

Stout Hannibal ftands co’e.- I have ask’d confent, 

And the hath granted. | 
os faith Dido fo? , ue 
Did. From what Bail-Hanny hath faid, I dare not go. 
Hug. oe in then, Vil difpatch you. A good 


__. Supper | = 
Would not be loft, good Company;. good Difcourfes - 
But above all, where Withath any fource. | 


A& VY. Scene VI... 


Pol-martin, Awdrey, Tub, Lady, Preamble, Turfes 
a DD. Turfe, Clay. 


Pol, A. Feer the hoping of your pardon, Madam, _—. 
For many Faults committed. Here my Wifé; 
And Ido ftand, expecting your mild Doom. : 
Lad. Ewith thee Joy, Pol-martin; and thy Wife 
As much, Mrs; Pol-martin. Thou haft trick’d her 
Up very fine, me chinks, Po/. For that; I made 
Bold = Ladythips Wardrobe, but have tref- 
a : 


Within the limits af your leave——Ihope.  __ : 
Lad. I give her what the wears I know all Women 
Love tobefine. Thou haft deferv’d ic of me: 3 
I am extreamly pleas’d with thy good Fortune. 
Welcome, good Juftice Preamble; And Turfe, 
Look merrily on your Daughter: She has married 
A Gentleman. ON ag. = 
Tur. So me thinks. ;' Fdare not touch her, 


She isfo fine: yet I will fay, God blefs her. 


D. Tur. And I too, my ‘fine Daughter. I could 
_ love her | "a 

Now, ewice as well, as if Clay had her. 

Tub. Come, come, my Mother is pleas’d : I pardon alle ~ 
Pol-martin, in, and wait upon my Lady. 
Welcome good Guefts : fee Supper be ferv’d in, 
Wich all the Plenty of the Houte, and Worthip. 
I muft confer with Me. beand-In,_ : 
About fome Alterations in my Mafque : 


Send Hilts out to me; Bid him bring the Council 


OF Finsbury hither. Vil havefuch a night - | 
Shall’ make the Name of Jotten-Court Immortal : flat border ok vy, 


And be Recorded to Polterity. =a 2 xulzt 0 


sa , asus fi Monet 


sl : Ce Pre a fe & 
A& V. Scene VIL/ ae oe oo 
Tub, Kedlsy, Clesch, Pan, Seiten, File 20 carn 
i Clencb, Pan, Scriben, Hilts. “a,</7 &/ 2% 
| 2 Vs Dy 3 ee adh ‘ we oe 
Tub. Mr. Jn-and-In, what ha’ you done? | Dei rp Nat 
Med. Survey’d the Place, Sir; and defign'd park! A» 
the Ground, ) PLA Le 
Or ftand ftill of the work: And this it is. | 
Firft, I have fixed in the Earth, a 7s; 
And.an:old 7s, like'a Sale: Petse-Tub, 
Preluding by your Father’s Name, Sir Peter. | 
“And the Antiquity of your Houfe and Family, - 
Original from Salt-Petre. Tb. Good yfaith, 
You ha’ fhewn Reading, and Antiquity here, Sir. 
Med. I have a little knowledge in defign, 
Which I.can vary, Sir, to Infinite, 
Tub. Ad Infinitum, Sir, you mean. Med. I do. 
‘I ftand not on my Latine,. Vil invents 


| But I mult be alone then, joyn’d with-to Man. , 
This we do call:the Seand-ftill of our work. 


Yyy Tub, 


AA 


Tub. Who are thofe we, you now joyn’d to your felf? 
Med. I mean my felf Rill, in the Plural Number, : 
And out of this we raife our Tale of a Tub. ! 
Tub. No, Mr. In-and-In, my Tale of 4 Tub, : 
By your leave, 1 am Tab, the Tale’s of me, 
And my Adventures‘! Tam Squire Tab, © +). 
Subjectum Fabule.. Med. But I the Author. 
Jt key VA» Tub, The Workman, Sir! the Artificer! I grant you. 
Aun ey04 SO Skelton-Laureat, was of ‘Elinour Bumming 5 - 
thy , But fhe the Subje&t of the Rout and Tunning. : 
of OE: “cle. Hehas put you to it, Neighbour In- and- In. , 
ni4 Uy ey) Pan. Do not difpute with him, he ftill will win. 
am 0! That pays for all. 


93° 
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' Scr. Are you revis'd o that ¢: 
a A- Man may have Wit, and yet put off his Hate. 
Med. Now, Sir, this Tub, I will have capt with 
A fine Oyl’d Lantern:paper, that we ufe. 
Pan. Yes, every Barber, every Cutler hasit. | 
Med. Which init doth contain the light to the bufinels. 
And fhall with the very Vapour of the Candle, ~ 
Drive all the motions of our Matter about: ; 
As we prefenc em. For Example, frit, Sa, Sn 
The Worthipful Lady Tub. Tub. Right Worthipful, 
I pray you, Iam Worfhipful my felf. an 
Med. Your Squirefhip’s Mother,paffeth by (her Huither, 
Mr. Pol-martin, bare-headed before her) a ao 
In her Velvet Gown. ub. Buthow hall the Spectators, 
As it might be, I, or Hilts, know *tis my Mother ?. 
Or that Pol-martin, there, that walks before her. ... 
| Med. O wedonothing, if we clear not that. --. 
-~ Cle. You ha’feen none of his Works, Sir? iu" 
Pan, All the poftures - a 
Of the Train’d Bands o’ the Countrey.- 
© °Ser. Allcheir Colours. 7 :.. *". 
Pan. And all their Captains. | 
Cle. All the Cries o’ the City: =: 
And all che Trades 7 cheir Habits... 
Ser. He has his ‘Whiltle oo. 6. 
Of Command: Seat of Authority : ile 
And Virge to interpret, tip'd wich Silver, Sir, 
You know not him. Tub. Well, 1 will leave all to him. 
Jie ebftrert, Med. Give me the brief o’.your Subje@? Leave'the 
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State of the thing to me. Hil. Supper is ready, Sir. 
My Lady calls for you. Tub. Pi fend ic you in writing. 
Med. Sir, I will render feazible, and facile, - | 
What you expeé&. Jub. Hilts, be’t your care, « 
To fee the Wife.of Finsbury madewelcome: . : 
~ Let em want nothing. Is old Rofwfenttor?....-.. 
a aa . [The Squire goes out. 
Hil. He's come within... «os se 

Scr. Lord! what a world of bufinefs | 
The Squire difpatches! Med. He isa learned Man: 
I think there are but vew o’ the Inns o’ Court, 
Or the Inns 0’ Chancery like him. : 

Cle, Care to fit ’un then. [ The reft follow. 


A& Y. Scene VIII. 
+ Fack, Hilts. oe 


Fac. Y Onder’s another Wedding, Mafter Basket, 
Brought in by Vicar Hugé. : 
Hil. What are they, Jack ? | 
Jac. The High Conftable’s Man, 
Mrs. /¥ifpes, 7 ) 7 . 
Our Ladies Woman. HJ, And are the Fable merry ? ° 
Fac. There’s a young Tile-maker makes all laugh; 
He will not eat his Meat, but crys at th’? Board, 
He fhall be hang’d. Hil. He has loft his Wench already: 
As good be hang’d. Fac. Was fhe chat is Pol-martin, 
Our Fellows Miftris, wench to that Sneak-‘Fobn? . 
Hil. faith, Black Fack, he fhould have been her Bride- 
groom : endo 
But I muft goto wait o my Wife Matters. 


Ball Hanny * and 


T ale of a Tub. 


| fact you fhall wait on me, and fee the Mask anon : 


DY Cpnarefs Kea Crt Mt hb, o foto <——~S 


am half Lord Chamberlain i? my Mafter’s abfence. _. 

Jac. Shall we have a Mask? Who makes it ? 

Hil. In and-In. Te i od 
The Matter of J/ington.: Come, go with me 
To the fage Sentences of Finsbury, -. 


A& V.. Scene IX: 


—. & Grooms. 


; re 


Gro 1. NOme, give us in the great Chair, for my Lady, 
And fet it there: and this for Juftice Brassble. 
aoe for the Squire my Mafter, on the. right 
and. . | 
Gro. t. And this for the High Conftable. 
Gro.2. This his Wife. : 7 
Gro. 1. Then for the Bride and Bridegroom here, Pol- 
: . gmartin. Sa ee 3 

Gro. 2. And the Pol- martin, at my Ladies Feet. 

Gro. 1. Right. 

Gro. 2. And befide them Mr. Hannibal Puppy. 

Gro. 1. And his the Puppy, Mrs. VVif/pe that was : 
Here’s all are in the Note. Gro. 2. No, Mr. Vicar: 
The petty Chanon Hugh. Gre.1. And Caft-by Clay : 
There they are gll. Tub. Then cry a BaaHall 
Tis gt ottenbam Hall, when Beards wag al 
Come, Father 


Gro 


Rofim, with your Fiddle now, | 
And two tall-toters: Flourith co the Mafque. [Loud MMufick. 
_A& V. Scene X. | 


tweed 


Po 
& 
7“ PPrege ble before her. Tub, Turfe, D. Turfe, Pol-martin, 
. WwW 


drey, Puppy, VVi/pe, Hugh, Clay. Alltake 
their Seats. Hilts waits on the by. 


Lad. Eighbours all welcome: Now doth Totten-Hall 


Shew like a Court : And hence hall firft be 
call’d fo. | | 
Your witty fhort Confeffion, Mr. Vicar, 
Within, hath been the Prologue, and hath open’d 
Much to my Son’s Device, his. Tale of a Tub. 
Tub, Letmy Mafque thew it felf : And In-and-In, 
The Architect, appear: I hear the Whiltle. (Hil. Peace: 
[ Medlay appears above the Curtain. 
Med, ‘Thus rife I firft, in my lighe Linnen Breeches, 
To run the meaning over in fhort Speeches. 
Here isa Tub, aIubof Totten-Court : - 
An ancient 7w#é, hath call’d you to this {port : 
His Father was a Knighe, che rich Sir Peter 3 
Who got his Wealth by a 7ub, and by Sale-Petre : 
_ And left all to hisLady 7d, the Mother _ 
‘OF this bold Squire 744, and to no other. 
‘ Now of this 7#4, and’s Deeds, not done in Ale, 
“Obferve, and you fhall fee the very Tale. 
| He draws the Curtain, and difcovers the top of the Tub, 


‘ an Vom ohn ie na é 
ee OTH Fir? Maton,“ ae oi 
Greyenclin fork anel a rkadtr, ee 
Preyer AGRE ona Mefip'/repatst | Ha’ peace. Loud Mufick. 
Med. Hs Chanon Hugé firlt brings to Totten-Hell 

The High Conftable’s Council, tells the 
Squire all; : 

Which, though difcover’d (give the Devil his due-:) © 

The Wife of Finsbury do ftill purfue. 

Then with the Juftice doth he counterplot, 

And his Clerk Aeraphor, to cut chat knot : 

Whilft Lady Z#d, in her fad Velvet Gown, 

Miffing her Son, doth feek him up and down. 

Tub. With her Po!-martin bare before her. A4ed. Yes, 
I have expreft it here in Figure, and Mif- | 
tris VVifpe, her Woman, holding up her Train. 

Tub. V the next page, report your fecond Strain, - 


Tre 
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| ATale of a 


The Second Motion.. 


(Hil. Ha? peace. Loud Mufick. 
‘\* Med. Here the High Conitable, and Sages walk 
To Church, the Dame, the Daughter, Bride-maids talk 
Of Wedding-bufinefs ; till a Fellow in comes, 
Relates the Robbery of one Captain Thum’s: 
Chargeth the Bridegroom with ic : Troubles all, 
And gets the Bride; who in the Hands doth fall 
Of the bold Squire ; but thence foon istane ~ 
By the fly Juftice, and his Clerk profane, 
" In thape of Purfuyvant ; which he not long 
‘Holds, but betrays all wich his trembling Tongue : 
As truth will break out, and fhew, &c. 
Tub. O, thou haft made him kneel there ina corner, | 
I fee now : There is fimple Honour for you, Hilts! 
Hit, Did I not make him to confefs all to you ? 
Tub. True, In-and-In hath done you right, you fee. 
Thy Third, I pray thee, witty Is-and-In. 
Cle. The Squire commends ’un. He doth like all well. 
Pan. He cannot chafe. This is Gear made to fell. 


The Third Motion. 


(Hil. Ha’ peace. Loud Mufick. 

Med. The careful Conftable, here drooping comes, 

In his deluded fearch of Captain Thums. | 

Puppy brings word, his Daughter’s run away 

With the tall Serving-man. He frights Groom Clay 

Ont of his Wits. Returneth then the Squire, 

Mocks all their Pains, and gives Fame out a Lyar, 

For falfly charging Clay, when ’cwas the Plot 

Of fubtle Bramble, who had Awdrey got, 

Into his hand, by his winding device. 

The Father makes a Refcue in a trice: 

And with his Daughter, like Saint George on foot, 

Comes home triumphing, to his dear Heart root. 

‘And tells the Lady 7%5, whom he meets there, 

Of her Son’s Courtefies, the Batchelor. 

Whofe words had made ’em fall the Hue and Cry. 

When Captain 7Z4um’s coming to ask him,!why 

He had fo done ? He cannot yield him caufe: 

But fo he runs his Neck into the Laws. 


"Ihe Fourth Motion. 


| .  [Hil. Ha’ peace. Loud Mufick. 
Béed. The Laws, who have a Noofe to crak his Neck, 

As Juftice Bramble tells him, who doth peck | : 
A Hundreth Pound out of his Purfe, that comes 
Like his Tceth from him, unto Captain Zhum’s. 
Thum’s is the Vicar in a falfe difguife : 
And employs Metapbor to fetch this Prize. 
Who tells the Secret unto Basket-Hilts, — 
For fear of beating. This the’Squire quilts 
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Within his Cap; and bids-him but purloin . 
The Wench for him: They Two fhall fhare the Coyn. 
Which the fage Lady, in her ’forefaid Gown, 

- Breaks off, returning unto Kenti(h-rown, 

To feek her VVifpe 5 taking the Squire along, 
Who finds Clay Goin, as hidden in Scraw throng. 
H:l, O, how am I beholden to the Inventer, 

That would not, on Record, againft me enter! 

My flacknefs here, to enter in the Barn: 

Well, In-and-In, 1 fee thou canft difcern! 4 

7«b. On with your laft, and come to a Conclufion 


The Fifth Motion. 


_ (Hil. Ha’ peace. Loud Mufick 

Med. The laft is known, and needs but fimall infufion 
Into your Memories, by leaving in 

_ Thefe Figures, as you fic. I, In-and- Ie, 
Prefent you with the Show : Firft, of a Lady 
Tab, and her Son,of whom this Mafque here, made I. 
Then Bridegroom Pol, and Miftris Pol che Bride: 
With the Sub-Couple, who fic them befide. 
Tub. That only Verfe I alter’d for the better, duporia 
atia., 

Med.* Then Juftice Bramble, with Sir Hugh the Chanon: 
And the Bride’s Parents, which I will not ftan’ on, 
Or the loft Clay, with the recovered Giles : 

Who thus unto his Mafter, him ’conciles, : 
On the Squire’s Word, to pay old Zurfe his Club, 
And fo doth end our Zale here, of a Tub. 


EPILOGUE 


Squire JU B. 


His Tale of me, the Tub of Totten-Court, 
_ A Pott firf invented for your Sport. 
VV herein the Fortune of moft empty Tubs 
Rowling in Love, are fhewn ; and with what Rubs 
are commonly encountred : Vi/ben the Vit 
Of the whole Hundred fo oppofeth it. | 
Our lag? Chanon’s Forked Plot sx chief, ' 
Sly Fuftice Arts, with the High Conftable’s Brief, 
And 3 Commands my Lady Mothers Care, 
And ber Pol-martin’s Fortune ; with the rare 
Fate of poor John, thus tumbled in the Cask ; 
Got In-and-In to gi’t you in a Mafque : 
That you be pleas d, who come to fee a Play, 
VV ith thofe that hear, and mark not what we fay. 
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The Persons of the Play. 


 Rosinuoop, The chief Woodmen, Mafeer of | | 7 


the Feag. MELLIFLEUR, . The Sweet, ') . 7 
Marran, Tis Lady, the Miftre, AMIE, Tbe Gentle, Shepherdeffes. 
: a” |LARINE, Che Beautyful . 
Their Family. 
Frrar Tuck, The Chaplain and Steward. | ae Trouble re 
LirrLre Joun, Bow-bearer. Magneax The Ewvions : The Witch of Pap- 
SCARLET, : kW, bane’ 

“ScaATHLOCK, $ave Brothers, Hans foren ees rahe ta 
GEORGE a GREEN, Huifher of the Bower. | en alte Of Sutead Eo ate os 
M ucH, Robin-hood’s Bailiff, or Acater. ; | Witches Son. 9 Maat” 

The Guefts invited. Puc®uarry, | Or Robin Goodfellow, ther | 
CLARION The Rich, | Aisne. 
Lione., _ Tbe Coutteons, | | . | | 
ALKEN, Tbe Sage, 9 Shepherds. 3 T be Reconciler. — 
AEGLAMOUR, Tbe Sad, : | 
KaAROLIN, The Kind. REUBEN, | A Devout Hermit. 


The Scene is SHERWOOD. 


Confifting of a Landt-thapeof Foreft, Hills, Valleys, — A Caftle, a River, Pafhures, Heards, Flocks, all 
g" of Councrey — Robin Eoud’s Bower, his Well; che Witches Dissble, the Swine’ards Oak; the Hermits Ced.. 


a | The 


THE 


ARGUMENT © 
Of the Firft A CG de® ee —_ 


-"-Eood. having invited all the Shep’erds and Shep’erdeflles of the Vale of Be’voix, to a Feaft in the Fo. 

oat z Sheriiod. and trufting ro his Mittris, Maid Marian, with her Wood-men, to kill him Venifon 

againft che day: Having left the like Charge with Friar Tuck, his Chaplain and Steward, to command 

the reft of his merry men, to fee the Bower made ready, and all things in order for the Entertain- 

ment: meeting with his Guefts at cheir entrance imto the Wood, welcomes and conduésthem to his Bower. Where, 
| by the way, he receives the Relation of the Sad Shep’ard Eglamcur, who is fall’n into a deep Melancholy,. for the 
1o& of his beloved Earime; reported to have been drowned in paffing over the Trent, fometew days before. They 
endeavour, in what they can, to comfort him: But his difeafé having taken fo {trong Root, all isin vain, and 
they are forced te leave him. In the mean time, Marian is come from hunting wich the Hunt{men, where the Lo-’ 
vers interchangeably exprefs their Loves. Robin-Hood enquires if ‘fhe hinted the Deer at force, and what Sport he 
made ? how long he ftood? and what Head he bore? All which 1s briefly anfwer’d, with a relation of breaking him 
up, and the Raven, and her Bone. The fufpeé had of that Raven to be Maxdlin, the Witch of Paple-wick, whom 
one of the Huntfmen meti’? the morning, at che rowling of the Deer, and is confirm’d by her being then in Robsm- 
Hood's Kitchin, i? the Chimney-corner, broyling the fame Bit, which was thrown to the Raven, at the Quarry, or 
Fall of the Deer. Marian being gone in, to fhew the Deer to fome of the Shepherdeffes, returns inftantly to the 


Scene, difconcented ; fends | 
biz-Hood, abufeth him, and his 


@ 


the Venifon fhe had kill’d, to her they callthe Wiech, quarrels with her Love Re 
uefts the Shep’erds ; and fo departs, leaving chem allin wonder and perplexicy. 
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od ne VEG S G6 
E that hath fea ed pe theft Fort Years, 
“WY And feted Fables for your finer Ears, — 
Although at firft, be fcarce could bit the bore ; 
Yet you, with patience barksing more and more, 
At length bave grown up to bim, and made known, + 
The Working of bis Pen x now your own : : 
He prays you would vouchfafe, for your own fake, 
To hear bim ths once more, but fit awake. 
And though be now prefent you with [uch VVool, 
AAs aha meer Englith Flocks bis Mule can pall, ° - 
He hopes when it ts made up ‘into Cloath, —_a 
Not the moft curivus Head bere will be loath 
To wear a Hood of it ; it being a Fleece, | 
Ay vocrt, fho-To_mateb, or thofe of Sicily, or Greece. 
piiut; Cer: Fis Scene is Sherwood : And bis Play « Tale — 
y Of Robin-Hood’s inviting from the Vale 
Of Be’voir, all the Shep’ards to a Feaft: 
Where, by the cafual abfence of one Gueft, 
The Mirth is troubled much, and in one Man 
As much of Sadnefs frown, as Paffion cane 
' , The fad Young Shepard, whom we bere prefent, 
Pa fury Like bis Woes Figure, dark and difcontent, 
Heaech ( Oyed" ie (‘The Sad Shep’ard paffegh filently over the Stage. 
5 fbe~: 2+ For bis loft Love, svho in the Trent s [aid Toes fr V 
To have mifcarried 5 "lafs ! what knows the Head antes: 
Of a_calm River, whom the Feet bave drown'd? oie we, 
Hear what byw Sorrows are; and if they wound A Jy, 8 
Your Gentle Breafts, fo that the End crown all, py: 
Which in the [cope of ome Days chance may fall: 7oyptoov 
Old Trent will fend you mcre fuch Tales as she wef £ 
And {hall grow Young again, as one dcth pleafe. 
(Here the Prologue thinking to end, returns upon 
' a new Purpofe, and fpeaks on. 


lef Jui But here's am Herefie of late let fall, 
T oA vid hea Mirth by no means fits a Paftoral : 
pee Og * 
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Such fay fo, who can make none : be prefurnes: _ 
Elfe there’s no Scene, more properly affumes 

The Sock. For whence can Sport in kind arife, 
But from the Rural Routs and Families? 

Safe on this ground then, we not fear to day, 


-| Zo tempt your Laughter by cur Ruffick Play- 


Wherein sf we diffafte, or be cryd down, bas 
We think we therefore (hall not leave the Town ; 


Nor that ‘the Fore-Wits, that would draw the reft 


. {Unto their liking, alavays like the beft. 


The wife, and knowing Critick, will not fay, 
This worft, or better s, before be weigh; _ 
Where every piece be perfect in the kind : 

And then, though in them/felueshe difference find, 


| Yee sf the place require it where they ftood, 


The equal fitting makes theng equal good. | 
You fhall have Love, and Hate, and Fealoufie, 

4s well as Mirth, and Rage, and Melancholy: 

Or whatfoever elfe may either move, 

Or ftir affections, and your likings prove. 

But that no Stile for Paftoral fhould go | 
Current, but what s ftamp’dwith Ah, and O: | 
Who judgeth fo, may fopuberly err ; ’ 
As if all Poefie bad one Charatter : 

In which, what were not written, were not right, 
Or shat the Man who made {uch one poor fight, 
In bss whele Life, bad with bis winged Skil | 
Advanced bim upmoft om the Mufes Hill. 

When be like Poet yet remains, as thofe 

Are Painters who cas only make a Rofe. 

From {uch, your Wits redeem you, or your Chance, 
Left to a greater beight you do advance 

Of Folly, to contemn thofe that are known 
Artificers, and truft fuch ae are none. : ° 
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SAD SHEPHERD: 


- Tale of Robin Hood. 


“AGL Scene I. 


e£glamour. 


ERE! fhe was wont to go! and here! 
and here! | 
Juft where thofe Daifies, Pinks, and Vio- 
letsgrow: , 
The World may find the Spring by fol- 
— lowing her ;_ 
For other print her airy fteps ne’er left : 
Her treading would not bend a blade of Grafs! 
Or thake the downy Blow-ball from his Stalk! 
But like the foft VVe/? Wind, the fhot along, 
And where fhe went, the Flowers took thickeft Root, 


As the had fow’d em with her odorous Foot. 4.772: 
jo curd Calacen-T, Ast pea 


A&I. Scene I. #47! # 
Marian, Tuck, Trobn, VV 0o0d-men, &c. 


Mar. | Geng you, or can you guefs, my merry men, 
What tis that keeps your Matter, Robin-bood, 
So long, both from his Marian,. and the Wood ? 
Tuc. Forfooth, Madam, he will be here by Noon, 
And praysitof your Bounty, as a Boon, 
That you by them have kill’d him Venifon fome, 
' To feaft his jolly Friends, who hither come 
In threaves co frelick with him, and make cheer ; 
Here’s Little ‘fobs hath harbour’d you a Deer, 
I fee by his tackling. 2 3 
6i$ . Jo. And a Hart of Ten, - 
I trow he be, Madam, or blame your Men : 
/7 For by his Slot, his Entries, and his Port, 
His Frayings, Fewmets, he doth promife Sport, 
And ftanding ’fore the Dogs; he bears a Head, /{pread. 
Large, and well beam’d: with all Rights fomm’d, and 
Mar. Let’s rowfe him quickly, and lay on the Hounds. 
Fo. Scathlockisready with them on the Grounds : 
So is his Brother Scarlet: now they ’ave found 
His Layre, they have him fure within the Pound. 
Mar. Away then, when my Robin bids.a Featft, 
"Twere fin in Marian to defraud a Gueft. 


A& I. Scene Il. 
Tuck, George a Green, Much, eglamour. 


Nd I, the Chaplain, here am left to be 
Steward today, and charge you al! in fee, 
To d’on your Liveries, fee the ha ae Pan 
thar SV 9. taparit Jatt; , careng ob / 
—. se OO pee Spoken he ae 
bifeyf pewter, Jil he at N@ eae <7 Gi 
ye t~ Jade prownt wpuke. Y. 


Tuc. 


And fit the fine devices for the Feaft : 

You, George, muft care to makethe Baldrick trim, 

And Garland that muft crown, or her, or him; 

Whofe Flock this Year, hath brought the earlieft Lamb? 
Geo, Good Father Zack, at yourCommandsIlam __ 

To cut the Table out o’ the green Sword, . 

Or any other Service for my Lord; 

To carve the Guefts large Seats ; and thefe laid in 


And hang the bulled Nofegays *bove their Heads, / 
The Pipers Bank, whereon to fit and | 


With Turfe (as foft and fmooth asthe Mole’s Skin:). ~ 


LIL 


la : 
And a fair Dial to meet out the day. ae Pie Foren fee 


Our Mafter’s Feaft thall want no juft delights : 

His Entertainments muft have all the Rites. 
Muc. I, and all choice that Plenty can fend in; 

Bread, Wine, Acates, Fowl, Feather, Fith, or Fin, 

For which my Father’s Nets'have {wept the Zrent. 

7 {glamour falls in with them, 

e#g. And ha’ you found her ? 
Muc. Whom: eg. My drowned Love, 

Earige ! the {weet Earine ! 

The bright, and beautiful Earine ! 

Have you not heard of my Earine? 


Juft by your Father’s Mill (I think I am right) 


Are not you Much, the Miller’sSon? Muc. Lam. 
eg. And Bailiff to brave Robin-bood 2 
Muc. The fame. 
eg. Clofe by your Father’s Mills, Earine! 
Earine was drown’d! O my Earine ! 
(Old Maudlin tells me fo, and Douce her Daughter) 
Ha’ you {wept the River, fay you? and not found her? 
Muc. For Fowl and Fith we have. 
eg. O, not for her? 
You're goodly Friends! right charitable Men! 
Nay, keep your way, and leave me: make your Toys, 


Your Tales, your Poefies, that you talk’d of; all 


Your Entertainments: you not injure me: 

Only if I may enjoy my Cypre/s Wreath! : 

And you will let me weep! (tis all I ask ;) 

Till [be turn’d to Water, as was the ! 

And troth, what lefs Suit can you grant a Man? 
Tuck. His Phantafie is hurt, let us now leave him: 

The Wound 1s yet too frefh to admit fearching. 
eg. Searching? Where fhould Ifearch? or on what 

Track ? 

Can my flow drop of Tears, or this dark fhade 

About my Brows, enough defcribe her lofs ! . 

Earine, O my Earine’s lofs! 

No, no, no,no3 this Heart will break firft. 

~ Geo. How will this fad difafter {trike the Ears 
Of bounteous Robin-bood, our gentle Mafter? 
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Mac. How will ic mar his Mirth, abate his Feaft ; 

And ftrike a Horror into every Gueft: 

eg. If I could knit whole Clouds about my Brows, 

And weep like Sawithen, or thofe watry Signs, 

The Kids that rife then, and drown all the Flocks 

OF thoferich Shepherds, dwelling-in this Vale; - 

Thofe carelefs Shepherds that did let her drown: 

Then I did fomething, or could make old Trent _ 

Drunk with my forrow, to ftart out in breaches, 

To drowntheir Herds, their Cattle, and their Corn; | 

Break down. their Mills, their Dams, o’er-turn their 
Wares, , 


b/ on | e @ 
‘ And fee their Houfes, and whole Livelihood 


B 


Wrought into Water, with her, all were good : 
[ld kifs che Torrent, and thofe Whirles of Trent, 

, That fuck’d her in, my fweet Esrine ! 

$74 When they have caft their Body on the Shoar, 
And it comes up as tainted as themfelves, 
All pale and bloodlefs, 1 will love ic fill, 
For all chat they can do, and make ’em mad, 
To fee how I will hug it in mine arms! 
And hang upon the Looks, dwell on her Eyes : 

’. Feed round about her Lips, and eat her Kiffes ! 
Suck of her drowned Flefh!’and where’s their malice ? 
Nor all their envious foufing can change that : 
But I will ftudy fome Revenge paft ths: 
I pray you giveme leave, for 1 willftudy, — | 
Though all the Bells, Pipes, Tabors, Timburines ring 
That you can plane about me : I will itudy. 


Ac&t I. Scene IV. 


To him.] Robin-bood, Clarion, Mellifleur, Lionel, Amie, 
Alkin, Tuck, Servants, with Mufick of all forts. 


Rob.\ AJ Elcome, bright Clarion, and {weet Meljifleur, 
>/ VY The courteous Lionel, fair Amie ; all 
My Friends and Neighbours to the Jolly Bower 
Of Robin-bood, and tothe green Wood Walks : 
Now that the fhearing of your Sheep is done, — 
And the wath’d Flocks are lighted of their Wooll, 
The {moother Ewes are ready to receive , 
The mounting Rams again ; and both do feed, 
As either promis’d to increafe your Breed 

At eaning times and bring you lufty Twins. 
Why fhould, or you, or we fo much forget 

The Seafonin our felves, as not to make 

Ufe of our Youth, and Spirits, to awake 

The nimble Horn-Pipe, and the Timburine, 
And mix our Songs and Dances in the Wood, 
And each of us cut down a Triumph-Bough ? 


bi 


sett 2 Such were the Rites the youthful ‘Fune allow. 


Cla. They were, gay Robin, bue the fowrer fort 


620 OF Shepherds, now difclaim in all fuch {port : 


Ut 
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And fay, our Flocks the while,'are poy fed 
When with fuch Vanities the Swains are Ted. : 
Tuc. Would they, wile Clarion, were not hurried more 
, With Coverife and Rage, when to their Store 


fF They addthe poor man’s Eanling, and dare fell 
Tt has Both Fleece and Carkafs, not gi’ing him the Fell. 


#4,When to one Goat, they reach that prickly Weed, 


fT Teg CaN hich maketh all the reft forbear to feed ; 


Lyla riko 
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641 Or ftrew Tods Hairs, or with their Tailsdo {weep 

wf The dewy Grafs, to do’ff the fimpler Sheep ; 

Aft dig deep Pits, their Neighbours Neat to vex, 

To drown the Calves, and crack the Heifers Necks, 

6</Or with pretence of chafing thence the Brock, 

Send in a.Cur to worry the whole Flock. 
Lio. OFriar, thofe are Faules chat are not feen, 

Ours open, and of worft Example been. 
They call ours Pagan Paftimes, chat infe& 
Our Blood with Eafe, our Youth wich all negle& ;__ 
Our Tongues with Wantonnefs, our Thoughts with Luft, 
And what they cenfure ill, allothers mutt. 


. The fad Shepberdefs. 
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' Shall ftand curl’d up, like Images of Iceé;_ 


Rob. Ido not know'what their fharp fight may fee, 
Of late, but I fhould think ic ftill might be 
(As twas) a happy Age, when on the Plains 
The Wood-men met the Damfels, and the Swains 
The Neat’ards, Plow-men, and the Pipers loud, 
And each did dance, fome co the Kit, or Crowd, - 
Some to the Bag-pipe, fome the Tabret mov’d, 
And all did either love, or were belov’d. : 
_ Lio, The dextrous Shepherd then would try his Sling, 
Then dare his Hook ac Daifies, then would fing. 
Sometimes would wraftle. 
' Cla. I, and wich a Lafs : 
And give her a new Garment on the Graf ; 
‘After a — : ete or Bafe. 

Lio. all chefe deeds Were feen without o 
Or the leaft hazard of their Innocence. = 

Rob. Thofe charitable Times had no miftruft. 
Shepherds knew how to love, and not to luft. 

Cla. Each minute that we lofe thus, I confefs, 
Deferves a Cenfure onus, more or lefs; 

But that a faddgr Chance hath given allay, 

Both tothe Mirth and Mufick of this day. 

Our faireft Shepherdefs we had of late, | 
Here upon Trent, isdrown’d ; for whom her Mate, 
Young eglamour, a Swain, who beft could tread 
Our Countrrey Dances ; and our Games did lead, 
Lives likethemelancholy Turtle, drown’d 

Deeper in Woe, than fhe in Water: crown'd - 
With Yewgh and Cypre/s, and will fcarce admit 
The Phytck of our Prefence tohis Fir. 

Lio. Sometimes he fits, and thinksall day, then walks,’ 
Then thinks again, and fighs, weeps, laughs and talks 5 
And ’twixt his pleafing Frenzy, and fad Grief, — 

Is fo diftra@ed, as no fought relief, > 3 
By all our Studies can procure his Peace. 

Cla. The Paflion finds in him chat large increafe, 
As we doubt hourly we fhall lofe him too. : 

Rob. You fhould not crofs him then, whate’er you dos. 
For Phant'fie ftopp’d, will foan take fire, and burn 
Into an Anger, or to a Phrenfie turn. 

Cla. Nay, fo we are advis’d by Alben here, 

A good fage Shepherd, who, altho’ he wear 
An old worn Hat and Cloak, fin telt us more 
Than all the forward Fry, that boaft their Lore. 

Lio. See, yonder comes the Brother of the Maid,’ _. 
Young Xarolin ! how curious, and afraid 
He is at once! willing to find him our, 

And loth to offend him. | 7 

Alken. Sure he’s here about. 


Act I, Scene ve | 


Robia-bood, Clarion, Mcllifleur, Igonel, Amie, Alken, Kare- 
lin, ~£€glamour, litting upona Bank by. 


Ee where he fits. 

eg. It will be rare, rare, rare! 
An exquifice revenge: But peace, no words! 
= = apes Fleece of all the Flock : 
If ic be known afore, ‘tis all worth nothing! 
Pll carve iton the Trees, and in the Turfe, Sperten 
On every Greenfworth, and in every Path, q 
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Juft to the Margin of the cruel Zrent ; 

There will I knock the Story in the Ground, 

In {mooth great Pebble, and Mof5 fill ic round, 
Till che whole Countrey read how fhe was drown’d. 
And withthe plenty of fale Tears there fhed, 

Quite alter the Complexion of the Spring. — 

Or I will get fome old, old Grandam thither, 

Whole rigid Foot but dip’d into the Warer, 

Shall ftrikechac fharp, and fudden cold throughout, 
As it fhall lofe all Vertue ; and thofe Nimphs, 
Thofe treacherous Nimphs, pull’d in Earine ; 


bLL 
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And 
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And never thaw! Mark, never! a fharp Juftice : 
Or ftay, a better! when the year’s at hotreft, 

And that the Dog-Star foams, and the Stream boils, 
And.curls, and works, and {wells ready to f{parkle: 
To fling a fellow wich a Fever in, 

To {et it all on fire, till ic burn 

Blue as Scamander, *fore the Walls of Troy ; 

When Vulcan \eap’d into him, to confume him. 

Rob. A deep hurt Phant’fe. 

e4ig. Do you: not approve it? 

Rob. Yes, gentle e£glamour, we all approve, 
And come to gratulate your juft Revenge : 
Which fince it is fo perfe&, we now hope, 

You'll leave all care thereof, and mix wich us, 
In all the profer’d folace of the Spring. 

_e4g. A Spring, now the is dead: of what, of Thorns? 
Briars, and Brambles? Thiftles ? Burs, and Docks? 
Cold Hemlock? Yew ? the Mandrake, or the Box ? 
Thefe may grow ftill; but what can {pring befide? 
Did not the whole Earth ficken, when fhe died ? 

Asif there fince did fall onedrop of dew, 
- - But what was wept for her! or any ftalk 

Did bear a Flower! or any Branch a Bloom, 

After her wreath was madé: In faith, in faith, 

You do not fair, to put thefe things upon me. 
622Which can in no fort be: Earine, 7 

‘Who had her very Being, and her Name. 

With the firft knots, or buddings of the Spring, _ 

Born with the Primrofe, and the Violet, 

Or earlieft Rofes blown: when Cupid {mild, 

And Venus \ed the.Graces out to dance, Ss. 

And.all the Flowers, and Sweets in Natures lap, © 

Leap’d out, and made their folemn Conjuration,' 

To laft, but while fhe liv’d: Do notI know, — . 

How the Vale wicher’d the fame Day ? How Dove, \ 

Deas, Eye, and Erwafh, Idel, Snite, and Soare, . 

Each broke his Urn, and Twenty Waters more, 


That fwell’d proud Zrest, thrunk themfelves dry ; that 


fince, tthe og 
No Sun, or Moon, or other chearfal Star, 
Look’d out of Heaven! but all the Cope was dark, 
As it were hung fo for her Exequies! 
_And nota voice or found, to ring her knell : 
But of that difmal pair, the {cricching Owl, 
And buzzing Hornet! hark, hark, hark che foul 
$29Bird ! how the flucters with her wicker Wings! 
Sts Peace, you fhall hear her fcritch. 
Cla. Good Karolin, fing, —_ 
. Help to divert this Phane’fie. Kar. Ali I can. 
The SONG. 


(Which while Karolin fings, glamour reads. 
Ts Iam young, and cannot tell, _ 
Esther what Death, or Love is well, 
- Yet I have beard, they both bear Darts, 
And both do aims at Humane Hearts: — 
And then again, I have been told, x 
Love wounds with beat, as Death with cold 3 
— So that I fear they do but bring | 
Extreams to touch, and mean one thing. 


As in a Raine, we st call, 
One thing to be blown up, or fall ; 
Or to our end, like way may have, a 
By @ flafh of Lightning, era Wave: - 
So Loves inflamed Shaft, or Brand, = .— 
May kill as foon as Death's cold Hand , 
Except Loves Fires the Vertue bave 
To: fright the Froft out of the Grave. 
e#¢. Doyou think fo? are you in that good Herefie? 
Imean Opinion? If you be, fay nothing ;: ae 
_ Fil ftudy it, as anew Philofophy, — 


The fad Shepherd. 
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Some of thefe Nymphs, here, will reward you; this, 
This pretty Maid, although but witha Kifs, 


— | | _ [He forces Amie to kif him. 
Liv’d my Earine, you fhould have Tcney 


. | Buc by my felf alone : Now you thall leave me. 


For every Line here, one I would allow ’em 
From mine own Store, the Treafure I had in her: 


Now I am poor as you. Kar. AndIa Wretch! 
Cla. Yet keepan Eye upon him, Karolin. ' 
{ glamour gees out, and Karolini follows bir. 
Mel. Alas! that ever fuch a generous Spirit, 


As e&¢lamour’s, fhould fink by fuch a lof! 


Cla. The trueft Lovers are leaft fortunate, 
Look all their Lives, and Legends, what they call 
The Lovers Scriptures, Heliodores, or Tatii! 
Longi! Euftathii! Prodoms! you'll find it! 

What think you, Father? 4/2. Ihave known fome few, 
And read of more, wh’ have had their dofe, and deep, . 
OF tchefe tharp bitter-fweets. Lio. But what is this 

To jolly Robin , who the Story is, 

Of all beaticude in Love? Cle. And told | 

Here every day, with wonder on the World. 

Lio. And with Fame’s Voice. — 

Alk, Save that fome folk delight 
To blend.all good of others, with fome fpighe. 

Cla. He, and his Marian, are the Sum and Talk 
Of all, that breathe here in the Greens- Wood Walk. 

Mel. Or Be’voir Vale? 

Kar. The Turtles of the Wood. 

Cla. The billing Pair. .4/k. And fo are underftood 
For fimple Loves, and fampled Lives befide. 

Mel. Faith, fo much Vertue fhould not be envi’d. 

Alk. Better be fo than pitied, Mellifleur } 

For ’gainft all Envy, Vertue is a Cure ; 
But wretched Pity ever calls on Scorns. | 
The Deer’s brought home: I hear it by their Horns. 


Act I. Scene VI. 


To Robin, &c. Marian, Fobn, Scarlet, Scathlock. 


Rob. Y Marian, and my Miftris ! 
Mar. My lov’'d Robin! - a 
Mel. ‘The Moon’sat full, the happy Pair are met ! 
Mar. How hath this morning paid me, for my rifing! 
Firft, with my Sports; but moft with meeting you ! 
I did not half fo well reward my Hounds, 
As fhe hath me to day: although I gave them 
All che fweet Morfels, call’d Tongue, Ears and Dowcets! 
Rob. What? and the Inch-pin? Aéer. Yes. | 
Rob. Your Sports then pleas'd you? ss 
Mar. You are a Wanton. : 
Rob. One, I do confefs, #7. - 
I wanted till you came; but now I have you, 
lil grow to your Embraces, till Two Souls 
Diftilled into Kifles, through our Lips, 
Do make one Spirit of Love. 
Mar. O Robin! Robin ! 
Rob. Breathe, breathe a while, what fays 
Marian 2 
Mar. Could you fo long be abfent ? 
Rob. What, a Week ? 
Was that fo long? 
Mur. How long are Lovers Weeks, 
Do you think, Rodis, when they are afunder? 
Are they not Pris’nérs Years? 
Rob. To fome they feem fo ; 
Buc being met again, they areSchool-boys Hours. 
Mar. That have got leave. to play, and fo we ufe 
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. them. ) 
Rob. Had you good Sport i’ your Chafe to day ? 
‘Fo. O, prime! 7 7 


Mar. A lufty Stag? Rob. And hunted ye at force? 
cherre a forces, re) Mahan, prot Love - f- 
a : 422 Mar: 
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$26 Mar. Inafullcry. Fo. Andnever hunted change: 


Rob. You had ftanch Hounds then ? 
Mar. Old and fure 5 I love : 


No young rafh Dogs, no more than changing Friends. 


Rob. What relays fet you? =~ 
Fo. None at all; we laid nat 

In one frefh Dog: Rob He ftoad not long then ? 
Sca. Yes, Lo 

Five hours and more. A great, large Deer! 
Rob. What Head ? 
Fob. Forked! A Hart of Ten. 
Mar. He is good’ Venifon, 

/ According to the Seafon 1’ che Blood, 

Vil promife all-your Friends, for whom he fell. 
Fob. But at his fall chere hap’t a chance. 
Mar. Worthmark? ss 


Rob. 1! what was that, {weet Marian? (He kifes ber. 


Mar. You'll not hear ? | 
Rob. Tlove thefe interruptions in a Story ; 


| Fa make it {weeter. 
626 As the Aflayfis taken. 
Rob. On, my Marian. 


[He kiffes her again. 


Mar. You do know, as foon 


Idid but take che Aflay. Afar. Youftop ones Mouth, 
when the Arbor’s_made. 


And yet you bid ’em {peak 

Rob. Pull’d down, and Paunch turn’d out. 

Mar. He that undoes him, : 
Doth cleave the Brisket-bone, upgn the Spoon 
Of which, a little Griffle grows, you call it 

Rob. ‘The Ravens Bone. : 

Mar. Now, 6 éad fate a Raven! 
On a fere Bough! a grown grear Bird.! and Hoarfe! 
Who, all the while the Deer was breaking up, 

So crok’d and cry'd for’t, as all che Hunt{men 
(Efpecially old Scarblock) thought it ominous ! 
Swore it was Mother Maudlin, whom he met 
At the day-dawn, juft as he rows’d the Deer 
Out of his Laire: but we made fhife to run him 
Off his Four Legs, and funk him e’re we left. 


Isthe Deercome? Scat. He lies within 0° the dreffer ! 


Mar, Will you go fee him, Meliifleur ? 
Mel. I attend you. 

Mar. Come, Amie, you'll go with us? 
4m. Iam not well. 


Lio, She’s fick o’ the young Shep’erd that bekift her. 
Mar. Friend, chear your Friends up, we will eat him 


merrily. : 
, lk. Saw you the Raven, Friend? - . 
2v7_ Scat. I, qwha fuld let me? 
I fuld be afraid 6 you, Sir, fuld I? 
Clar. Huntfman! _ 
A Dram more of Civility would not hurt you? 
Rob. Nay, you muft give them all cheir rudenedfes; 


They are not elfe themfelves, withoue their Language. 


Atk. And what do you think of her ? 

Scat. As of a Witch. ' 
an aT i ve) call her a Wife-woman, but I think her — 
ae 4 Ain_arrant Witch. 
wnus'f'n Mr. * Clar. And wherefore think you fo ? : 

4 e Scat. Becaufe I {aw her fince broiling the Bone 
e217 Was caft her at the Quarry. 7 
Alk, Where faw you her ? 


Scat. V the Chimney nuik, within: fhe’s there now. - 


Rob. Marian, | 
A& I. Scene Vil. 


yo Hunt holds in his Tale ftill; and sell more : 

“Mar. My Hane ? what Tale? 
Reb. How ! cloudy, Marian! 

What look is this? Adar. A fit one, Sir, for you. 


The fad Shepherd. 


} I darenoe truft the Faith of mine own Senfes, 


(He hiffes her again. 


(To them. 
? 
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And bear the Venifon hence : It is too good 

For thefé courfe Ruftick Mouthes, that cannot open, 

Or {pend a thank for’s. A ftarv’d Muttons Carkafs 

Would better fit cheir Palates. See it carried | 

To Mother Aaudlixs, whom you call the Witch, Sir. 

Tell her I fene ic to make merry with, 

She'll turn us thanks at leaft! why ftand’ft thou, Groom? 
_Rob. 1 wonder he can move ! that he’s not fix’d ! 

Ir that his feeling be che fame with mine ! 


I fear mine Eyes and Ears: this is not Aderian ! 

Nor am I Robin-bood ! I pray you ask her / 

Ask her, good Shep’erds! ask her all for me; 

Or rather ask your felves, if the be the; _ 

OrI bel Mar. Yes, and you are the Spy : 

And the {pid Spy, that watch upon my Walks, 

To inform what Deer I kill, or give away ! 

Where! when! to whom! But fpy your worft, good 


a 
I will difpofe of this where leaft you like! 
Fall to your Cheefe-Cakes, Curds, and claweed Cream, 
Your Fools, your Flaunes; and of Ale a ftream “ ber 
To wafhit from your Livers: ftrain Ewes Milk 
Into your Cyder Sillabubs, and be drunk | 
To him, whofe Fleece hath brought the earlieft Lamb 
This year; and wears the Baudrick at your Bord! 
Where you may all go whiftle ; and record 
This ? your Dance: and fooe ic lutftily. 
| [She leaves them, 
Rob. : pray you, Friends, do you hear ? and fee, a3 
é , 


) 
Did the fame Accents ftrike your Ears? and Objects? 
Your Eyes, as mine ? 

Alk. We tafte the fame Reproaches! 

Lio. Have feen rhe Changes ! . 

Rob. Are we noe all chang’d, 
Transformed from our felves? Zio. Ido hot know! 
The beft is filence! 4Jk And to await the iff. 

Rob. ‘The dead, or lazy wait for’e : I will find ic. 


{ or-tetery ows fartd; pres faves ar? parte lel 4 sTocim . 


The Argument of the Second Act, 


HE Witch Maudlin, baving taken the Shape of Ma 

rian, to abufe Robin-hood, and perplex bu Guefts, 
cometh forth with ber Daughter Douce, reporting in what 
confusion (he bath left them; defrauded therm of ther Venj- 
fon, made them fufpicions each of the others but moft of 
all Robin-hood fo jealoms of bes Marian, as fhe bopes no . 
Effect of Love would ever reconcile thems glorying fo far in 
the Extent of ber Mifchief, as fhe confeferb to bave fur- 
priz’d Earine, (Pripp’d ber of ber Garments, to make ber 
Daughter cppear fine, at this Feaft, in them; and to have 
Shut the Maiden up in a Tree, as ber Son’s Prize, of be 
could ain ber; or bis Prey, sf be would force ber. Her 
Son a rude bragging Swine’ard, comes to the Tree to woo ber 
(his Mother m5] Sifter flepping afide to over-bear bim) and 
frft boafts bis Wealth to her, and bis Poffefions ; which move 
not. Then he prefents ber Gifts, fuch os kimfelf ws taken 
with; but fhe utterly fhows a fcorn, and loathing both of 
him and them. His Mother s angry, rates bim, inftruds 
bim what to do the next time, and perfwades ber Daughter 
to fhow ber felf about the Bower : Tells how fhe fhall kucw 
ber Mother, when {he 1s transformed, by ber broidered Belt. 
Mean while the Young Shep ardefs, Amie, being kift by Karo- 
lin, Earine’s Brother, before, falls in Love; but knows not 
what Love w: but defcribes her Difeafe fo innocently, that 
Marian pities ber. VVben Robin-hood, azd the reft of bis 
Guefis invited, enter to Marian, upbraiding ber with fend- 
ing away their Venifon to Mother Maudlin by Scathlock , 
awbich fhe denies 5 Scathlock affirms it, but feeing bs Mi- 
ws weep, and to forfwear it, begins to doubt bw own Un- 


Hand off, rude Ranger! Sirrah, get you in (7@-Scathlock. derStanding, rather than affront ber farther which makes 
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Bat Maudlin entering like ber felf, the Witch comes to 
thank ber for ber Bounty: at which Marian is more angry, 
and more. denies the Deed. Scathlock enters, tells be bas 
brought it again, and delivered it -to the Cook. The Witch 
ss inwardly vext the Venifon ws forecover'd from her by the 
rude Hunt(man, and murmurs and Curfes; bewitches the 
© Cook, mocks poor Amie, and the rest ; difcovereth ber ill Na- 
ture, and ws a mean of reconciling them all. For the Sage 
Shepherd [ufpecteth ber mifchief , if [he be not prevented : 
5 fo perfwadeth to feixze on ber. Whereupon Robin-hood 
difpatcheth out bis VVcodmen to bunt, and take her. VVbich 
ends the Aét. 3 


Act If. Scene L 
. a  Maudiin, Deuce. 


Ave I not left °emin a brave confufion ? 

Amaz’d their Expectation? got their Ve- 
 nifon? : | : 

Troubled their mirth and meeting ? made them doubtful 
And jealoys of each other? all diftracted ? : 
And, 7 the clofe, uncertain of themfelves ? 
This can your Mother do, my dainty Douce ! 
Take any Shape upon her! and delude 
The Senfes beft acquainted with their Owners! 
The jolly Robiz, who hath bid this Feait, 
And made this folemn Invitation ; 
I ha’ poffefs’'d fo, with fyke diflikes 

OF his own Marian, that all-be he know her, 
As doth the vauting Hart his venting Hind, | 
He ne'er fra’ hence, fall neis her 7 the wind, 
To his firft liking. | 

528 Dou. Did you fo diftate him ? 

Maw. As far as her proud {corning him could ’bate 
Or blunt the Edge of any Lovers Temper. 
Dou. Buc were ye like her, Mother? — 
Mau. So like Deuce, 
As had fhe feen me her fel’, her fel’ had doubted 
Whether had been theliker of the twa ! 
‘This can your Mcther do, I tell you, Daughter?! 
~ Yha’ but dight ye yet, P the out-drefs, 
And ’pparel of Earine ! bute this Raiment, 
Thefe very Weeds fall make ye, as but coming 
In view or ken of e£ glamour, your Form 
Shall (how too flippery to be look’d upon! 
And all the Foreft {wear you to be fhe! 
They fhall rin after ye,,and wage the odds, 
Upo’ their own deceived fights, yé’ are her! 

*' Whilft (he (poor Lafs) is ftock’d up in a Tree : 
Your Brother Lorel’s Prize! For fo my largefs 
Hath lotted her to be your Brother’s Miftris ; 

Gif the can be reclaim’d: gif not, his Prey ! 
And here he comes, new claithed, like a Prince 
Of Swine’erds! fyke he feems! dight i’ the Spoils 
Of thofe he feeds! A mighty Lord of Swine! 

He is command now to woo. Let’s ftep afide, 
And hear his Love-craft! See, he opes the door! 
And takes her by che hand, and helps her forth! 

$24 This is true Courtthip, and becomes his Ray. hae abu Pm 

7s oe : 
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Act If. Scene II. 
Lorel, Earine, Maudlin, Douge. 
Jt lofel & Noo Hathe wnt sult Log peur. 
$436 Lor. &JE kind to others, bit yecoy to me” A 


Deft Miftris! whicer than the Cheefe new 
preft ! | 
Smoother than Cream’! and fofter than the Curds! 
Why ftart ye from me, ere ye hear me tel] _ 
My wooing Errand; and what Rents I have? 


-A Cheftnut, whilke hath larded mony a Swine, 


The fad Shepherd. fet, Eg itad Line 061539 
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Robin-hood, and the reff, to examine themfelves better. | Large Herds and Paftures! Swine, and Kie, mine own! | 


And though my Na’fé be camus’d,” my Lips thick, 

And my Chin briftled! Pan, great Pan, was fuch! 

Who was the Chief of Herdfmen, and our Sire! 

Tam na’ Fay! na’ Incubus! na’ Changlin! 

But a Good Man, that lives o’ my awn Geer. 

This Houfé! thefe Grounds! this Stock is all mine awne! 
Ear. How better ’twere to me, this were not known! 
Mau. She likes itnot: but it is boafted well ! | 
Lor. An Hundred Udders for the Pail I have, - 

That gi’ me Milk and Curds, that make me Cheefe 

To cloy the Markets! Twenty Swarm of Bees, 

Whilke (all the Summer) hum about the Hive, _,. Z: 

And bring me Wax and Honey in by live./ Fie: 7 

An aged Oak, the King of all the Field, “/¢¥-=s “ v Ca guyeces 

With a broad Beech there grows afore my dur, WSK: “px Cunkfayls 


That mickle Maft unto the Ferm doth yield. Gatyy,  poninatig J 


IF® 


Whole Skins I wear to fend me fra’ the Cold. 
A Poplar Green, and with a kerved Seat, 
Under whofe fhade I folace in the heat; 
And thence can fee gang out and in my Neat. 
Twa trilland Brooks, each (from his Spring) doth meet, 
And make a River to refreth my Feet: 
n which, each morning ere the Sun doth rife, 
Ilook my felf, and clear my pleafant Eyes, 
Before I pipe ; Fortherein I have skill 
"Bove other Swine’erds. Bid me, and I will 
Straight play to you, and make you melody. 
Ear. By nomeans. Ah! to meall Minftrelfi 
{sirkfome, as are you. | | : 
Lor. Why fcorn you me? | 
Becaufe I am a Herd{man, and feed Swine! 
[ He draws out other Prefents. 
I am a Lord of other Geer !. this fine 


Smooth "Bawfons Cub, the young Grice of a Gray; . 53 


-| Twa tyny Urthins, and this Ferret gay. ° 


Ear, Out on’em! what are thefe ? 

Lor. I give ’em ye, 
As Prefents, Mrs. Ear. O, the Feind, and thee! 4 
Gar take them hence : they fewmand all the claithes, 74+, EOL, 
And prick my Coats: hence with em, limmer lown, as y. 
Thy Vermine and thy felf, thy felf artone; «44 oy oot Auf 
Ilock me up. All’s well when thou art gone. “rA Aycan, 


i benef. 
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Scene III: | v4 
- Lorel, Mandiin, Douce. 


Lor. Id you hear this? fhe wifl’d meat the Feind, 
With all my Prefents! Adau. A tu lucky end 

She wifhend thee, foul Limmer! dritty Lown! 

Gud faith, ic duills me that Iam thy Mother! 

And fee, thy Sifter {corns thee, for her Brother! 

Thou woo thy Love, thy Miftris, with cwa Hedge-hogs? 

A ftinkand Brock? a Polcat ? out thou Houlet! 

Thou fhould’ft ha’ given her a Madge-Ow!! and then 

Th’ hadft made a prefent o’ thy felf, Owl-fpiegle! 

Dow. Why, Mother, I have heard ye bidto give; 

And’often as the Caufe calls. dau. I know well, 

Ic is a witty part, fometimes, to give. 

But what? to whame ? no Monfters! nor to Maidens! 

He fuld prefene them with ert moon things, 

Things Natural, and what all Women cover : — 

To fee: the common Parent of usall ! KG “ges parse Cached A, 

Which Maids will twire at, tween their Finch thes! /U bh. iy, 

With which his Sire gat him! He’s get another! 4#tre-D; hac..7” 

And fo beget Pofterity upon her! — LF. Piece 

Thishe fhould do! (falfe Gelden) gang thy gait, .2n,, "2 leit 

And du thy turns Lape or, Vis gar re =a g oe - 

Thy new breikes fra’ thee, and thy dublet tu fry OL op Z 

The Talleur, and the Sowter fill dada’ Aun ftv eg yams 

All chey ha’ made ; except thou manlier woo!«/ ZAwsa .6, 27 

| : [Lorel goes ont. & 
Deu 


68h 


| AZZ 2 i 
x of, 3 on af hy poste aff a pray. Ped Lor 
ott Pet? yv ae Ga aol Cait nod oy ae po 
Vader HG AGN fo en badted 4b Bed, phos G27 +p 


fee 8 WA eh 190 Ady 2 Se 


533 


Lhe fad Shepherd. 


2k 2 wes a oe ae, 


fe ; 
Dow. Gud Mother, gif yow chide him, he'll du | My thick warm Fleece I wore, was nry detence, 


wails. 
Mau. Hang him: I geif him to the Devils errs. 
But, ye my Douce, I charge ye, fhew your fell, 
Tu all the Shep’erds, baudly : gaing amang ’em. 
Be mickel i? their Eye, frequent, and fugeand. 
Aad, gif they ask ye of Earine, | 
Or of thefe Claithes; fay,. that I ga’ ’em ye,« 
And fay no more. Tha’ chat warkin hand, 
That web upo’ the Luime, fall gar em chink 
By then, they feelin their own trights and fears, 
I’ is pu’ the World, or Nature, *bout their Ears. 
But, hear ye, Douce, bycaufe ye may meet me 
In mony thapes to day , where-c’er you {py 
This browdred Belt, with Charaéters, tis I. 
A Gypfan Lady, and a right Beldam, 
Wrought it by Moon-thine tor me, and Star-light, 
Upo’ your Granams Grave, that very Night v 
Weearth'd her, inche Shades; when our Dame Hecate 
| ,Made it her gaing-night, over the Kirk-yard, = * 
636Wich all the Bark and Parith- Tykes fet at her, 
While I fac whyrland of my brazen Spindle: - 
, Atevery twifted thrid my rock let fly 
£647 Unto the few’fter, who did fit me nigh, - 
Under the Fown-turn-pike ; which ran each f{pell 
She ftitched in the work, and knicit well. 
See, yecake tent to this, and ken’ your Mother. 


A@ IL Scene ‘IV. 
Marian, Mellifleur, Amie. 


Ow do you, weet Amie, yet? 
Mel. She cannot tell, 
If the could fleep, the fays, fhe fhould do well 
She feels a hurt, bue where, fhe cannot fhow 
Any leaft fegn, that fhe is hurt or ‘no. 
Her pain’s not doubtful to her ; but the feat 
Of her pain is. Her thoughtstoo work, and beat, 
Oppreft with Cares : bue why, fhe cannot fay. 
Al matter of her care is quite away. : , 
_ * Mar, Hath any Vermine broke into your Fold? 
Or any Rot feiz’d on your Flock? or cold 2 
64% Or hath your teighting Ram burft his hard Horn ¢ 
Or any Eweher Ficece? or Bag hath torn, 
My gentle Amie? | 
Aim. Marian, none of thefe. 
Mar. Ha’ you been ftung by Wafps, or angry Bees : 
Or raz’d with fome rude Bramble, or rough Briar ? 
Am. No, Marian; my Difeafe is fomewhat nigher. 
I.weep, and boyl away my felf in tears ; 
And then my panting Heart would dry thofe fears: 
I burn, though all the Foreft lend a thade; 
And freeze, though the whole Wood one fire ;were 
made. 
Mar. Alas!-. 
aim. Yoften have been torn with Thorn and Briar, 
Both inthe Leg, and Foor, and fomewhat higher: 
Yet gave not then fuch feartul fhreiks as thefe. Ah! 
1 often have been ftung tco wich curft Bees, 
Yet not remember that [ then did quit 
Eicher my Company, or Mirth for it. Ah! 
And tnerefore, what it isthat I feel now, 
~ And know nocaufe of it, nor where, nor how, 
Teentred in me, nor leaft print can fee, 
I feel affiiéts me more than Briar or Bee. Oh! 
How often, whenthe Sun, Heavens brighteft birch, 
Hath wich his burning fervour clete che Earch, 
Under a f{preading Elm, or Oak, hard by 
A cool clyar Fountain, Could I flzeping iie 
Sate from che Lieac? buc now, no fhady tree, 
Nor purling Brook, can my retrefhing be 2 
Ott when the Meadows were grown rough with Froft, 
The Rivers Ice bound, and their Currents loft, — 
pr Foey 
I aro 


PO : 
Pal wih pyrm Tones. 


Mar. 


ati, I fa rin fle fr fo) 


Oz large good Fires I made, drave Winter thence. | 
But now, my whole Flocks fells, nor this thick grove, 
Enflaim’d to afhes, can my cold remove. 

It is a cold, and heat, that doth out-go 7 

All fenfeof Winters, and of Summers fo. 


Act HI. Scene V. | ; 
Roben-bood, Clarion, Lionel, Alken. 


Rob.) are you here, my Miftris ? 
Mar. I, my Love! 
She feeing him, runs to embrace bim. 
Where fhould ¥ be, -but-inmy Robi'sarms? ———-- 
The Sphere which I delight in, fo to move ? 
Reb. What the rude Ranger ?-and-fpied Spy? hand off: 
You are for no fuch Rufticks. [ He puts ber back. 
Mar. What means this, | 
Thrice worthy Clarion? or wife Alken? know ye? 
Rob. *Las no, not they! a poor ftarv’d Muston’s 
Carkafs , a og 
Would better fit their Palat’s, than your Venifon. 
Mar. ee Riddle is this! unfold your felf, dear 
toi. 
Rob. You ha’ not fent 
lock, 
To Mother Maudlin? 
Mar. 1, to Mother A4eudsin 2 
Will Scathlock fay fo? 
Rob. Nay, we will.all {wear fo. 
For all did hear it, when you gave the charge fo. 
Both Clarion, Alken, Lionel, my felf. | 
_ Mar. Good honeft Shep’erds, Mafters of your Flocks, 
simple, and vertuous Men, no others Hirelings ; 
Be not you made to {peak againft your Confcience, 
That which may foil the trath. Ifend che Venifon 
Away ? by Scathlock? and to Mother Maudlin ? 
I came to thew it here, to Mellifleur, 
I do confefS; but Arie’s falling ill, 
Did put us off it: Since we imploy’d our felves 
In comforting of her..- O, here he is! [Scathlock enters. 
Did I, Sir, bid you bear away the Venifon, 
To Mother Maudlia 2 
Sca. I, gud faich; Madam, 
Did you, and I ha’ done ic. 
Mar. What ha’ you done? | 
Sca. Obey’d your hefts, Madam; done your Com- 
mands. | | 
Mar. Done.my Commands, dull Groom? Fetch it 
again, | 
Or Kennel wich the Hounds, Are chefe che Arts, 
Robin, you read your rude ones o° the Wood, 
To countenance your quarrels, and miftakings ? _ 
Or are the Sports to entertain your Friends, 
Thofe formed Jealoufies ? Ask of ALL iflcur, 


your Venifon hence by Scash- 
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\ If I were ever from her, here, or Amie, 


Since I came in with them; or taw this Scathleck, 
Since I related to you his Tale o’ the Raven ? 
Sca. I, fay you fo ? | Scathlock goes cmt. 
Mel. She never left my fide 
Since I came in, here, nor I hers. Cla. This’s ftrange! 
Our beft of Senfes were deceiv’d, our Eyes, then! . 
Lio. And Earstoo. A¢4ar. What you have concluded on, 
Make good, I pray you. 4m. O my heart, my hear! 
Mar. My heart 1c is, is wounded, pretty Ave 5 
Report not you your Griefs: Pil tell for ail. 
M.ll. Some body is to blame, there is a fault. 
Mar. Try if youcan take reft. Alittle lumber hoe 
Will much refreth you (amie.) Alk, What’s her grief ? 
Mar. She docs not know: and therein fhe is happy. 


Act 


A& IL Scene VI. 
Fo them.) Fobn, Maudlin, and Scathlock after. 


Fob. YEre’s Mother Maudlin come to give you thanks, 
Hyiram, for fome.late gift, fhe hath receiv’d— 
Which fhe’s not worthy of, fhe fays, but cracks, | 
And wonders of it; hops about the Houfe; 
Tranfported with the Joy. [ She danceth. 
Maud. Send me a Stag! : 
A whole Stag, Madam ! and fo fat a Deer! 
So fairly hunted, and at fuch a time too! 
When all your Friends were here! 
Rob. Do you mark this, Clarion ? 
Her own acknowledgment ? 
Maud. *Twas fuch a bounty | 
And honour done to your poor Beads-woman, 
I know not how co owe it, but-to thank you. 
And that I come to do: I fhall go round, 
And giddy with the foy of the good curn. 
| a i [ She turns round till {he falls, 
Look out, look out, £77 Folk about, 
1 And fee me [pin the ring I am in 
Of mirth, and glee, with thanks for Fee 
The heart puts on, for th’ Venifon 
My Lady fent, which fhall be {pent 
In draughts of Wine, to fame up fine 
Into the Brain, and down again 
Fal] in a favoon, upo the Grown, 
Rob. Look to her, fhe is mad. 
Maud. My Son hath fent you 
_, A Pot of Strawberries, gather'd i* the Wood 
a Hogs would elfe have rooted up, or trod ) 
| ith a choice difh of Wildings here, to fcald 
And mingle with your Cream. . 
Mar. Thank you good Maudlin, 
And thank your Son. Go, bear ’em in to Much 
Th? Acater, lee him thank her. Surely, Mother, 
You were miftaken, or my Woodmen more, 
Or moft my felf, to fend you all our ftore 
Of Venifon, hunted for our felves, this day ! 
You will not take it, Mother, I dare fay, — 
If we'll intreat you; when you know our guefts: 
Red Deer is Head ftill of che Foreft Feafts. 
Mand. But I knaw ye, a right free-hearted Lady, 
Can {pare ict out of fuperfluity : 
I have departit it ’mong my poor Neighbours 
To fpeak your Largefs. Adar. I not gave it, Mother ; 
you have done wrong then: I know how to place 
My gifts, and where; and when to find my feafons 
To give, not throw away my Curtefies. 
$¢ Maud. Count you this thrown away? 
_ Mar. Whavs ravith’d from me 
Tcount it wurfe, as ftolPn : Llofe my thanks. 
But leave this queft : they fie not you, nor me. 
Maudlin, Contentions of this quality. 
How now? [ Scathlock enters. 
Sca. Your Stag’s return’d upon my Shoulders, 
He has found his way into the Kitchin again ; 
With his two Legs, if now your Cook can drefshim; 
*Slid, I thoughr the Swine’erd would ha’ beat me, 
He looks fo big! the fturdy Karl, lewd Lorel ! 
Mar. There Scathlock, for thy pains, chou haft de- 
ferv’d it. Marian gives bins Gold. 
Maud. Do you give a thing, and take a thing,Madam ? 
Mar. No, Maudlin, you had imparted to your Neigh- 
bours; . 
As much good do’t them: I ha’ done no wrong. 
The firft Charm. - 
Maud. The Spit fland ftill, no Broches turn 
— - Before the Fire, but let it burn 
Both Sides, and Hanches, till the whcle 
Converted be into one Cole. 
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Cla. What Devil’s Pater Nojfer mumbles the ? 
Alk. Stay, you will hear more of her witchery. 


| OAL. 
-~ 
Maud. The Swilland Dropfie enter in 
The laxy Cuke, and fawell bis Skin ; | 
And the old Marsal 07 tie Shia Cae - 

Now prick, and itch, Withouten bin. 

Cla. Speak out Hag, we may hear your Devils Mat: 
cens. | 


Il. 
Maud. Tée Pane, we call St. Anton’s frre, 
The Gout, or what we can defire, 
To cramp a Cuke, in every Limb, 
Before they dine, yet, feize on him. 

lk. A foul ill Spirie hath poffeffed her. 

4m. O Karol, Karol, call him back again. 

Lio, Her thoughts do work upon her, inher flumber. 

And ntay exprefs fome part of her difeafe. 

Rob, Obferve, and mark, but trouble not her eafe: 

Am. O,O. Mar. How is’t Amie 2 

Mel. Wherefore ftart you 2 

Am. O’ Karol, he is fair, and {weet. 

Maud. What then ? : : 

Are there not Flowers as {weer, and fair, as Men ? 
The Lily is fair! and Rofe is fweet! Am. I, fo! 
Let all the Rofés, and the Lilies go: 
Karol isonly fair to me! Mar. And why? 
Am, Alas for Karol, Marian,] could die. 
Karol, he fingeth fweetly too! A4aud. What then? 
Are there not Birds fing fweeter far than Men? 
Am. 1 grant the Linet, Lark, and Bull-finch fing, 
But beft, the dear good Angel of the Spring, oS 
The Nightingale. Adaxd. Then why? then why, alone; Zzayv 9,,, 
Shonld his Notes pleafe you? 4m. I not long agone Pata 
Took a delight, with wanton Kidsto play, = =” ¢PaactCe'n, 
And {pore with little Lambs a Summers Day! 4 Arsen’, 
And view their frisks! methought it was a fighe 
OF joy,to fee my two brave Rams to fight! , 
Now Kar:/, only, all delight doth move ! 
All that is Karol, Karol I approve ! 
This very Morning, but— I did beftow 
(Ie was a little ’gain#t my will, I know ) 
A fingle kifs upon the filly Swain, 
And now I with that very kifs again. 
His Lip is fofter, {weeter than the Rofe ¢ 
His Mouth and Tongue with dropping Honcy flows. 
The relith of it was a pleafing thing. | 

Maud. Yet like the Bec: it had a little fting. 

Am. And funk, and fticks yet in my Marrow deep j 
And what doth hurt me, I now with to keep) 

Mar. Alas, how innocent her Story is ! 

Am. I do remember, Mariaz, Ihave oft | 
With pleafure kift my Lambs, and Puppies, fofe: — 
And once a dainty fine Roe-fawn I had, 

Of whofe out-skipping Bounds, I was as glad 

Asof my Health: and him I oft would kifs: — 

Yet had his, no fuch f{ting, or pain, as this. 

They never prick’t or hurt my Heart. And, for 
They were fo blunt, and dull, I with no more. 

But this, that hurts,and pricks doth pleafe ; This weet, @e%Amy a. 
Mingled with fowre, I with again comece: 4 'f/Peoncesd 107... 
And that delay, methinks, moft tediousis even, 73 7G paw 5, 
That keeps, or hinders me of Karol’s kifs. ee 

Mar. We'll fend for him {weet Amie, to come to you. 

Maud. But,I will keep him off if Charms will do it. 

[ She goes murmuring cut. 

Cla. Do you mark the murmuring Hag, how the doth 

mutter ? 

Rob. 1 like her not. And lefs her manners now. 

' Alk. She is a threwd deformed piece; I vow. 

Lio. As crooked as her Body. ob. I believe 


<ty, 
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1 She can take any Shape; as Scathicck fays. 


ilk, She 
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Alk, She may deceive the Senfe, but really 
She cannot change her felf 
Rob. Would I could fee her, 
Once more in Marian’s form! for I am certain 
Now, it was fhe abus’d us; as I think 
My Marian,and my Love, now, innocent : 
Which faith I feal unto her, with this kifs, 
And call you all to witnefs of my Pennance. 
Alk. It wasbeliev'd before, but now confirm’d, - 
That we have feen the Monfter. 


Act Il. Scene VII. 
To them. | Tuck, ‘Ffobn, Much, Scarlet. 


Tuc. Ear you how | 
Poor Jom, the Cook, is taken! All his joynts 
Do crack, asif his Limbs were tied with points: 
His whole frame flackens ; and a kind of rack 
Runs down along the Spondils of his Back 3 
A Gout, or Cramp, now feizeth on his Head, 
Then falls into his Feet ; his Knees are Lead ; 
And he can ftir his either Hand, no more 
Than a dead Stump, to his Office, as before. 
Alk. He is bewitched. Cla. This is an Argument 
Both of her malice, and her power, we fee. 
Alk. She muft by fome device reftrained be, 
Or fhe’ll go farin mifchief. Rob. Advife how, 
- Sage Shep’erd, we fhall put ic ftraic in practice. 
Alk. Send forth your Woodmen, then, into the walks, 
Or let ’em prick her footing hence ; A Witch 
Is fure a Creature of melancholy, 
And will be found, or fitting in her fourm, 
Or elfe, at relief, like a Hare. Clz. You f{peak, 
Alken, as if you knew che {port of Witch-hunting, 
Or ftarting of a Hag. | 
[Enter George tothe Hunt{men ; who 
selves continue the Scene: the reft 
Rob. Go Sirs about it, 
Take George here with you, he can help to find her ; 
Leave Tuck and A4uch behind to drefs che Dinner, - 


by them- 


going off. 


I’ che Cooks ftead. Aéuch. We'll care to get that done. © 


Rob. Come Marian, \et’s withdraw into the Bowre. 


Act II. Scene VIE - 
‘Fobn, Scarlet, Scathlock, George, Alken. 


Are {port I fwear ! this hunting of the Witch 
Will make us. Scar. Let’s advife upon ’t like 
Hunt{men. 
Geo. And we can {py her once, fhe is our own. 
Scat. Firft, chink which way the fourmeth, on what 
wind: | 
Or North, or South. Geo. For, as the Shep’erd faid, 
A Witch is a kind of Hare. 
Scat. And marks the weather, 
As the Hare does. ‘fo. Where fhall we hope to find her? 
Alken returns. 
Alk. 1 have ask’d leave to affift you, jolly Huntfmen, 
If an old Shep’erd may be heard among you; 
Not jear'd or laugh’d at. Fo. Father, you will fee 
Robinbood’s Houfe-hold, know more Curtefie. 
Scat, Who {corns at eld, peels of hisown young Hairs. 
Alk, Ye fay right well. Know ye the Witches Dell ? 
5 Scar. No more than I do know the walksof Hell. 
646 Alk. Within a gloomy dimble, fhe doth dwell 
Down in a Pit, o’er-grown with Brakes and Briars, 
- Clofe by che ruines of a fhaken Abbey, 
Torn with an Earthquake, down unto the Ground, 
*Mongft Graves, and Grots, near an old Charnel-houfe, 
Where you fhall find her fitting in her fourm, 
As fearful, and melancholique, as that 
She isabout ; with Caterpillars Kells, 
And knotty Cobwebs, rgunded in wich fpells ; 


Fo. 


The fad Shepherd. 


Thence fhe fteals forth to relief, in the Fogs, 
And rotten Mifts, upon the Fens, and Bogs, 
Down tothe drowned Lands of Lincolnfhire ; : 
To make Ewes caft their Lambs ! Swine eat their Farrow! 
The Houfe-wives Tun not work! nor the Milk churn! 
Writhe Childrens Wrifts ' and fuck their Breath in fleep! 
Get Vials of their Blood! And where the Sea 
Cafts up his flimy Owze, fearch for a Weed 
To open Locks with, and to rivete Charms, 
Planted about her,in the wicked fear, _ 
Of all her mifchiefs, which are manifold. 
‘fo. I wonder fuch a ftory could be told, 
Of her dire deeds. Geo. I thought a Witches Banks 
Had inclos’d nothing, bute the merry pranks ‘ 
Offome old Woman. Scar. Yes, her malice more! 
Scat. As it would quickly appear, had we che ftore 
Of his Colleéts, Geo. I,this gud learned Man 
Can fpeak her right. Scar. He knows her fhifts and 
haunts! ; . 
Alk. And all her wiles, and turns. The venony’d Plants 
Wherewith fhe kills! where the fad Mandrake grows, 
wae groans are deathful! che dead-numming Night- 
ade! 
The ftupifying Hemlock ! Adders Tongue! 
And Maitagan! the fhreiks of lucklefs Owles, 
We hear! and croaking Night-Crows in the Air! 
Green-bellied Snakes! blue Fire-drakes in the Sky ! 
And giddy Flitcer-mice, with Leather Wings! 
The fcaly Beetles, wich their habergeons, 
That make a humming murmur as they fly! 
There in the Stocks of Trees, white Faies do dwell, . 
And fpan-long Elves, that dance about a Pool ! 
With each a little Changeling, in their Arms: 
The airy Spirits play wich falling Stars! 
And mount the Sphere of Fire, to kifs the Meon! 
While fhe fits reading by the Gloe-worms light, 
Or rotten Wood (o'er which the Worm hath crept ) . 
The baneful Scedule of her nocent Charms, 
And binding Chara@ers, through which fhe wounds 
Her Puppets, the Sigille of her Witch-craft. 
All this I know, and I will find her for you; 
And fhew you her fitting in her Fourm; Til lay — 
My Hand upon her; make her throw her Skut 
Along her Back, when fhe doth ftart before us. 
But you muft give her Law: and you hall fee her 
Make twenty leaps, and doubles; crofs the Paths, 
And then fquat down befide us. ‘foe. Crafty Croan! 
I long to be at the {port, and to report it. 
Scar. We'll make this hunting of che Witch as famous, 
As any other blaft of Venery. | Ony 
Scat. Hang her foul Hag, the’ll be a ftinking Chafe ! 
I had rather ha’ che hunting of her Heir. | 
-Geo, If we could come to fee hercry, fohaw, once! © 4# 
Alk. ThatI do promife, or am no good Hag-tinder. 
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The Argument of the Third Ad. 


Prckhairy difcovereth himfclf in the Forest, and die 
feourfeth his Offices with their neceffizies, briefiys after 
which, Douce extring in the habit of Larine, is pur{ued by 
Karol 3 who mistaking ber at firft to be bis Sifter, queftions 
her bow fhe came by thofe Garments. She anfwers, ty ber Mo- 
thers gift. The fad Shepherd coming in the while, fhe runs 
away affrighted » and leaves Karol fuddenly, AEglamour 


_| thinking it to be Earine’s Ghoft be faw, falls into a melan- 


cholick expreffion of bis phantfie to Karol, and qucftions bim 
fadly about that point, which moves compaffion in Narol of bas 
miftake fill. When Clarion and Lionel enter to ca!l Karol 
to Amie, Karol reports to them A‘glamout’s pefin, with 
much regret. Clarion refolves to feck kim. Karol to re- 
turn with Lionel: By the way Douce and ber Mothir (in 
the fhape of Marian) meet them, and weuld divert them, 
¥eeve her prwnrd (4. @ Caney oe  feore y ore'a ' aparniing 
if ,acortaly > fhe wie SKa— 

gtk. 


(Ate P25 OIE s+ 


The fad Shepberd. 


afirming Amie to be recovered, which Lionel wwoendred at 


20 be fo foos, Robin-hood enters, they tel bins the elation 
- boged Witcb, regs J ber to be Marian; Robin _/u/pecting 
r to be Maudliin, 
Belt broken. She following in ber own fhape, demanding it, 
but ar a diftance, ‘as fearing to befeiz.d upon apain; and fee- 
ing {he cannot recover it, falls into a rage, and caring, ‘refol- 
ving to truft to her old Arts, whieb fhe calls ber Daughter to 
afift in. The Shepherd’s content with ths difcovery, yo home 


sriumpbing, make the relation to Marian. Amie # gladded 
with the fight of Karol, Gc. In the msean time enters Lo- 


rel, with purpofe to ravifh Earine, and calling ber forth to 


that lewd end, be by the bearing of Clarion's footing, ss 


fraid, and forced to commit ber baftily to the Tree — 
where Clarion coming by, and bearing a Voice Jfngings draws 
near unto it, but JEglamour bearing st alfo, and knowing it 


to be Earine’s, falls into a fuperfitions commendation of st, 


as being an Angels, and inthe Air, when Clarion efpies a 
| Hand put forth from the Tree, and makes towards it, leaving 
glamour to be wild phawfie who quitteth the place, and 

ion beginning to court the Hand, and make love to it, 
there arifeth a mift fuddenly, which darkning all the place, 
Clarion lofeth bimfelf, and the Tree where Earine # in- 
clofed, lamenting bis misfortune, with the unknown Nimpbs 
wsifery. The Air clearing, enters the Witch, with ber Son 
and Daughter, tells thems bow fhe had caufed that late Dark- 
wefs, to free Lorel from furprifal, and bss prey from being 
refened from bim: bids bim look to ber, and lock ber up 
more carefully, and follow ber, to aff awwork (he bath in 
band, of recovering ber loft Girdle, which fhe laments the 
dofs of, with curfings, execrations, wilhing confufion to their 
Feaft, and Meeting: fends ber Son and = to gather 
certain Simples for ber purpofe, and i He to ber Dell. 
This Puck bearing, prevents, and fhews ber error fil. The 
Hunt{men having found ber footing, follow the tract, and prick 
7 Hs ber. Ske gets to ber Dell, and takes ber Form. Enter, 
Alken bas ‘ied ber fitting with ber Spindle, Threads, and 
Images. They are eager to feize ber prefently,but Alken per- 
frwades them to let ber begin ber Charms, which they do. 
Her Son and Daughter come to ber: the Hunt/men are a 
frighted as they fee ie work go forward. And over-bafty to 
apprebend ber, fhe efcapeth them all, by the belp and delufions. 
of Puck. | , 


AG IIL ScneL + 
Puck-bairy. 


HE Fiend hat o, that keeps a School ;" 


Or is the Father of a Family ; 
Or governs but a Country Academy : 
_ His labours muft be great, as are his cares, 
To watch all turns, and caft how to prevent ’em. 
This Dame of mine here, Maxd, grows high inevil, 
And thinks the do’s all, when ’tis I, her Devil, | 
That both delude her, and muft yet protec her : 
She’s confident in mifchief, and prefumes 


i bay iyt ff of ) 
¢ ad oy te rage ft 
A Lyf & i sgt pie a ca 


ays bold of ber Girdle firddenly, but fhe 
ving to get free, they both run ont, and be returns with the 


| Karol, Donce, to them eAiglamour. : ae 


Kar. QUre, you are very like her! I conceiv’d 
You had! been fas, fecing! you Ayn afore me: 
For fuch a fuit the made her ’gainft this Feaft 5 
In all refemblance, or the very fame; 
I faw her in ic; had the liv’d t’ enjoy ic 
She-had been thereiatt acceptable\Gueft ana 
Fo Marian, and che gentle Robiwtyod, : 
Who are the Crown, and Garland of the Wood. .:.” d¢7 
Dow. I cannot tell,.my Mother gave ite me,  -' /. 
And had me wear'is, — ee aed 
Kar. Who, the wife good Woman? . eee 
Old Maud, of Pappelwick? Dow. Yes, this fullen Man. 
Icannor'fike him, 1 muft take my leave. ° a) 
. '  { Aglamour enters, and 
eg. What faid fhe to you? Ker. Who? 
I faw her talking with' you, or her Ghoft ; 
For the indeed is drownd in old Trent’s bottom. 
Did the not tell who would ha’ poll’d her in? 
And had her Maiden-head upon the place? 
The Rivers brim, the margin of the Flood? _ | 
No Ground is Holy enough. ( you know my meaning): 
Luft is committed in Kings Palaces, oe 
And yet their Majefties not violated ! (gone ? 
No words! Cer. How fad and wild his thoughts are! 
[glamour gees ont, but comes in again. 
eg. But fhe, as chafte, as was her name, Eerine; 
Did undeflowr’d: and now her {weet Soul hovers, 
Here, in the Air, above us ; and doth hafte 
To get up to the Adoon, and Mercnry ; 
And whitper Venas in her Orb ; then {pring 
Up to old Satur, and come down by Mars, 
Confulting Fupiter, and feat her {elf yo 
Juft in the midft with Phebss, cemp’ring all — ida 
The jarring i pnb plea giving to ché World - 
Again, his firft and tuneful planetting! (°° 
O’ what an age will hete be of new Conicords! — 
Delightful harmony ! to rock old Sages, : 
Twice infants, in the Cradle o° fpeculation, 
And throw a filence upon all the Creatures! so 
- (He goes cut again, but returns as [oon as before. 
Kar. A Cogitation of the higheft rapture! : 
fég. The loudeft Seas, and moff enraged Winds ~ 
Shall lofe their clangor ; Tempeft fhall grow hoarfe ; 
Loud Thunder dumb; and every {peece of Storm 
Laid in the lap of lift’ning Nature buf, 
To hear the changed chime of his eighth Sphere, 
Take tent, and hearken for it, lofe ic not. 
. . (glamour departs. 


Douce goes ont, 
Pw, Ke Ear ime. 


Seg 
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Act Ill.’ Scene Ill. 
Clarion, Lionel, Karol. 


“Oz here is Karo! ! was not chat the fad 
Shep’erd, flip’'d from him ? 


Lio. Yes, I guefs it was: 
Who was that left you, Karol? Kar. The laft Man! 


| Whom we thall never fee himfelf again ; 


Or ours, I fear! He ftares away from hand fo, 

And all the touches, or foft ftroke of reafon ! 

Ye can apply. No Colt is fo unbroken! 

Or Hawk yet half fo haggard, or unmann’d ! : 

He takes all toies that his wild phantfie proffers, 
And flies away with them. He now conceives 
That my loft Sifter, his Esrine, 

Is lately turn’d a Sphere amid the Seven : 

And reads a Mufick-Le@ure to the Planets! 

And with this thought he’s run to call ’em hearers ! 


Cle. Alas, 


544 T be 


fad Shepherd. 


Cla. Alas, this isa ftrain’d, but innocent phanv’fie ! Lio. She is recover’d well, your Marian told us 


Pll follow him, and find him if Icans 

Mean time, go you with Lionel, {weet Karol; 

He will acquaint you with an accident 

Which much defires your prefence, on the place! 


Act Ill. Scene IV. 
‘Karel, Lionel. 


But now here: See,. fhe is return’d to affirm ic! 
[ Enter Maud. like Marian ; Maud.e/pying Robin- 
hood would rus out, but be flays ag the Gir- 
dle, and runs in with ber: He returns with the 
_ Girdle broken, and fhe in ber own {hape. 
Rob. My Marian? Mar. Robin-hood? Is he here! 
Rob. Stay ! 
What was’t you ha’ told my Friend ? 
Mar. Help, murder, help. 


Hat is it, Lionel, wherein I may ferve you? You will not rob me, Out-law ? Thief, reftore 


Kar. W 
. Why do you fo furvey,and circumfcribe 

o¥¥ Asif you ftuck one Eye into my Breaft, 

And with the other took my whole dimenfions. 
Lio. I with you had a Window ? your Bofom, 

Or i’ your Back, I might look thorough you, © 
And he your jn-parts, Karol, Liver, Heare; 
For there thé feat of Love is: whence the Boy 
( The winged Archer ) hath thot home a Shaft 
Into my Sifters Breaft, the innocent Amie, — 
Who now cries out, upon her Bed, on Karol, 
Sweet finging Karol ! the delicious Karel ! 
That kift her like a Cupid! In your Eyes, 
She fays, his ftand is! and between your Lips 
He runs forth his divifions, to her Ears, 


But will not bide there, *lefs your fel€ do bring him. —}- 


Go with me Karol, and beftow a vifit 
‘In charity, upon the affli&ed Maid, 
* ’ Who pineth wich the languor of your Love. 
Mar, Whither intend you? Amie is recover’d, 
Feels no fuch grief as the complain’d of, lately : 


[To them Maud and Douce, but Maud ap-| TY Ath he forfook me ? 


pearing like Marian. a. 
This Maiden hath been wich her from her Mother 
_ Maudlin, the canning Woman, who hath fent her 
Herbs for her Head, and Simples of that nature, 
Have wrought upon her a miraculous Cure 3 
Settled her Brain, to all our with, and wonder! 


me ?| My Bele that ye have broken! Rob. Yes, come near. 
Maud. Not i your gripe. 
Rob. Was this the charmed Circle? 
The Copy that fo cozen’d, and deceiv’d us ? 
Pil carry hence the Trophy of your ng 
My Men fhall hunt you too upon the ftart, 
And courfe you foundly. Adaud. I fhall make ’em fport 
And fend fome home without their Legs, or Arms. ° 
Pll ceach ’em to climb Stiles, leap Ditches, Ponds, 
And lie 7 the Waters, if they follow me. 
Rob. Out murmuring Hag. 
- Mand. I muft ufe all my powers, 
Lay all my wits to piecing of this lofs. 
Things run unluckily: Where’s my Puck-bairy ? 


A& JIL Scene V. .: . - 
Maud, Puck. | a | 


Puck. Ac your beck, Madam. 
Maud. O Puck, my Goblin! I have loft my Bele, 
The ftrong Thief, Robin Out-lew, forced it from me. 
Puck, They are other Clouds and blacker threat you, 
Dame. 
You muft be wary, and pull in your Sails, 


Lio. So inftantly ? you know, I now but left her, | And yield unto the Weather of the Tempeft. 


- Poffefs'd with fuch a fie, almoft toa phrenfie: 
Your felf too fear’d her, Marian, and did urge 
My hafte co feek out Karol, and to bring him. 


You think your power’s infinite as your malice; 
And would do all your anger prompts you to; 
But you muft wait occafions, and obey them : 


Mar. I did fo. Bue the skill of that wife Woman, | Sail in an Egg-fhell, make a ftraw your Maft, 


And her great charicy of doing good, 
, Hath by the ready hand of this deft Laf . 

Her Daughter, wrought effects beyond belief, 
And co aftonifhment ; we can but thank, _ 
And praife, and be amazed, while we tell ic. 


| A Cobweb all your Cloth, and pafs unfeen, 
‘| Till you have icap’d the Rocks that are about you. 
Maud. What Rock’s about me? 
Puc. Ido love, Madam, : 
To fhew you all your dangers, when you are paft em. 
out.| Come, follow me, I'll once more be your Pilot, 


| oe [They go 
Lio. ’Tis ftrange, that any Art fhould fo help Nature | And you fhall thank me. 


In her extremes. Kar. Then it appears moft real 


Maud. Lucky, my lov’d Goblin! 


When th’ other is deficienc. [ Enter Robinhood. | Where are you gaang, now ? (Lorel meets ber. 


Rob. .Wherefore ftay you | 
Difcourfing here, and hafte not with your fuccours 
To poor afflicted Amie, that fo needs them ? 


Lor. Unto my Tree, 
\To fee my Maiftrefs. aud. Gang thy gaic, and try 


_|Thy turns, with better luck, or hang thy fel’. b30 
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UNDER-WOODS. 


Confifting of divers 
POEMS 


By Ben. Johnfon. 


Cineri, gloria fera -venit. —~ Martial. 


(tr, SLOgL# 9 seca: 


by lat fo gangs aby rary 


X 


. s 7 POPE 
As fragy 0% fsa oD 


READER 


Ith the fame leave the Ancients calf'd that kind of Body Sylva, or “Yan, in which there 

were works of divers nature, and matter congefted. As the multitude call Timber-trees, 
promifcuoufly growing, a Wood, or Foreft: fo am I bold to entitle thefe leffer Poems, of later 
growth, by this of Under-wood, out of the Analogy they hold to the Foreft, in my former Book, 
- and no otherwife. | 


Ben, Jounson, 
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UNDER-WOODS. 
POEMS 


DEVOTION. 
' ort 12. Among thy Saints elected to abide, 
The Sinners Sacrifice. And with thy y Angel oe fide by fe, 
_ in thy prefence, truly glo 
To the Floly Trinity. Shall I there reft } 
olyy bleffed, glorious 7rinst 
O Of Perfons, it one God, in Unity. : AHymn to God the Father. 
The faithful man’s believed M | 
Help, help co ife Ear me, OGod ! 
a. My felf up to thee, hgrrow’d, torn, and ard beuls'd , oe A broken Heart, 
By fin, and Sathan ; and my fieth mifas‘d, Is ray beft B part : 
As my Heart lies in pieces, all. confus’d, | Ufe ee ee apll 
O take my gift. at I ma 
3. All-gracious God, the Siwners Sacrifice. Therein, t fs 
A broken Heart thou were not wont defpife, | 
But *bove the fat of Rams, or Bulls, to ek ig If thou badft not 
An offring meet, Been fterss to me, 
For thy acceptance. O, behold me right, But sable me free, 
And take cop-oe on ol ny grievous pligt plight. 1 bad forgo 
_ What Odour can _ My fe on thee. 
To thee am {weet ? ' 
5. Eternal Father, God, who did’ create For, fins fo (weet, 
This All of nothing, gavelt i it Horm, and Fate, | : As minds ill bent 
And Breath’ft into it, Life, and Light, with fiate . Rarely repent, 
To worthip thee. Until they meet 
6. Eternal God the ae who not deny’dft Their pursifoment. 
To take our Nature; becam’ft Man, and dy’dift, 
To pay our ar Debes, upon ashy Crofs, and cry'dit ° Who more can crave 
All’s do me. Than thou haf done? 
. Eternal Spi it, God from both ing, That gav'ft 4 Sem, 
ather and Son ; the Comforter, in breeding To freea S. 
Pure thoughts i in Man: with: fiery Zeal them feeding | Fir made of sought ; 
| For aéts of Grace. Withall fince bought. 
8. Increafe thofe acts, O glorious Zrinity . | 
Of Perfons, ftill one God in Unity; Sin, Death, and Hell, 
Till attain the long ‘d-for myftery = Ess glorions Name 
of feing your Face. Dyite overcame, 
9. Beholding One in Three, and Three in One, | Tet I rebel, 
A Trinity, to thine.in Unity ; And light ebe fame. 
The gladdeft Light, dark Man can think upon; a : 
O grant it me! But, I'l come in, 
10. Father, and Son, and Holy Ghoft, you Three iy pie hfs, 
All coeternal in your Majefty, soft, 
Diftin@ in Pecfons, yet in Unity - ween to win 
One God to fee. Under bis Crofs. 


13. My Maker, Saviour, and my Sanififier : 
To hear, to meditate, {weeten my defire, 
With Grace, with Love, with Cherithing intire : 
O, hc how bleft! 


Aasas A Hyme 
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Under-woods. 


A Hymn on the Nativity of my Saviour. 


Sing the Birth, was born to Night, 
The Author both of Life, and Light 5 
The Angels fo did found it, 
‘And like the ravifh’d Sheperds faid, ‘' © 
Who faw the Light, and were afraid, 


Yet fearch’d, and true they found it. 


The Son of God, th’ Eternal King, 
That did us all Salvation bring, 
And fre'd the Soul from danger ; 


He whom the whole World could not take, Kat fis, i | 


mor (01 
. 7 


The Word, which Heaven and Earth did make 


e F 


Love, if thou wilt ever fee _ 

Mark of glory, come with me; 

Where’s thy Quiver? bend thy Bow? " f° i 
_: 


-Here’s a Shaft, thou art too flow! '.07 { 


And-(withal) Idid untie. . 

Every Cloud about his Eye ; 

But, he had not gain’d his fighe 
Sooner than he loft his Might, — - 


| Or his Courage; for away _ 


Was now laid in a Mang a y oeae 


The Father’s Wifdom will’d st fo, 
The Sons obedience knew no No, . 
Both Wills were in one ftature ; 
And as that Wifdcm had decre’d, 
The Word was now made Flefh indeed, 
And took on bim our Nature: 


What comfort by him do wewin. . . © paie 2 


Who made himfelf the price of Sin, — ie 


To make us Heirs of Glory , 
To fee this Babe, alt Innocence 

” A Martyr born in our Defence: = 
| Can Man forget this Story? 


A Celebration of Cusnis in 
Ten Lyrick Pieces, 


I. | 
His Excufe for Loving. 


| Et it not your wonder move, 


Though I now _wri Years, 

I have had, and have my Peers ; 

Poets, though divine, are Men: 

Some have lov’d as old agen. © 

And it isnot always Face, oat 
Clothes, or Fortune gives the grace ; 
Or the Feature, or the Youth: 

But the Language, and the Truth, | 
With the Ardor, and the Paflion, | 
Gives the Lover weight, and fathion. . e 
If you then will read the Story, - 
Firft, prepare you to be forry, 

That you never knew till now, 

Eicher whom to love, or how: | 

But be glad, as foon with me, 

When you know that this isthe, 

Of whofe Beauty it was fung, — 

She (hall make the old Man young. 
Keep the middle Age at ftay, — 
And let nothing high decay, 

Till the be che reafon why, ¢ 

All the World far Love may.die. __ 


1 Pte 3 
How be faw ber. - 
Beheld her,ona Day,, .-. 
When her look out-flourifht May - 
And her dreffing did out-brave 
All the Pride the Fields then have: 
Far I was from being ftupid, — 
- For Iran and call’d on Cupid; 


A /bR4A rf areal 
Lyeishgte 
Lefs your laughter, that I love. spliff 


bof as fee 


-. | Or elfe one thar plaid 


e 


Straic he ran,and durft not ftay, — 
Letting Bow.and Arrow fall : , 
Nor for any Threat, or Call, 
Could be brought once back to look, 
I fool-hardy, there up took 
Both the Arrow he had quit, . : 
And the Bow , whichthougbtto hit. = 
This my Objec&: Bue fhe threw. 
Such a Lightning (as I drew) © .. 
At my Face, thar took my Sigtic, 
And my Motion from me quite ;- 
So that chere, I ftood a Stone, 
Mock’'d of all; and call’d of one 
( Which with grief and wrath I heard ) 
Cupid’s Statue with a Beard ; 
p plaid his Ape, os, 
Ina Hercules his fhape. 6 © 7 8 


eee || CRerecasa a 
What be fuffered. 


' 


Which the prouder ‘Beauties pleafeiyi -... © 
She conterit: was. to réftore 


And would on Conditions, be 50: 3: 
Reconcil’d to Love, andpme. 0 ts 


But the Arrow home did draw, - ... oe eae 
And (to gain her by his. Arc ) | 
Left ic fticking inmy Hearts) oy 8 Ves 


Which when fhe beheld to bleed, a: oa ik ata ee 


She repented of thedeed, 
And would fain have chang’d the fate, 
But the pity comestoolate. . 
Loofer-like, now, all my wreak 

Is, that I have leave.to {peak. - 

And in either Profe, or Song, - | 
To revenge me with my Tongue, ' 4°: °°  .%. 
Which how Dexteroufly. I'do - ee | 
Hear.and make Example too... : 0.0 5: 


IV. , Be adde - 5° “tae See 

Her Triumpb. “= ve 7 ; ae 

EE the Chariot at Hand here of Love - os 
Wherein my Lady rideth! :::0 

Each that draws, isa Swan, or a Dove. : . 
And well the Car Love guideth.. ... -- 

As the goes, all Hearts do duty | : 

: ~~ Unvo her Beauty, .. - ae 


| And enamour’d, do with, fo they might :.- © 


But enjoy fuch a fight; ik 
Fhat they ftill were to run by her fide, 
Through Swords, through Seas, whither fhe'would side. 


Do 


. 7 An ee a : eH , ° re U 
A Fter many foorns likethef&, 0 i Pe 


GigE, y gues FS 


ae ea 3 a. 
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Do bot look on her Eyes, they do lighe 
All chat Loves World comprifeth 

Do but look on her Hair, ic is brighe — 
As Loves Star when it rifeth ° | 

Do but mark, her Forehead’s {moother, 


Than words that footh her ! 
And from her arched Brows, fuch a Grace P 
x Sheds it felf through the face, 


As alone there triumphs to the life — 
Allche Gain, all che Good of the Elements ftrife. 


Have you feen but a bright Lily grow, ~ 
Before rude hands have touch’d it ? 
Ha’ you mark’d but the fall o’ the Snow 
Before the Soy! hath fmutch’d it ? 
Ha’ you felt the Wooll of Bever ? 
Or Swans Down ever ? 
Or have felt o’ the Bud o” the Briar? 
Or the Nard in the fire? 
Or have tafted the Bag of the Bee ? yy 
O fo white! O fo foft! O fo {weet is the vA os 


Wa Oyre~ a 
His Difcour/e with Cupid. 


Obleft Chars, you that are | 
Both my Fortune, and my Star : 

And do govern more my Blood, | 
Than the various Moon the Flood: 
Hear, what late difcourfe of you, 
Love and I have had; and true... — 
*Mongft my Mufes finding me,. 
Where he chanc’t your Name to fee 
Set, and to this fofter Strain 3 
Sure, faid he, if [have Brain, 


COnder-woods. 
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AP? 


This here fang, canbenoothe,, = + 


By defcription, but my Mother! - 

So hath Homer praisd her Hair; 

So Asacreon drawn the Air 

Of her Face, and madeto rife 

Juft about her fparkting Eyes,. 

Both her Brows bent like my Bow. 

By her Looks Ido her know, 

Which you call my Shafts. And fee! 

Such my Mothers Bluthes be, 

As the Bath your Verfe difclofes 

‘Inher Cheeks of Milk and Rofes; 
Such as oft I wantonin? | a2 I 
And, above hetevenChin, a 
Have you plac’d the Bank of Kiffes, 

Where you fay, Men gather Bliffes, 

Rip’ned with a breath more fweet, 

Than whenFlowers, and Weft-winds meet. 
Nay, her white and polifh’d Neck, . 
With the Lacethat doth it deck, — 

Is my Mothers! Hearts of flain . 

Lovers, made into a Chain! - 

And between each rifing Breaft, 

Lies the Valley, call’d my Neft, 

Where I fit and proyn my Wings | 

After flight; and put new ftings .  ~ 

. Tomy Shafts! Her very Name, 

With my Mothers, is the fame. 

I confeis all, I reply’d, , | 

And the Glafs hangs by her fide,” 

And the Girdle *bout her watfte, 

All is Venus , fave unchafte, ae 
But alas, thou feeft the leaft . 4 
Of her good, who is the beft | 

Of her Sex: But could’ft chou, Love, 

Call to mind the Forms that ftrove 

‘For the Apple,-and thofe three 

_ Make in one, the fame were fhe... 


| Elfe that glifter'd in Whitesball x | 


For this Beauty yet doth hide, __ 
Something more than thou haft {pi'd. 
Outward Grace weak Love beguiles : 


But the’s ‘Funo, when fhe walk 
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| N ‘ 
She is Venus, when fhe files; ) ga A. Ca sere mscer. 9, 
| A a 


And Minerva, when the talks. 


VI. ’ 
Claiming a Second Kifs by Defert. 


Har, guefs, and do not mif, 
Since I drew a Morning, Kifs 

From your Lips, and fuck’d an air 
Thence, as fweet, as you are fair. 

What my Mufe and I have done: - 
Whether we have loft, or won, 
If by us, the odds were laid, 7 
That the Bride (allow’d a Maid) : 
Look’d not half fo freth and fair,, 


cove ee ee ee 

es hal le of her ra as es “eens gon oh vs flees 7 
r Jewels, to the view é, d ? ila gol 

Of, th’ Affembly, as did you! , Gjee Met hers ~ 


Or, that did you fit, or walk;“7°**"* aaah 2 : 
You were more the Eye, and talk : 
Of the Court, today, than all 


SO, as thofe’that had your fight, | ) 
Wifht the Bride were chang’d to Night. _ 
And did think fuch Rites were due — 


- | To no other Grace but you! 


Or, if youdid move to Night © 


[Inthe Dances, wich what. fpighte 


Of your Peers, you were beheld, a | : 


| That ac every Motion fwell’d 


So to fee a Lady tread, 


1 As mighte all the Graces lead, 


And wasworthy (being fo fees). st 
To be envi'd of the‘Queen. =~ 
Or if you would yet have ftay’d, - 
Whether any would’up-braid 


| To himfelf his lofs of Time ; ee 


Or have charg’d his fight of Crime, 
To have lefe all fight f8r you. . 
Guefs of thefe, which is the true; 


| And, if fuch a Verfe‘as this, 


May not claim another Kifs 
VE 
Begging another, on colour of mending 
the former, + 


r Loves-fake, kifs me once again, 
I long, and fhould not beg in vain, 
Here's none to f{py, or fee; 
_. Why do you doubr, or ftay ?- 
T’ll tafte as lightly as the Bee, 

That doth but touch his Flower, and flies away. | 
Once more, and (faith) I will’be gone, 
Can hethat loves, ask lefs than one ? 

Nay, you may err in this, 
and all your Bounty wrong : 
This could be call’d but half a Kifs. 
I willbue mend che laft and tell. 
Where, how it would have relifh’d well ; 
Joyn Lipto Lip, andtry: |. 
Each fuck others breath, 
And whilft our Tongues perplexed lie, 
Let who will think us dead, or with our death. | , 


| What we ’re but once to do, we (hould do long, 


VILL 
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Yet no a help to make him 


VIL 3 Dreft, you ftill for Man fhould rakehim, 
And noe think h’ had eat a Stake, 
Urging ber of a Promife. Or were fet up in a Brake. gat 
. er Valiant he fhould be as fire, | 
Harss one day in difcourfe  |Shewing danger more than Ire. 
C Had of Love, and of his force, Bounteouys as the Clouds to Earth 
Lightly promisd, fhe would tell And as honeft as his Birth. : 
What a Man fhe could love well : All his Aétions to be fuch, 
And that promife fet on fire As to do nothing too much. 
Allthac heard her, with defire. « Nor o’er-praife, nor yet condem ; 
With the reft, 1 long expected, Nor out-value, .nor contemn ; 
When the work would be effe@ted: . | Nordo Wrongs, nor Wrongs receive ; 
But we find that cold delay, Nor tie. Know. ‘hor Knot anweave: 
And Excufé {pun every day, And from bafenef tobe free, 
As, until the cell her one, As he durft love Truthand Me. 
We all fear, the loveth none. Such a Man, with every part 
Therefore, Chars, you muft do’, I could give my very Heart; 
- For I will fo urge you to’t, : 


But of one, if thort he came, 


You fhall neither eat, nor fleep, Ican reft me where I am. 


No, nor forth your Window peep, 


$26 With your Emiffary Eye, | Xx 

To fetch in the Forms go by: . ° ; 

_ And pronounce, which Band. or Lace, Another Ladies Exception, prefent at the 
Better fits a a his Face ; | bearing. ° 
Nay, I will not let you fic - | hi 
; id 7 - 4 IO | is Mind, I donot care, 
a Gy once rota _— 1¢. ¥0 g CGE ee _£E That’s a Toy that I could 4pare: 
There; or to reform a curt : oly ai asi wey os Let his Title be but | ned ' 

< Oe with Secretary Si gellny tiie pourrels o His Clothes rich, and Band fit, neat, 
To confile, if Fucus this ; | oe ped young, and Face be good, 
Be as good, as was the laft: | a ; ae with pier aimee call, 
All your fweet of Life is paft, | 7; st Aide ae Cs id tie with 
Make accompt, unlefs you can, : q 715 ONE Good part Fit Mew 


(And that quickly) {peak your Man. | 
, 1x. 4 | ‘The Mufical Strife: In a. Paftoral 


Her man deferibed by ber cwn Digtamen: | ’ Dialogue. 
OF your Trouble, Ben, toeafeme, . : She. | 
| I will cell what Man would pleafé me. | Oisd swtb cuz Videee, eva 
I would have him, if I could, : par A ) a obe Sphears >, 
fers ee idtehmison, 
Titles, | contefs,dotakeme; . | , 
And a Woman God did make me, And all the World turn Ears. 
French ven at = a fafhion, He. 

_ And his Manners of that Nation. _ 3 : | at sat = 
Young I’ld have him too, and fair, | At Eg as ala 
ee 7 What Tree or Stone doth want «Sond? 

cen eentelggentr et ng = What Man but must lofe bis ? 
_ For Love's Fingers, and -his Wings : 
Chefnue Colour, or more flack | ° : She. | 
Gold, upon a Ground of Black. ee | er | : 
Venus and Minerva's Eyes, ve Mix then your Notes, that we may prove 
For he muft look wanton-wife.. | aL hie Pike aso Floods?) 
Eye-brows bent, like Cupid's Bow, 4 . yi 4 1 raat oe | 
Front, an ample Field of Snow 5 | na call the walking Woods? 


Even Nofe, and Cheek, (withal) 


Smooth as is the Bithard Ball: : 7 | 
Chin as woolly as che Peach ; | What need of me? do you but jfing 
And his Lip fhould kiffing teach, — Sheep, and theGrave will wake: 
Till he cherith’d toomuch Beard, | NoTunes are fweet, nor Words have fting, 
Aid make Love or-me afeard. | | But what thofe Lips do make, | 
He would havea Hand as {eft — a if Sh 
As the Down, and thew it oft; . | : Sn no 
Skin as {mooth as any Ruth, - | They fay, the Angels mark each Deed, 
And fo thin to fee a Bluth x  ,3 : | And exercife below, == 
Rifing through it,e’re itcame; _ 4 And out of inward Pleafure feed 
Allhis Blood theuld be a Flame, a On what they viewing know. 


Quickly fir’d, as in beginners 


In Loves School, and yet no finners. > He. 

"Twere too long to {peak of all, {3 O OF not yor “ane; left the beft 
Tn body foul e there We fallen fh auch 
08 y nou : pn > 
Well he fhould his Clothes to wear ; Migaking Earth for Heaven. 


d She. 


= a. 
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She. ase And thes Profeffion of « Store 
Nay, rather both our Souls be firain'd---- | In pois oe "el alone bel fark 
Jo meet their high Defire; —— Our Pleafure; but preferwes us more t 
So they in State of Grace retain'd, : From being forfaken, than doth worth: 
May with ws of their Quire. | For wete the werthief Woman curft ) 7 
ann : To love on , he'd leas ites 
A SONG:. | an eee 
H! do not wanton with thofe Eyey0 A Nymphs Paffon. 
Left I be fick with feesmg; a ae ie Se * ~ Ss 
Nor caft them down, but. let them rife, °° +9 Love, arid he loves tad again, 7 
. ig Shame pclae ww yas or. . ae dare I noe tell tar . 
» Fe not angry with thoje fires; poss et For if the Nvm fhould knew - 44, 
For then bait Threats will killme::---- - > | J fear they’d jie rohan — 
Nor look toe kind on may defires, a a : in 4 ae Yet if it be noc known, ot 
For then my Hopes wilh fpill me. © The Pleafure is a3 geod’ 4s. none, - 
O, do not Steep them in thy Tears 5 "4 "= | For that’s a narrow Joy is but our own. 
For fo will Sorrow. flayme - — ert a oe, 
Nor {pread them as diftract with fears; .|Plleell, that if they benorglad, : ‘ 
| Mine own enough betray me. _ ot They yetmay envy me: a ae 
Pfft Pfr 79. ne Ky cy, = Si SS-S«s«d Burt then if I grow jealousmad, 9 
th ( £ Ww aS ‘te 7 aie : And of them pitied be, SSIS 2G 
In the Perlon o omankind, It were a plague ’bove Scorn, » 
ee baa 4 And yet it cannot be forborn, =-: 
o -, ASSONG Apologetick. —. ..0..3 ... | Unlefs my heart would as my thoughe be torn. 
Ms if ycu love us, play no more 'He is, if they can find him, fair, .- - 
The Fools, or Tyrants with your Fritnds, .. And frefh and fragrant too, i 
To make us fPill fing oer and oer, —— ¢ As Summers Sky, or: purged Air, ' 
Our own fale Praifes, for your Ends: == | AndlooksasLiliesdo, 
We have both Wits, and Fancies too, |. That are this Morning blowh ; — 
And if we must, let's fing of you. as Yer, yet I doubt he is not known, 
__. | And fear much more, that more of him be-fhown. 
Nor do we doubt, but that we can, Oe , — es ee 
If we would fearch with care and paint, ~ _ . | But he hath Eyes fo round, and bright, 
Find forme one good, in fome one Man, =) As make away my doubt, me 
* Bo going thorow all your Strain, °° ~~ '' ~ | Where Love may all his Torches hight, 
| We all at laft, of parcels make = Though Hate had put them out : 
One good enongh for a Songs fakes =. But then t’ increafe my fears, _ 
. | ee What Nymph foeer his Voice but hears, — 
And as @ cunning Painter takes | Will be my Rival, though fhe have but Ears, 
In any curious Piece you fee’ | . | 
| More pleafure while the thing be makes, _|TIl cell no more, and yet Ilove, 
Than when tis made, why, fo wil we. And he loves me; yer no oe aes 
And baving pleas'd our Art, we'll try One unbecoming thoughe doth move . 
To make anew, and bang that by. From either Heart, Iknow; — - 
: | But fo exempt fromblame, 
i | : As it would betoeacha Fame: —. 
Another. | . oe If Love, or Fear, would let me teil his Nate. 
In Defence of their Inconftancy. The Hour Glafss Pr 
a : | ~~ ie SEBO 0% ; 
A SONG... ae LG» 
- S 2... ok = O but confider this {mall Duft,a¢« “+ Jews Ge. F224, 
| H“% up thofe dull, and envious Fools Here running in the Glafs, -. Ave. a Aria Cal | 
‘That talk abroad of Womans change, By Atomes mov'd ; 
We were not bred to fit on Stools, | “Could you believe, that this “ 
Our proper Vertue sto os a : er! y was 
Take that away, youtake our Lives, f one that loy’d? oe 
We areno Women then, but Wives. — | And in his Mrs. Flame; playing like a Fly, ; 
| m9 : | ‘Turn’'d to Cinders by her Eye? -#<“a~" Fenn a no Me % 
Such as in Valour would excel, a Yes ; and in Death, as Life unbleft, = << rl fh, oom iis’ 
Do change, though Man, and often fight, To have’texpreft, <2 “<“e~* Fer tees mm FP nA 
Which we in Love muff do aswell, ; Even afhes of Lovers find no ref. je 4 0 #7, saa e 
If the fre will love ah oe | pe | Lo tase es 4 of 
e frequent varying of the Deea, ° f: ee Actsir. 
Is that Dich doth Sion breed. M Pictur ¢ left in Scotland. cys Cn Ary “of: 
Nor w’t Inconftancy to change a as think, Love is rather deaf chan blind, 
For what x better, or to make = : For elfe ie could not be, 4 
(By fearching) what before was firange, That fhe, - a 
Familiar, for the ufes fake: - Whom I adore fo much, thould fo flight me, 
‘The good, from bad, ss not defcri'd, And caft my Love behind: oe 


But as ’t0 often vext and tri'd. 


\ 


Ait tf a haa 
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- [Pm fure my Language to her, was as {weet, 
And oo) oe a meet 
In Sentence, of as fubtil Feer, | 
~ As-hath the youngeft He, 
That fits in fhadow of Apollo's Tree. 
Oh, bute my confcious Fears, 
| That fly my thoughts between, 
Tell me that fhe hath feen _ 
My Hundreds of: Gray Hairs, - - 
Told Seven and Forty Years. 
~ Read fo much watte, as fhe cannot embtace - 
My Mountain Belly, and my Rocky Face, 
And all thefe through her Eyes, have ftopt her Ears. 


“Asainft Fealonfie. 


W Rene and foolith Jealoufie, 
How cam’ft thou thus ¢o enter me? — 
I ne’er was of thy kind: 
Nor have I yet the narrow Mind 
To vent that poor defire, | 
That others fhould not warm them at my fire: - 
- with the Sun thould thine — 
On all Mens Fruits and Flowers,as well as mine. - 


But under the Difguife of Love, 
Thou fay’ft, thou only cam7ft to prove 
What my affeGtions were. 
Think’ft thou that Love is help’d by Fear? 
Go, get thee quickly forth 
Loves ficknefs, and his noted want of worth, = | 


JZ. 


Seek doubting Men topleafe, — , 


I ne’er willowe my Health to a Difeafe. 


, 


‘The Dream. 


R Scorn, or pity on me take, _ 
I muft the true Relation make, 
I am un Night: 

Love in a fubtil Dream difguis’d, 

Hath both my Heart and me furpris’d, 
Whom never yet he durft attempt t awake; 
Nor will he tell me for whofe fake 

He did me the Delight, 
| Or Spighte, 
‘But leaves me to inquire, 
wv y in alkmy wild defire 
. Of. fleep ogain , who was his aid, 
And fleep fo guilty and afraid, ,_. 
As fince he dares not come within my fight. 


‘~ 


SLs * 


I 


Ic vent it felf, but as it would, 
Would fay as much,as both have done.” 
Before me here, the Friend and Son: 
For I both loft a Friend and Father, 


4 ot Aw 
Of him whofe bones this Grave ger en la ee 
LM i OL, 


_ Dear Vincent Corbet, who folong  __. 
Had wreftled with Difeafes ftrong, “~~ 
That though they did poffefs each Limb, 
Yet he broke them, e’rethey gould him : 
With the juft Canon of his Life,.-..- —- 
A Life that knew nor Noife, nor Strife: 
But was by fweetning fo his Will, 
All Order and Difpofure, ftill a 
His Mind as pure, and neatly kept, 
As were his Nourceries, and {wept 
So of Uncleannefs,. or Offence, _ 


fh, 


Gus [b6G, wre 5 
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An Epitaph on Majfter V incent Corsér. 


W/ Cor, 


Have my Piety too, which could / 4 4 gad x: 
ae pf. 
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And add his Adtions unto thefe, 
They were as fpecions as his Trees. 

*Tis true, he could not reprehend 

His very Manners, taught t’ amend, 

They were foeven, grave, and holy ; 

No Stubbornnefs fo Tif, nor Folly 
To licenfe ever wasfolight,s = | 
As twice to trefpafs in his fight : 

His Looks would fo correa it, when 

It chid the Vice, yet not the Men. 
Much from him, I profefs, I won, 

And more, and more, I fhould have done, 

But that Tunderftood him {Cant, 

Now I conceive-him by my want; 
And pray who fhall my forrows read, 
That they for me their Tears will theds 

For truly, fince he left to be, 

I feel, I'm rather dead than he ! 


Reader, whofe Life, and Name, did e’er become 
An Epitaph, deferv’d a Tomb : 

Nor wants it here through Penury, or Sloth, 
Who makes the one, fo ’t be firft, makes both. 


4n Epiftle to Sir Enwanp SacKviLe, nop vs 
Earl of Doxser. * _ 


F Sackvile, allthat have the power to do 

Great and good Turns, as well could time them too, 
And knew their how, and where: we fhould have then 
Lefs lift of proud, hard, or ingrateful Men. 

For benefits are ow’d with the fame Mind | 
| As they are done, and fach Returns they find : 
You then whofe Will not only, but Defire 
To fuccour my Neceffities, took fire, 
Not at my Prayers, but your Senfe ; which laid 
The way to meet, what others would upbraid ; X 
And in the A& did fo my blufh prevent, 7 
As I did feel it done, as {oon as meant : 
You cannot doubt, but I who freely know - 
This Good from you, as freely will it owe; 
And though my Fortune humble me, to take 
The {malleft Courtefies with Thanks, I make — 
Yet choice from whom I take them; and would fhame 
To have fuch do me good, I durft not name : 
They are the nobleft benefits, and fink 
Deepeft in Man, of which when he doth think, 
The Memory delights him more, from whom 
Then what he hath receiv’d. Gifts ftink from fome ; 
They are fo long a coming, and {fo hard, 
Where any Deed is forc’t, the Grace is marr’d. 
- Can [ owe Thanks for Ceurtefies receiv’d 
Againit his Will that does em ? That hath weav’d 
Excufes, or Delays? or done ’em {cant, 
That they have more oppreft me than my want ? 
Or if he did it not to fuccour me, 
But by meer Chance? for Intereft ? or to free 
Himfelf of farther trouble, or the weight 
Of preffure, like one taken ina ftreight ? 
All this corrupts the thanks, lefs hath he won, 
That puts it in his Debt-book ere’t be.done ; 
Or that doth found a Trumpet, and doth call 
His Grooms to witnefs ; or elfe lets ie fall 
In that proud manner ; as a good fo gain’d, 
Muft make me fad for what I have obtain’d. 

No! Gifts and Thanks fhould have one cheerful Face, 
So,each that’s done, and tane, bécomes a Brace. 
He neither gives, or do’s, that doth delay . 

A Benefit: or that doth throw’t away, | 

No more than he doth thank, that will receive 
Nought but in corners, andislothtoleave, , 
Left Air, or Print, but flies it: Such Men would 
Run from the Confcience of it, if they could. 


q 
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As Ihave feen fome Infants of the Sword 
Well known, and practis’d Borrowers on their Word, 
Give thanks by ftealth, and whifpering in che Ear, 
For wha they ftraight would to thé World forfwear ; 
And {peaking worft of thofe, from whom they went 
But chen, fift-fill’?d, co put me off the fcent. 
Now dam’ me, Sir, if you fhall not command 
My Sword (’tis but a poor Sword underftand) 
As far as any poor Sword i’ che Land ; 
Then turning unto him is next at hand, 
Dam/’s whon: he damn’‘d too, is the verieft Gull, 
H’as Feathers, and will ferve a Man to pull. 
Are they not worthy to be anfwer’d fo, 
That to fuch Natures let their full Hands flow, 
And feek not wants to fuccour: but enquire, 
Like Money-brokers, after Names, and hire 
Their bounties forth, to him chac laft was made, 
Or ftands to be’n Commiffion o’ che Blade ? 
Sal, ftill che Huntersof falfe Fame apply 
Their Thoughts and Means to making loud the Cry : 
But one is bitten by the Dog he fed, 
And hurt, feeks Cure ; the Surgeon bids, take bread, 
And Spunge-like, with ic dry up the blood quite ; 
Then give ic to the Hound that did him bite: 
£25 Pardon, fays he, that were a way to fee 
All che Town-Curs take each their {natch at me. 
' O, isc fo? knows he fo much ? and will 
Feed thofe, ac whom the Table points at ftill ? 
I not deny ic, but to help the need ¢ 
Of any, isa Great and Generous Deed :. 
Yea, of ch’ ingrateful: and he forth mutt tell 
$6Many a Pound, and Piece will pace one well; 
But chefe Men ever-want : their very Trade 
Is borrowing ; that but ftope, they do invade 
All as cheir Prize, turn Pyrates here at Land, 
Ha’ their Bermudas, and their Streights 7 th’ Strand : 
326Man out of their Boats to th’ Zemple, and not thift 
Now, but command ; make Tribute what was Gift 5 
And it is paid em with a trembling Zeal, a 
And Supertticion, I dare fcarce reveal, 
If ic were clear ; but being foin Cloud 
Carried and wrapt, I only am alow’d 
My Wonder! Why? the taking a Clown’s Purfe, 
Or robbing the poor Market-folks, thould nurfe 
Such a Religious Horror in the Breatts | 
Of our Town-Gallantry! or why there refts 
Such Worthip due to kicking of a Punck! 
Or {waggering with the Watch, or Drawer drunk ; 
Or feats of Darknefs a&ed in Mid-Sun, | 
Aad told of wich more Licenfe chan th’ were done! 
Sure there is Myftery in ir, Inocknow st 
Thac Men fuch Reverence to {uch a@tions thow! 
And almoft Deifie the Authors! make | 
Loud Sacrifice of Drink, for cheir Healths-fake : 
Rear Suppers in cheir Names! and: fpend whole Nights 
Unto their Prajfe, in certain fwearing Rites: 
Cannot a Man _be reck’ned in the State 
OF Valour, but ac this Idolacrous rate ? . 
I choughc chat Fortitude had been a mean A “weird 
*Twixt Fear and Rafhnefs; noca Luft obfcene,*” ey, : 
Or appetice of offending, but a Skill, Dsl aa 
Or Science of a difcerning Good and Ill.” Za 
And you, Sir, know ic well,.co whom I whe? me 
That with thefe.Mixtures we put out her Light, . 
Her Ends are Honefty, and Publick Good! a 
And where they want, fhe is noc underftood. . 
No more are thele of us, let them then go, =, 
I have the lift of mine own Faults to know, © 
Look too and cure : He’s not a Man hath none, 
But like to be, thatevery day mends one, | 
And feels ic: Elfe he carries by the Beaft: 
Can I difcern how Shadows are decreaft,; .  . 
Or grown ; by height or lownefs of the Sun? 
And can I lefs of Subftance? when I run, 
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Ride, fail, am coach’d, know I how far I have gone. 

And my Minds Motion not? or have I none: 

No ! he muft feel and know, that I will advance. 
Men have been great, but never good by chance, 

Or on the fudden. Ic were ftrange, that he 

‘Who was this Morning fuch a one, fhould be 

Sydney ere Night? or that did go to bed 

Coriat, fhould rife the moft fufhiciene Head ° 

Ot Chriftendom ? And neither of thefe know, | 

Were the Rack offer’d chem, how they came fo: —_ ! 
’Tis by degrees chat Men arrive at glad 

Profit, in ought each day fome little add, 

In cime ‘ewill be a heap: This is not true 


. Alone in Money, but in Manners too. 


Yet we muft more than move ftill, or go on, 

We mult accomplifh: “lis thelaft Key-ftone 
That makesthe Arch; the reft that there were put - 
Are nothing cill chat comes to bind and fhut. 

Then ftands it a triumphal Mark! then Men’ 
Obferve the ftrength, the height, the why, and when, 
Ie was erected; and ftill walking under, 

Meet fome new Matter to look up and wonder! 
Such Notes are Vertuaus Men ! they live as faft 

As they areh’gh; are rooted, and will laft. 

high need no Stiles, nor rife upon their Toes, 

As if they would belie their ftature; ‘thofe 

Are Dwarfs of Hononr, and have neither weight 
Nor fafhion, if they chance afpireto height, 

Tis like light Canes, chat firft rife big and brave, 
Shoor forch in {modth and comely {paces ; have 

But few and fair Divifions: but being got 

Aloft, grow lefs and ftreightned; full of Knot. 


And laft, go out in nothing: You chat fee 


Their difference, cannot chufe which you will be. 
You know (wicthouc my flate’ring you) too much 


For me to be your Indice. Keep you fuch, 
That I may love your Perfon (as I do) 


Without your Gift, thongh I.can rate that too, 


By thanking, chus che Courtefie co life, 


Which you will bury, bur therein, the ftrife 
May grow fo great to be Example, when 

(As their crue Rule of Leffon) either Men 
Donnor’s or Donnee’s to cheir praGice fhail ‘ 
Find yoa to reckon nothing, me owe all. 


ae 
An Epijtle to Master Joun Sarpen, Am 4 pid, 
3 or, a SLi of Gor vs 

Know to whom I write here, Iam fure, 76, 4 oy eae 
‘Though I am fhort, I cannot be obfcure : 
Lefs fhall 1 for che Are or Dreffing care, 
Truth, and che Graces belt, when naked are. 
Your Book, my Selden, I have read, and much 

Was trufted, that you thought my Judgment fuch 

To ask it : Though in moft of Works it be 

A Penance, where a Man may not be free. | 

Rather than Office, when ic doth, or may 

Chance that the Friends affe@tion proves allay 

Unco the Cenfure. Yours all need doth fly 

OF this fo Vitious Humanity. . 

Than which there is not unto Scudy, a more 

Pernicious Enemy, we fee before] 

A many of Books, even good Judgments wound 
Themfelves chrough favouring what is there not found : 
But I on yours far otherwife thall do, | 
Not fly the Crime, but che Sufpicion.too ; 

Though I confefs (asevery Mufe hath err’d, 

And mine not leaft) I have too oft preferr'd 

Men paft their terms, and prais’d fome Names too much, 
But "twas with purpofe to have made them fuch, 

Since being deceiv’d, I curn a fharper Eye 

Upon my felf, and ask to whom ? and why ? 

And what I write? and vex it many days 

Bofore Men get a Verfe mci a Praife: 


a 
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fly 4 Crepes and cherifh s but he can approve 
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.., Sought out the Fountains, Sources, Creeks, Paths, Ways, 


527 OF others Honours, thus, enjoy their own, 


/ 
a 
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So that my Reader is affur’d, I now 

Mean what I fpeak, and ftill will keep that Vow, 
Stand forth my Object, then, you that have been 
Ever at home; yet have all Countries feen : 

And like a Compafs, keeping one Foot ftill 

Upon your Center, do your Circle fill 

Of general Knowledge; wacch’d Men, Manners too, 
Heard what times paft have faid, feen what ours do: 
Which Grace fhall I make love to firft ? your Skill, 
Or Faith in things ? or is’e your Wealch and Will 

T’ inftru& and teach? or your unwearyd pain 

Of Gathering ? Bounty in pouring out again? 

What Fables have you vext! what Truth redeem’d! - 
Antiquities fearch’d! Opinions difefteem’d ! 
Impoltures branded, and Authorities urg’d, 

What Blots and Errors have you watch’d and purg’d 
Records and Authors of ! how redtified, 

Times, Manners, Cuftoms! Innovations {pied ! 


And noted the Beginnings and Decays! 
Where is that Nominal Mark, or Real Rite, 
Form, A@ or Enfign, that hath fcap’d your fight? 
How are Traditions there examin’d! how) 
ConjeCtures retreiv’d ! and a Story now 3 
And then of Times (befides the bare Condut - 
OF what 1c tellsus) weav’dintoinfiruQ@ = | 
I wonder’d at the Richnefs, but am loft, 
To feethe Workmanthip fo ’xceed the Coft: - 
To mark the excellent feas’ning of your Stile! — 
And Manly Elocution, not one while 
Wich Horror rough, then rioting wich Wie! 
But to che Subje@ ftill che Colours fic, : 
In fharpnefs of all Search, wifdom of Choice, 
Newnefs of Senfe, Antiquity of Voice! 

I yeild, I yeild, che matter of your Praife 
Flows inupon me, andI cannot raife * 
A bank again{ft it. Nothing but the round 
Large clafp of Nature, fuch a Wit can bound 
Monarch in Letters! "Mongft thy Titles fhown. - 


I firft falute thee fos and gratulate 
Wich that thy Stile, chy keeping of thy State; 
In offering this thy work to no grear Name, 5 
— scheint Higa aad and thank’d chelame, 
ut nought beyond. He thou haft given ic to, ¢ 
Th Lesmned Chamber-fellow, knows todo .- 
Ic true refpects.- He will not only love - 


And eftimate thy Pains; ashaving wrought «°°. 7 
In the fame Mines of Knowledges and thence brought - 
Humanity enough to bea Friend, .: rae 
And ftrength:to. be a Champion, and defend 

Thy Gift ‘gainft envy. O how EI do count. 
Among my comings in, and fee it mount 
The Grain of your Two Friendthips:! Heyward and 
Selden | Two Names that fo mach underftand:! 

On whom I conld take up, and ne’er abufe poe + xi 
The Credit,. what would furnifh a tenth Mafe!. ... ~ 
But here’s no time, nor place, my Wealth ro cell, . 
You both are modeft. Soaml. Farewed. 


An Epiftle to P Friend, to perfwade him to 


wre iey ss 


VVAke, Friend, from forth thy Lethargy : the Drum 


Their vicious Eafa, and be o’erwhelm’d wichic. 

It isa call to keep the Spirits alive 

That gafp for aGtion, ahd would yet revive 

Man’s buried Honour, in his feepy Life : 
Quickning dead Nature, to her nobleft ftrife. 


Dl wy Ganon, Je nTipa neg et 
"Sy ee ; Z 
ihn 9f 


‘Not make a Verfe, Anger ‘or 
‘To 


‘To catch the Flefh in, and to pound a Prick 


_Doall the Tricks of a faut Lady 


Under-woods. 


All other a&ts of Worldlings are bat coil 
In dreams, begun in hope, and end in {poil. 
Look on th’ ambitious Man, and fee him nurfe 
His unjuft hopes, with praifes begg’d, or (worfe) 
Bought Flatteries, the iffue of his Purfe, 
Till he become both their, and his own Curfe! 
Look on the falfe, and cunning Man, that loves 
No perfon, nor is lov’d: what ways he proves 
To gain upon his belly ; and at laft 
Crufh’d in the Snaky Brakes, that he had paft! 
See the grave, fower, and fupercilious Sir, 
In outward Face, but inward, light as Fur, 
Or Feathers : Jay his Fortune ont to fthow, 
Till Envy wound, of maim it at a blow ! 
see him that’s call’d, and thought the happieft Man, 
Honour’d at once, and envy’d (if ie can 
Be, Honour is fo mixt) by fuch as would © 
For all their fpight, be likehim, if they could: - 
No part or corner Man can look upon, 
But there are Objects bid him to be gone 
As far as he can fly, or follow Day, 
Rather than here fo boge’d in Vices ftay, 
The whole World here leaven’d with MadnefG {wells ? 
And being a thing blown out of nought, rebels 
Againft his Maker; high alone with Weeds, __ 
And impious Ranknefs of all Se&s and Seeds : 
Not to be check’d, or frighted now with Fate, - 
But more licentious made, and defperate ! - 
Our Delicacies are grown capical, - 
And even our Sports are Dangers! what we call 
Friendfhip is now mask’d Hatred! Juftice fied, 
And Shametfac’dnefs cogether ! All Laws dead 
That kept Man living! Pleafures only fought ! 
Honour and Honefty, as poor things thought 
As they are made! Pride and ftiff Clownage *mixt 
To make up Greatnefs! and Mans whole good fix'd 
In Brayery, or Gluttony, or Coyh, 7 
All which he makes che Servants of the Groin, 
Thither ic flaws, how much did Stadion {pend 
To have his Court-bred-filly there commend 
‘His Lace and Starch: And fall upon her back 
In admiration, ftretch’d upon the Rack 
‘OF Luft, to his rich Suit and Trle, Lord ? 3 
I, that’sa Charm and half! She muft afford 
That all Refpe& 5 She maft Re down: Nay, more, 
*Tis there Civility to be a Whore ;_— 
He’s one of Blood and Fafhion ! and with thefe 
The Bravery makes, fhe can no Hononr Ieefe 
To do’t with Cloth, or Stuffs, Lufts Name might meric 
With Velvet, Pluth, and Tiffues, it is Spirit. : 
O, thefe fo ignorane Monfters ! light) as proud, 
Who can behold their Manners, and not Clowd- 
Like upon them lighten 2 If_ Nature could » 
| ter would, 
feb etn aye difoourfing with their Gla&, 
How they may make fome one that day an A&, | 
Planting their Purls, and Curls, {fpread forth like Net, 
And every Drefling for a Piefallier_ ; 


Be at their Vifits, fee’°em {queamith, fick, _ 
Ready to caft at one, whofe Band fits ill, -- 
And then leap madona neat Pickardill ; 

As if a Brize were gotten 7? their Tail, | 
And firk, and jerk,and for.the Coach man rail, 


And jealous each of other, yet think.tong 


To be abroad, chanting fome bawdy Song, 

Anglaugh, and meafare Thighs, then fqueak, fpring, itch, 
Bitch 3 ae 

For ¢’other Pound of Sweet-meats, he thall feel 

That pays, or what he will, The Dame is Steel ; 

For thefe with her young Company fhe’ll enter, 

Where Pittes, or Wright, or Modest would not venter, 

And comes by thefe Degrees the Stile t’ inherie, 

Of Woman of Fathion, and a Lady of Spirir: 


; or ~ Nor 


Vee Ban fe Kh og : 
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Nor isthe Title queftion’d with our proud, 

Great, brave, and fafhion’d folk, thefe are allow'd 

Adulteries now, are not fo hid, or ftrange, 

They’re grown Commodity upon Exchange ; 

He that will follow but another's Wite, , 

Is lov’d, though-he lee out his own for life: - - - 

The Husband now’s call’d churlith, or a poor - 

- Nature, that will not let his Wife be a Whore ; . 

Or ufe all Arts, or haunt all Companies | 

That may corrupt her, even in his Eyes. — 

The Brother trades a Sifter ; and the Friend 

Lives to che Lord, butto the Ladies End. 

Lefs muft not be thought on than Miftris: or 

If icbe chonght, Kil?d like her Entbrians 3 for 

Whom no great Miftris, hath as yet infam’d - 

A Fellow of courfe Letchery, isnam’d : 

The Servant of the Serving-Woman in fcorn 

Ne’er came co tafte the plenteous Marriage- Horn. 

Thus they do talk. And are thefe Objects fic 

For Man to {pend ‘his Money on ? ‘his Wit ? 

His Time? Health? Soul? Will he for chefe go throw 

Thofe Thonfands on his Back, fhall after blow 

His Body to the Counters, or the Fleet ? 

Is it for thefe chat fine Man meets the Street 

Coach’d, or onFoot-cloth, thrice chang’d every day, q 

To teach each Suit, he has the ready way mS 

From Hide-Park to the Stage, where at the laft 

His dear and borrow’d Bravery he muft caft ?- 

When not his Combs, his Curling-Irons, his Glafs, 

Sweet Bags, {weet Powders, nor {weet Words will pafs 

For lefs Secutity ? O for thefe 

Isic thac Man pulls on himfelf Difeafe ? 

Surfeit 2 and Quarrel ? Drinks therother Health ? 

Or by Damnation voids it? ar-by ftealth ? 

What Fury of late is crept into our Featfts ? 

- What Honour,given to,the Drankenneft Guefts ? 

What Repuration to bear one Glafs more? 

When oft the Bearer 1s borne out gf Door? 

‘This hath our ill-us’d Freedom, and foft Peace 

Brought on us, and willevery Hour increafe 
#2%Our Vices, do not tarry in a piece, | 
But being. in Mation ftill (or rather in Race) 
Tilt one upon another, ayd now bear ) 
This way, now that, asif their number were 
More than themfelves, or than our Lives could take, 
But both fell preft under the load they make. 

I'll bid theelook no more,, but flee, flee Friend, | 
This Precipice, antd-Rocks thathave noend, = 
Or fide, bue threatens Ruin. ‘The whole, Day 
Is not enough now, but the Nights to play: 

And whilft our Stares,Strength, Body,and-Mind we wafte; 
Go make our felves the Ulurers ata caft. 

He that no more for Age, Cramps, Palfies, can 
Now ufe the Bones, we fee‘doth hire a Man 

To take the Box up for him and purfues 

The Dice with glaffen Eyes, to the. glad Viewers 
Of what he throws :; Like Leechers grqwn content 
To be beholders, wher their Powers are fpent. | 

Can we not leave this Woom ? or.will we not ? 
Is that the truer Excufe ? or have we got 
In this, and like, an itch of Vanity, 

That fcratching now’s qur beft Felicity ? 
Well, lecic go. Yet, chis.is better than 
To lofe the Forms, and Dignities.of Men, 
To flatter my good Lord, and cry his Bowl — 
Runs fweerly, as it had his Lerdthip’s Soul : 
Although, perhaps it-has, what’s chat to.me, 
That may ftand by, and bold my peace ?. will he 
When I am hoarfe, , with praifing his each Caft, 
Give me but that again, that] muit wafte 
In Sugar Candid, or in butter’d Beer, 
For the: recovery of my Voice 2 No, there 
_ Pardon hisLordfhip. Flatt’ry’s grown fo cheap 
Wich him, for he is followed wich that heap, 
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That watch, and catch, at what they may applaud 
As a poor fingle Flatterer, withoue Bawd 
Is nothing, furch fcarce Meat and Drink he'll give, 
But he chat’s both, and flave co both, thall live, 
And be belov’d, while the Whores laft. © Times, 
Friend fly from hence, and let thefe kindled Rhimes, 
Light thee from Hell on Earth ; where Flatterers, Spies, 
Informers, Mafters both of Arts and Lies; 
Lewd Slanderers, foft Whifperers, that let blood 
The life, and Fame-Veins(yet not underftood 
Of the poor Sufferers) where the envious, proud, 
Ambitious, fa@ious, {uperftitious, loud | 
Boafters, and perjur’d, wich che infinite more 
Prevaricatorsf{warm: Of which the Store, 
(Becaufe th’are every where amongft Mankind 
Spread through the World) is eafier far to find, 
Than once to number, or bring forth to hand, 
Though thou wert Mufter-Matter of the Land. 
Go quit ’em all. And take along with thee, 
Thy true-Friends Withes, Colby which fhall be, 


ILS 


‘That thine be juft, and honeft, that ctiy Deeds 


Not wound thy Confcience, when thy Body bleeds ; 
That thou doft all things more for Truth than Glory, 
And never but for doing Wrong be forry ; 3 
That by commanding firft chy felf, thou mak’ft 

Thy Perfon fit for any Charge chou tak’ft, 

That Forcune never make thee to complain, 

But what the gives, chou dar'ft give her again: 

That whatfoever Face thy Fate puts on, 

Thou thrink, or ftare nat ; but be always onie, 

That thou think nothing great, but what is good ; 
And from that thought ftrive to be underftood.} 

So, live or dead, thou wilt prefervea Fame 

Still aa with the Odour of thy Name. 

And aft, blafpheme not, we did never hear 

Man thought the valianter, ’caufe he durft fwear ; 

No more, than we fhould chink a Lord had had 
More Honour in him, ’caufe we’ave known him mad : 
Thefe take, and now go feekthy peacein War, 
Who falls for Joye of ‘God, thall rifé a Star. 


An Epitaph on Maffer Puitip Gray. 


of gta ZL ff / thica. 
- Reader, flay, 2 apt Fay 
And if I had no more to dy, 


Ac 
es a 
But here doth lie till the laft' Day, a 4 a 
Allthacisleftof Paiitip Gray. 
It might thy patience richly pay: 
For if fuch Men as he could die, 
What furety of Life havethou and I. 


Epifile to a Friend. 


fe not, Sir, worft Owers, that do pay 
Debts when they can:good men may break cheir day; 
And yet the noble Nature never grudge, | 
*Tis chen a Crime, when the Ufurer is Judge, 
And he is not in Friendthip. Nothing there 
Is done for Gain : If’t be, ’tis not fincere. 
Nor fhould I ac this. time, protefted be, 
But that fome greater Nanies have broke withme, ° 
And their Words tao 5 where I bye break my Band, 4. «42-2 aw, 
Tadd thae (but) becaufe I underftand "| = 2 
That asthe leffer breach : for he that takes | 
Simply my Band, his trult in mie forfakes, 
And looks unto the Forfeit. If you be ‘ 
Now fo much Friend, as you would truft in me, 


CA 


Venture a longer time, and willingly : 
Allis not barren Land doth fallow lie: 

Some Grounds are made the richer for the Reft ; 
And I will bring a Crop, if not che belt. 
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Under-woods. 


| Of many Colours; outward frefh, from fj 


_ An Elegy. 


An Beauty that did prompt me firft to write, 

C Now threaten, with thofe means fhe did invite : 
Did her perfeétions call me on to gaze. 

Then like,then love ; and now would they amaze! 
Or was the gracious a-far off? but near 

A terror? or is all chis.but my fear? 
That asthe Water makes things, put in’t, ftreight, 

Crooked appear ; fo chat doth my conceit : vest 
Ican help that with boldnefs ; and Love fwear, 


at + And Fortune once, ¢ affift'the Spirits that dare. 
fe ot” 
tty Such Guides men ufé not, who their way would find. 


But which thall lead me on? both thefe are blind : 


cept the way be error to thofe ends : . 
are then ay beft are ftill, che blindeft Friends! 
Oh how a Lover may miftake: to think, 

Or love, or fortune blind, when they but wink 
To fee men fear: or elfe for truth, and ftate, 

Becaufe they-would free Juftice imirate, 

Vail cheir own Eyes, and would impartially 

Be brought by us to meet our Deftiny. 

If it be thus ; Come Love, and Fortune go, 

[ll lead you on ; or if my fate will fo, 

That I mutt fend one firft, my Choice afligns, 

Love to my Heart, and Fortune to my Lines. 


An Elegy. 


Y thofe bright Eyes, at whofe immortal fires 
B Love lights his Torches to inflame defires ; 
By that fair ftand, your Forehead, whence he bends 

His double Bow, and round his Arrows fends; 


By that tall Grove, your Hair, whofe globy rings 


He flying curles and crifpeth with his Wings. 


La (BY thofe pure Bathes your either Cheek difclofes, 


erga 
Ey vs 
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Where he doth fteep himfelf in Milk and Rofes; 
And laftly by your Lips, the bank of kiffes, 
Where men at once may plant and gather bliffes : 
Tell me (my lov'd Friend ) do you love or no? 
So well asI may tell in Verfe, ’tis fo? 
You bluth, bute do noc: Friends are either none, 
( Though they may number bodies) or but one. 
[ll therefore ask no more, but bid you love, 
And {fo chat either may example prove 
Unto the other ; and live Patterns, how 
_ Others, in time may love, as we do now. 
Slip no occafion ; as time ftands noe ftill, 
I know no Beauty, nor no Youth thar will. 
To ufe the prefent, then, is not abufe, 
You have a Husband. is the juft excufe 
OF all that can be done him ; fuch a one 
_ As would make fhift,to make himfelf alone, _ 
That which we can, who both in you, his Wife, 
His Iffue, and all Circumftance of life, 
As in his place, becaufe he would not vary, 
Is conftant to be extraordinary. 


Ss ws fo done fl ucrn. A Satyrical Shrub. 
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'. Knew Lall this afore? had I ee 
That their whole life was wickednefs, though weav'd 


~- Womans friendfhip! God whom I truft in, 
A. Forgive me this one foolith deadly fin; 
Amongft my many other, that I may 
No more,I am forry for fo fond caufe, fay 
Ac fifty Years, almoft, to value it, 
That ne’er was known to'laft above a fic ! 
Or have the leaft of Good, but what it muft 
Put on for fathion, and take up on truft: 
perceiv’d, 


But their whole infide full of ends and knots. 


| Knew I chat all their Dialogues and difcourfe, 


Were fuch as I will now relate, or worfe. 
Here fomething is wanting. 


er ee ee ey ee ee i i i | 


Knew I this Woman? yes; and you do fee, 
How penitence 1 am, or I fhould be. 

Do not you ask to know her, the is worfe 
Than all Ingredients made into one curfe, 

And that pour’d out upon Man-kind can be! 
Think but the Sin of all her Sex, ’tis fhe' 

I could forgive her being proud! a whore! 
Perjur’d ! and painted ! if the were no more— 
But the is fuch, as fhe might yet foreftall | 

The Devil, and be the damning of us all. 


A little Shrub growing by. 
fa Prin “gis a Saas e 2 cS Me Vv, 
A Sk not to know this Man. If fame thould fpeak 
His name in any Metal, it would break. 

Two Letters were enough the Plague to tear 

Out of his Grave, and poyfon every Ear. 
A parcel of Court-dirt, a heap, and mafs 

Of all Vice hurld together, there he was, 
Proud, falfe, and treacherous, vindidtive, all 

That thought can add, unchankful, the Lay-ftall 
Of putrid Fleth alive! of Blood, the fink ! - 

And fo] leave to ftir him, left he ftink. 


An Elegy. 


Sar Beauty be the mark of praife, 
And yours of whom I fing be fuch 
As not the World can praife too much, 
Yet is’t your Vertue now I raife. 


A Vertue, like Allay, fo gone : 
Throughout your form ; as though that move, 
And draw, and conquer all mens love, 

This fubjeéts you to love of one. 


Wherein you triumph yet : becaufe 
Tis of your felf, and that you ufe 
The nobleft freedom, not to chufe 

Againft, or Faith, or Honours Laws. 


_'| But who fhould lefs expe from you, 


In whom alone love lives agen? 
By whom he is reftor’d to men: 
And kept, and bred, and brought up true ¢ 


His falling Temples you have rear’d 
_ The withered Garlands tane away ; 
His Altars kept from the Decay, 
That Envy with’d, and Nature fear’d. 


And on them, burn fo chafte a flame, 
With fo much Loyalties expence 
As Lovet oa fuch excellence. 

Is gone himfelf into your Name. 


And you are he: the Deity 

To whomall Lovers are defign’d ; 

That would their better objeéts find: — ae 
Among which faithful ‘Troop am I. : 


CUnder-woods. 


329 Who as an off-{pring at your Shrine, ofger 
Have fung this Hymn, and here intreat 
One fpark of your Diviner heat 
To light upon a Love of mine. 


Which if it kindle not, but fcane 
Appear, and thae to fhorteft view, 
_ Yet give me leave ¢’ adore in you 
What I, in her, am griev’dto want. 


An Ode. To bimfelf. | 


Here do’ft thou carelef§ lic 
Buried in eafe and floth? 
Knowledge, that fleeps, doth dic ; 
And this Security, : 
Ic is the common Moath, ced —" / 
320 That eats on Wits, and Arts, and deftroys them both. 


Are all th’ Aonien {prings 
Dri’'d up? lies Tbe/pis wafte ? 
Doth Clerixs Harp want Strings, 
That not a Nymph now fings * — 
Or-droop they as difgrac’t, ee 
To fee their Seats and Bowers by chattring Pies defac’ 2 


If hence thy filence be, 
As "tis too jufta caufe ; 
Let this thought quicken thee, 
Minds that are great and free, 
Should not on Fortune paufe, | 
Tis crown enough to Vertue ftill, her own applaufe. 


What though the greedy Fry 
Be taken with falfe Baits 
Of worded Balladry, 
And think it Poefie ? | 
They die wich their conceits, 
And only pitious fcorn, up@n their folly waits. 


- Then take in hand thy Lyre, 
Scrike in thy proper ftrain, 
93! With Fapbet’s Line, afpire 
Sof’s Chariot for new Fire 
To give the World again : | 
Who aided him, will thee, the iffue of Fove’s Rrain. 
And fince our dainty Age, _ 
Cannot indure reproof. 
Make not thy felf a Page,. 
To that Strumpet the Stage, | 
But fing high and aloof, | — 
Safe from the Wolves black “Jaw, and the dull Affes 


Hoof. 2,7 -< al, - TS tur 0 Coe7 off, 
Eh AND 27 na 4 : 
The mind of the Frontifpice to a Book, 

om Death, and dark Oblivion, ne’er the fame. 


371 R 
FE The Miftrifs of man’s life, grave Hiftory 
Raificte the World to good andevil Fame. — 
Doth vindicate it to Etermty. . 
Wife Providence would fo; thatnor the good _ 
' Might be defrauded, nor the great fecur'd,. 
But both might know their ways were underftood, 
. When Vice alike in time with Vertue dur’d, 
Which makes that (lighted by-tche beamy Hand _ 
£94 Of Truth that fearcheth the moft Springs, 
And guided by Experience, whofe ftraie Wand 
Doth meet, whofe Line doth found the depth of 
things; ) : | 
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| She chearfully oy what fhe rears, 


Affifted by no ftrengths, but are ker own, 
Some note of which each varied Pillar bears, 
By which as proper Titles, the is known 

Times Wienefs, Herald of Antiquicy, 
The Light of Truth, and Life of Memory. 


An Ode to James Earl of Defmond, writ in 
Queen Exizaserus time, fince loft, and 
recovered, Su Vp 9~-fi,, IA phase, AYo sie 

a fad de se tee “weitn ape “ff , 
Here art thou Genius? I fhould ufe 
Thy prefent Aid : Arife Invention, 
Wake, and put on the Wings of Pinder’s Mule, 
To towre with my intention 
High, as his mind, chat doth advance 
Her upright Head, above the reach of Chance, 
Or the times envy 
Cynthius, I apply 
My bolder numbers to thy golden Lyre? 
|  O, then infpire 
Thy Prieft in this ftrange raprure ; heat my Brain 
With Delpbick fire, 
That I may fing my thoughts,in fome unvulgar ftrain. 


Rich Beam of Honour, fhed your Light 
On thefe dark Rhimes ; that my Affection 


‘May thine (through every Chinck) to every fight 


graced by your Reflection! 
Then thall my Verfes, like ftrong Charms, 

Break the knit Circle of her Stony Arms, 
Thar hold your Spirit: 
And keeps your merit 
Embraces, from the view 
Of Eyes more true, 
Who would with judgment fearch, fearching conclude, 

, ( As prov’d in you ) : 
True —— Palm grows ftrait, though handled ne’er 


Lock’t in her cold 


Nor think your felf unfortunate, 
| If fubje& to che jealous errrors 
Of politick pretext, that wries a State, 
Sink not beneath thefe terrors : 
But whifper ; O glad Innocence. 


- | Where only a Man’s Birth is his offence; 


Or che dif-favour, 

Of fuch as favour 
Nothing, but pra@ife upon Honours thrall. 
O Vertues fall, 


e 


‘When her dead Effence (like the Anatomy 


in Surgeons Hall ) . 
Is but a Statifts Theam, to read Phlebotomy. 


Let Brontes, andblack Steropes, se 
Sweat at the Forge, their aude beating 3 
Pyracmen’s Hour will come to give them eafe, 
Though but while Metal’s heating : 
And, after all, che Znean Ire, 
Gold, that is perfect, will out-live the Fire. 
| For Fury wafteth, 
As Patience lafteth. 
No Armour to the mind! ke is fhot-fres 
| . From injury, | 
That is not hurt ; hot he, that is not hit ; 
So Fools we fee, 
Oft {cape an Imputation, more through luck than wit. 


But to your felf moft Loyal Lord, 
( Whofé Heart in that bright Sphere flames cleareft. 
Though many Gems be in your Bofom ftor’d, 
Unknown which is the Deareft.) 


If 
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If I aufpicioully divine, « 


( As my hope tells ): chat ott fair Pheb’s Shine, Davy pe 
shal light thofe places, 5 fli bilh 
With Inftrous Graces, _f 


Where darknefs with her gloomy Steptred Hand, 
Doth now command. 

O then (my beft-beft lov’d ) lee me importune, 

| That yee will ftatrd, Z - 

As far from all revolt, as you are now from Fortune, 


“An Ode. ap 


¥y 
% 
# 


High fpirited Friend, * 
LT fend nor Balms, nor Cor’fives to your wound, 
Your Fate hath found, on 
A gentler, and more agile Hand, to terkl 
The Cure of that, which is bue — a 
And doubtful Days (Which were‘nam’d Critical,) 
~ Have made their faireft Hight, ~ 
And now are out of fight. - 
Yet doth fome wholfome Phyfick for the mind, 
Wrapt in this Paper lie, | 
Which in the taking if you mifapply 
| Yau are unkind. 


Your covétbus Hand, - 
Happy in that fair Honour it hath gaind, 
Mult now be rain’d. © : 
True Valour doth her own Renown command 
In one full Aion ; nor have you now more 
*., ,Lo do, than be a Husband of that ftore. 
Think but how dear you bought, 
This fame which you have caught, _ 
Such thoughts will make you more in hove wich truth : 
"Tis Wifdom, and that high, 
For Men to ufe their Fortune reverently, 
Even in Youth. 
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An Ode. 


Ellen, did Homer never fee 
Thy Beauties, yet could write of thee? 
Did Sappdo on her feven-tongnu’d Lute, 


So {peak (as yer it isnot mute’) Sz. _ pint edb 


Of Phaos form? or doth the Boy 
In whom Anacreon once did joy, 
Lie drawn to Life, in his foft Verfe, — 
Ashe whom Mato did rehearfe ? 
Was Lesbia fung by learn’d Carsllss ?- 
Or Delia’s Graces; by Tiballes 2] 
Doth Cynthia, in Propertiestong 
- Shine more, than the tcheSrars among? 
Is Horace his each Love fo high 
Rap’t from theEarth, as not todie? 
With bright Lycotis, Gallus choice, — 
Whofe Fame hath arr Erernal Voice. © 
Or hath Corynna; by the name | 
Her Ovid gave her, dimn’d the fame 
OF Cafar’s Daughter, and the Line .% @ 
Which all che World then ftil’d. Divine ? 
Hath Petrarch fince his Laura raisid 
Equal with her? or‘Ronfarg: prais’d 
His new Cajffandra,’bove the old, - 
Which all the Fate of ‘Troy foretold ? 
Hath our great Sydney, Stella fet, 
Where never Star’ fhone brighter yet? oe 
. Or Conftables Ambrofiack Mufe, (9, ‘ina /S Wt prsy 
823 Made Dian, not his Notes réfufe? . =— | PA 
Have all thefe done. See yet I mifs | 
§ 97The Swan that fo relith’d-Panchais) 
And fhall riot I'my Celia briag, 
Where Men may fee whom I do fing, 


Baus oe 


~—OUnder-woods. 


é 


Though I, in working of my Song 
Come fhort of alt this learned chrong, 
Yet fure my Tunes will be che beft, 
So much my fubje& drowns che reft. 


A SONNET, 


To the Noble Lady, the Lady 
MARY WORTH. 


That have been a Lover, and could (hew it, 
| Though not im thee, is Rithrees act wholy dennh, 
Since I ex{cribe your ScnnetsY ams becurme 
A better Lover, and much better Poet. 
Nor «my Mufe cr I afham'd to owe it | 
To thofe true numerous Graces ; wbereof fome 
But charm the Senfes, ot bers overcome 
Both Brains and Hearts; and mine now belt do know it : 
For in your Verfe all Cupid’s Armory, 
Hes Flames, bis Shafts, bis Qgiver, and bis Bew, 
His very Eyes are yours to overthrow. | 
But then bis Mothers faveets yon fo apply, 
Her Foys, ber Smiles, ber Lowes, as Readers take 
For Venus Cefton, every Line you mmcks. 


A Fit of Rhime againft Rbime. 


Rar the rack of ‘fineft Wits, 
) That expreffeth bue'by fies 
! True Concait . 
| Spoiling Senfes of their Treafure, 
| Cofening Judgment witha Meafure, | 
3 But falfe Weighe. 
| Wrefting words, from their true‘calling 5 
4 Propping Verfe, for fear of falling 
: Joynting Syllables | d re ns 
| Joynting Sy , drowning ‘Lett . 
‘| Faftning Vowels, as with fees is 
. | They were bound ! 
‘| Soon as lazie thou wert'known, : 
'| All good Poetry hence was flown, 
| | And are banithéd. 
“Fora thoufand Years together, - 
All Pernaf/as' Green did ‘wither, 

And Wit vanith’d. 
Pegafus did fly a a ee 


Mul 
‘| Ac the Wells no Mufe did fay, - 
| But bewail’d. 2 


‘ ! So to fee the Fountain dry, 


‘| And Apollo’s Mufick die, | 
ee Ail Light failed! - 
Starveling Rhimes did fill the Stage, 
Not a Poet in an Ae 
: ____ Worth crewning. - 
Not a Wotk' déferving Bays, 
Nor a Line deferving praife, | , 
ae frowning; sey 
Greek was free from’ Rhimesinfe@ion, ee 
Happy Gree& by this provetion! = ee 
| Was tiot fpoiled.. 4 
Whilft the’ ges daa (Tongues, 
Is not yet free from -Rhimes wrongs, 
: 2 >. SBuestefts foiled. . 
Scarce the Hillapain dosh flourith, 
Scarcethe: World a Wicdoth nourith, © 
+: 7 | .t¥o rdftore, | 
Phebus tons Crown again; 
> And thé Mufesto'theie-Bradn ; 


. ’As before. 
oye te fey aes yn Lp ance, 164 | Lenmeesy 
+ Ayers de tothe fol fe Vatgas 


Under-woods. 


—o 
. 
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Vulgar Languages that want 
Words, and {weetnefs, and be {cant 
i Of true meafure, 
Tyran Rhime hath fo abufed, 
That they long fince have refufed, 
| Other ceafure; 
He that ficft invented thee, 
May his Joynts tormented be, 
Crampd for ever; 


Still may Syllables jar with time, Syphleest . ea oe 
Still may Keafon war with Rhime, ~ by Vex oe? 
Refting never. 


May his Senfe when it would meet, _ 
The cold tumor in his Feet, 
| Grow unfounder. 
And his Title be long Fool, 
That in rearing fach a School, 
3 _ Was the founder. 


| An Epigram 
| Treafurer of E : 
ney) (Aa < — oF oe 
Prefented upon’ Plate of Gold to bii on 
. Salisbury, when be was alfo Treafurer. 
thou wouldft know the Vertues of Mankind, 
And go no farther: let this Circle be 
Thy Univerfe, though his Epétome. 
What is there more that can ennoble Blood ? 
The Orpban’s Pillar, the true Subjects Shield, 
_ The only faithful Watchman for the Realm, 
That in all Tempefts, never quit the Helm, 
And labour’d in the Work; not with the Fame: 
That fill was-goed for goodnefs fake, nor thought 
Whofe Offices, and Honours did furprize, 
Rather than meet him: And, before his Eyes 
And in the Nobleft Families took root, 
Of all the Land, who now at fuch a rate, 


On Wiix1am Lord Buri: Lord High 
» Kobert Eel of 
F 
I Read here in one, what thou in all canft find, 
Cecil, the Grave, the Wife, the Great, the Good, 
The Poors full Store-houfe, and juft Servants Field. 
= 
But ftood unthaken in his Deeds, and Name, 
Upon Reward, till the Reward him foughe. 
Clos’d to their peace, he faw his Branches fhoot, 
OF divine Blefling, would not ferve a State. 


Fora poor Man.] An Epigram | 
To Tuomas Lord Eremeny, the laft 


"Term he fate Chancellor. 
El 1607 Ki Forget. 9, 
, jufteft Lord, may all your Jadgmentsbe __ 
S Laws; no change ¢’er come to one De- 
cree: | aa & 
So, may the King proclaim your Confcience is 
taw.to his ca and thank your Enemies his: 
So, from all Sicknefs, may you rife to Health, : 
The care, and with ftill of the publick Wealch: . - 
So may the gentler Mufes, and good Fame | | 
Still fly about che Odour of your Name3 
As wich the fafety, and honour of the Laws, | 
You favour Truth, and me, in this Man’s Caufe. 


“a Witaa nnn e 


For the fame. ] Another to bin. 


He Judge his Favour timely then extends, 
_ Whena good Caufe is deftitute of Friends, _ 
Without the pomp of Counfel; or more aid, 3 
Than to make Falfhood bluth, and Fraud afraid : 
When thofe good few, that her Defenders be, 
Are there for Charity, and not for. Fee, 
Such fhall you hearto Day, and find great Foes 
Both arm’d with Wealth, and flander. to oppofe; _ 
Who thus long fafe, would gain upon:the times 
A right by the profpericy of their Crimes; - - 
Who, though their Guilt, and Perjury they know, 
Think, yea and boaft, chat they havedoneit fo, 
As though the Court purfues chetn on the fcent, 
They will come of, and fcape che Punifhment ;. 
When this appears, juft Lord, to your tharp fight, > ~ 
_ He do’s you wrong, that craves youto do right. ° 


An Epigram. os : 
that pleaded, and carried the Caufes 


2 tee I hereafter, do not think the, Bar, 
. The Seat made of a more than Civil War; 
Or the great Hall at Wefminfer, the Field ce 
___ Where mutual frauds are fought, and no fide yield, 
That henceforth, I believe nor Books, nor Men, 
Who *gainft the Law, weave Calumnies my-— 
But when I read or hear the names fo rife, 
__OFf Hirelings, Wranglers, Stitchers-to of ftrife, 
Hook-handed Harpies, gowned’Vultures, put 
Upon the reverend Pleaders; do now fhut 
All Mouthes, that dare entitle them (from hence) 
To the Wolves ftudy, or Dogs eloquence; 
Thou art my Caufe: whofe manners fince I knew, 
Have made me to conceive a Lawyer new. 
So doft thou ftudy Matter, Men; and Times, 
Mak’ft ic Religion to. grow rich by Crimes! 
Dar'ft not abufe thy Wifdom, in the Laws, . 
‘Or Skill to carry out an evil Caufe! | 
But firft doft vex, and fearch it! If nor found, | 
Thou prov’ft the gentler ways, to cleanfe the wound, 


To the Cowafellor 


EOL 
ee La Lelia « Movie 
4 , 


_ | And make the Scar fair; If chat will not be, 


Thou haft the brave fcorn, to pnt back the fee! 
But in a bufinefs, chat will bide the touch, 

What ufe, what ftrength of reafon! and how much 
Of Books, of Prefidents, haft thou at hand 2 

As if the general ftore thou didft command 
Of Argument, ftill drawing forth the beft, 

And not being borrowed by thee, but poffeft. 
So com’ft thou like a Chief into che Court 

Arm’d at all Pieces, astokeepa Fort , _ 7 
Againft a multitude ; and ( with thy Stile a 

So brightly brandith'd) wonnd’ft, defend’it! the whifs 
Thy Adverfaries fall, as not a word 

They had, bute were a Reed unto chy Sword. 
Then com’ft thou off wich Vid@ory and Palm, 

Thy Hearers Ne@ar, and thy Clients Balm, 
The Courts juft Honour, and thy Judges Love. 

And (which doth all Acchievements get above } 
Thy fincere pradtife, breeds not thee 2 Fame 

Alone, but all thy rank a reverend Name. 


4n Epigram. 
To the {mall Pox. 


Nvious and foul Difeafe, could thare not be . 
One beauty inan Age, and free from thee ? 


. | What did the worth thy {pight ? were chere not ftore 


Of thofe that fer by their falfe Faces more 
| | Thas 
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Than this did by her true? fhe never fought 


Quarrel with Nature, or in balance broughe ; 


Art her falfe fervant s Nor, for Sir Hugh Plot, af; 6°77" 
Was drawn to praétife other hue, than that¥ peered 


CUnder-woods. 


Though you fometimes proclaim me too fevere, 
Rigid, and harfh, which is a Drug auftere 
In friend thip, I confefs: But, dear Friend, hear. _ 


Her own Blood gave her: She ne’er had, nor hath sal 4,Little know they, that profefs Amicy, 


~ Any belief, in Madam Baud-bees Bath, 

Or Turners Oil of Talk. Nor ever got 4 79- 
Spanifh Receipt, to make her Teeth torot. 

What was the caufe then ? Thoughr’ft thou in difgrace, 
Of Beauty, fo to nullifie a Face, 

That Heaven fhould make no more ; or fhould amifs, 
Make all hereafter, had’ft thou ruin’d this? 

J, that thy aim was; but her fate prevail’d : 


And fcorn’d, thou’aft fhown thy malice,but haft fail'd.. 


An Epitaph. 


Hat Beauty would have lovely ftil’d, 
sb What Manners pretty, Nature mild, 
#90 What wonder perfed, all were fill’d, 
Upon record in this bleft Child. 
And, till the coming of the Soul _.. 
To fetch the Fleth, we keep the Roll. - 


A SONG. 
Lover. 


Ome, let ws bere enjoy the fhade, 

For Love in fhadow beft # made. 
Though Envy oft bis fhadow be, 
None brooks the Sun-light worfe than be. 


Mittris. ' : 
Where Love doth fhine, there needs no Sun, 
All Lights into bis one doth run ; | 
Without which a8 the World were dark ; 
Yet he bimfeif is but a fpark. - 


- Arbiter. 
A Spark to fet whole World a-fire, 
Who more they burn, they more defirey 
And bave their being, their wafte to fee; 
And waste fill, that they fill might be 


Chorus. | 
Such are bis powers, whom time bath fiil'd, 
Now fawift, now flow, now tame, now wild , 
Nowshot, now cold, now fierce, now mild, 


The eldeft God, yet ftill a Child. 
An Epifile to a Friend. 


Ir, Lam thankful, firft, to Heaven, for you; 
Next to your felt, for making your love true: 
Then to your love, and gift. And all’s buc due,” 


You have unto my Store added a Book, 
On which with profit, I fhall never look, 
But muft confefs from whom what gift I took. 


Not like your Country Neighbours, that commie | 
Their vice of loving for a Chriftmas fit; 
Which is indeed but friendfhip of the Spit: — 


But,a¢.a Friend, which name your felf receive, 
And which you (being the worthier) gave me leave 
In Letters, chat mix Spirits, thus'to weave. 


Which, how moft facred I will-ever keep, 
So may che fruicful Vine my Temples fteep, 
And Fame wake for me, when I yield co fleep. 


okt Vu 
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And feek to {cant her comely Liberty, 
How much they lame her in her Property. 


And lefs they know, who being free to ufe | 
That friendfhip which no chance but love did chufe, 
Will unto Licenfe that fair leave abufe | 


It is an a@ of Tyrangy, not Love 
In praéctis'd friendthip wholly toreprove, 
As flate’ry with Friends humours ftill to move. 


From each of which I labour to be free, | 
Yet if with eithers Vice I tainted be, 
Forgive it, asmy frailry, and not me, 


For no Manlives fo que of Paffions. fway, 


But fhall sadlaaiele be rempted to obey 
’ “Her fury, yet no friendthip & betray. 
 %s , tne ) hd 


An Big.” 4 


2—WATs true, am broke ! Vows, and all I had» 
Of Creditloft. And Iam now run mad ; 
Or do _ my felf fome defperate ill; - - 
This fadnefs makes no approaches, but to kill 
It is a Darknefs hath blocke up my fenfe, 
And drives it in to eat on my offence, | 
Or thereto ftarve it.’ Help O you that may 
Alone lend fuccours, and this fury ftay. 
Offended Miltris, you are yet fo fair, 
As Light breaks from you, that afftights defpair, 
And fills my powers with perfwading Joy, 
That you fhould be too noble to deftroy. 
There may fome face or menace of a ftorm 
Look forth, but cannot laft in fuch a form. 
If chere ba nothing worthy you can fee — 
Of graces, or your mercy here in me, 
Spare your own goodnefs yet; and be not great 
In will and power, only todefea. 


| God, and the good, know to forgive, and fave. 


The ignorant, and fools, no pity have. 
I will not ftand to juftifie my faule, 
Or lay che excufe upon the Vinener’s Vaule ; 
Or in confeffing of the Crime be nice, 
Or go about co cquntenance the vice, 
By naming in what company ’twas in, 
AsI would urge’ Authority for fin. ~ 
No, I will ftand arraign’d, andcaft, robe 7 
The fubje& of your Grace in pardoning me, ~ 


| And (ftil'd your mercies Creature J! will live more 


Your honour now, than your difgrace before, 


‘Think it was frailty, Miftris, chink me Man, 


Think that your felf. like Heaven forgive mecan, ~~; 


Where Weaknefs doth offend, and Vertue grieve, = * « 


There Greatnefs takes a glory to relieve. ~ 


Think chat I once was yours, or may be now ; 


Nothing is vile, that is a pare of you. - 


‘Errour and Folly in me may have croft 


Your juft Commands; yer chofe, noc I be loft. | 


‘I am regenerate now, become the Child 


Of your Compaffion ; Parents fhould ‘be mild : 
There is no Father that for one demerit, 

Or two, or three, a Son will difinheric ; we 
That is che laft of Punifhments is meant ; 

No Man infli@s that Pain, till Hope be fpent: 
An ill-affe@&ed Limb (whare’erit ail) 

We cut not off, till all Cures elfe do fail ; 


And 


* “And then with paufe; for fever'd once, that’s gone, 


_ He, when he fees a Sorrow, fich as this, | 


Under-woods. 


/ 


Would live his Glory thae could keep it on. 
Do not defpair my mending ; to diftruft 

Before you prove a Med’cine, is unjuft : 
You may fo place me, and in fuch an Air, 

As not alone the Cure, but Scar be fair, 
That is, if ftill your Favours you apply, 

And not the Bounties you have done, deny. - 
Could you demand the Gifts you gave, again! 

Why was’t? Did e’er the Cloyds ask back their Rain? 
The Sun, his Heat and Light? the Air his Dew ? 

Or Winds the Spirit by which the Flower fo grew? 
That were to wither all, and make a Grave 

OF that wife Nature would a Gradle have 

Her Order is to cherith, and preferve 3 

Confumption’s, Nature to deftray and ftarve. 
Buc co exact again what ance is given, 

Is Natures meer Obliquity ; as Heaven 
Should ask the Blood and Spirits he hath infus’d 

In Man, becaufe Man hath the Fleth abus’d. 
O may your Wifdom take example hence, . 
God lightens not at Man’s each frail Offence : 
He pardons Slips, goes by a World of Ills, 

And then his Thunder frights more than it kills. 
He cannot angry be, bue all muft quake; 

It thakes even him, that all things elfe doth fhake. 
And how more fair and lovely looks the World 

In 2 calm Sky, ¢han when the Heaven is burl’d 
About in Clouds, and wrapt in raging Weather, 

As all with Storm and Tempelt ran together? 
O imjtate that {weet Serenity 

That makes us live, not that which calls to die 
In dark and fullen Mornsa do we not fay, 

This looketh like an Execution day ? 
And with the Vulgar doth i¢ nat obtain 

The name of Cruel Weather, Storm, and Rain? 
Be not affected with thefe Masks too much 

Of Cruelty, left they dq make you fuch. 
But view the mildsefs of your Makers State, 
_ As I the Penicenss here emulate. 


Screight puts off alJ his Anger, and doth kifs - 
The contrite Soul, who hath no thought to win 

Upoa the, hope to have agather Sin 
Forgiven him: And in that Line ftand I, 

Rather thag once difpleafe you more, to die, 
To fuffer Torcures, Scorn, and Infamy, 

What Fools, and all their Parafites can apply ; 
The Wit of Ale, and Genins of the Male 

Can pump for, or a Libel wichout Sale 
Produce ;, chough threatning with a Coal, or Chalk, 

On every Wall, aod fung where-e’er I walk. 


- I number thefe, as being of the Chore 
- <9 Of Contumely, and urge a good Man more ~ 


Than Sword, or Fire, or what is.of the Race 
‘To carry poble Danger in the Face: 
There 4s not any punifament, or pain, 
A Man fhould fly from, as he would difdain.. 
Then Mafters here, here let your Rigqur end, 
And let your Marcy make me afham’d ¢’ offend. 
I will no more abufe my Vows to you, 
Than EF wall ftudy Falfhood, to be true. 
O, that you could buc by difleGion fee 
How rauch you are the bercer part of me; 
How all my Fibres by your Spirit do move, 
And that there is no Life in me, but Love. 
You would be then moft confident, chat cho 
Publick Affairs command me now to go 
Out of your Eyes, and be a while away; 
Abfence, or Dittance, fhall not breed decay. 
Your Form fhines here, here fixed in my Heart: 
I may dilate my felf, but nat depart. 
Ochers by common Stars cheir Courfes run, 
When I fee you, then I do fee my Sun: 


| Till then ’tis all bue Darkne&, that I have; 


a 
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Rather than want your Light, I with a Grave. 


An Ele 2y. 


— the Doubt clear, acne Woman’s true, | 
as it my Fate to prove ic full in you. 37 
Thowehe 1 but one had breath’d the pres Air: ges Sen, Lg, 
And — fhe needs be falfe, becaute ie fair? ian 
It is your Beauties Mark, or of your Youth, ee 
Or your Perfection, not to ftudy Truth ; fe teats fa es 
Or think you Heaven is deaf, or hath no Eyes? JO 
Or chofe it has, wink at your Perjuries ? Wes Ff Glee s 
Are Vows fo cheap with Women ? or the matter a 
Whereof they are made, that they are writ in Water, ‘ 
And blown away with Wind ? or doth their Breath 
Both hot and cold at once, chreat Life and Death? 
Who could have thought fo many Accents {weet 
Tun’d to our Words, fo many Sighs fhould meet 
Blown from our Hearts, fo many Oaths and Tears 
Sprinkled among? all {weeter by our Fears, 
And the divine Imprefiton of ftoln Kiffes, - 
That feal’d the reft, could now prove empty Bliffes ? 
Did you draw Bonds to forfeit? fign to break ? 
Or muft we read you quite from what you {fpeak, 
And find che Truth out the wrong way? or muft 
He firft defire you falfe, would with you juft? 
O, I profane! Though moft of Women be, 
The common Monfter, Love, thall except thee, 
My deareft Love, however Jealoufie 
Wich Circumftance might urge che contrary, 
Sooner Ill chink the Sun would ceafe to chear 
The teeming Earth, and that forget to bear ; 
Sooner that Rivers would run back, or Thames 
With Ribs of Ice in Fune would bind his Streams: 
Or Nature, by whofe ftrength the World endures, 
Would change her Courfe, before you alter yours. 


But, O that treacherous Breaft, co whom weak you 
Did truft our Counfels, and we both may rue, 


* | Having his Falfhood found too late ! ’rwas he 


That made me caft you Guilty, and you me. 
Whilft he, black Wretch, betray’d each fimple VVord 
VVe f{pake unto the coming of a third ! | 
Curft may he be that fo our Love hath flain, 
And wander wretched on the Earth, as Casa : 
VVretched as he, and not deferve leaft pity : 
In plaguing him, lee Mifery be witty. 
Let all Eyes fhun him, and he fhun each Eye, 
Till he be noifom as his Infamy : 
May he without remorfe deny God thrice, 
And not be trufted more on his Soul’s price : 
And after all felf-corment, when he dies, 
May Wolves tear out his Heart, Vultures his Eyes, © 
Swine eat his Bowels, and his falfer Tongue, 
That utter’d all, be to fome Raven flung : 
And let his Carrion Coarfe be a longer Feaft 
To the King’s Dogs, than any other Beaft. 
Now I have curft, let us our Love receive ; 
In me the Flame was never more alive. 
I could begin again to court and praife, 
And in that Pleafure lengthen che thort days 
Of my Lifes Leafe ; like Painters that do take. 
Delight, not in made Works, but whilft they make. 


‘I could renew thofe Times, when firft Ifaw . 


Love in your Eyes, that gave my Tongue the Law 
To like what you lik’d, and at Mafques, or Plays, 
Commend the felf-fame Actors, the fame Ways, 
Ask how you did, and often with intene 
Of being officious, grow impertinent ; 
All which were fuch loft Paftimes, as in thefe 
Love was as fubtly catch’d as a Difeafe. 
But, being got, it is a Treafure, {weet, 
Which to defend, is harder chan to get ; 
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Under-woods. | 


And ought not be profan’d on either part, 
For though ’tis got by Chance, ’tis kept by Art. 


opt heel one Gees Uff 


Hat Love’s a Hebets I ne’er concéive, 
Till che fowr Minute comes of taking leave, 
And then I tafte it. But asMendrinkup 
In hafte the bottom of a med’cin’d Cup, 
And take fome Sirrup after 3 fo do I, 
To put all rellith from my memory 
Of parting, drown it, in the hope to meet 
Shortly again, and make our abfence {weet. 
This makes me, Miftris, that fometimes by ftealch, 
Under another Name, I cake your Health, 
And turn the Ceremonies of thofe Nights 
I give, or owe my Friends, into your Rites 
But ever without Blazon, or leaft Shade 
Of Vows fo facred, and in filence made: 
For though Love thrive, and may grow up with chear, 
And free Society, he’s born elfewhere, 
And muft be bred, fo to conceal his Birth, 
As neither Wine do rack it out, or Mirch. 
Yer fhould the Lover ftill be airy and light 
In all his Actions, rarified to Sprite ; 
Not, like a Midas, fhut up in himfelf, 
And turning all he toucheth into Pelf, 
Keep inreferv’d in his Dark-lancern Face, 
As if that exc’lent Dulnefs were Loves Grace: 
3#/1 No, Matters, no, the open merry Man 
Moves like a {pritely River, and yet can 
‘Keep fecret in his Channels what he breeds, 
— *Bove all your ftanding Waters, choak’d with Weeds. 
They look at beft like Cream-bowls, and you foon 
Shall find their depth, they’re founded with a Spoon. 
They may fay Grace, and for Loves Chaplains pafs; 
But the grave Lover ever was an Afs, 
Is fix’d upon one Leg, and dares not come 
Out wich the other, for he’s {till atc home = 
Like the dull wearied Crane, that (come on Land) 
Doth while he keeps his Watch, betray his Stand; 
Where he that knows, will like a Lapwing fly 
Far, from_the Nett, and fo himfelf belie 
To others, as he will deferve the Truft 
Due to that one that doth believe him juft. 
And fuch your Servant is, who vows to keep 
The Jewel of your Name, as clofe as Sleep 
Can lock the Senfe up, or che Heart a Thought, 
And never be by Time or Folly broughe, 
Weaknefs of Brain, or any Charm of Wine, 
The Sin of Boaft, or ocher Countermine, 
(Made to blow up Loves Secrets) co difcover 
That Article may not become our Lover : 
Which in aflurance co your Breaft I tell, 
If 1 had writ no word, but Dear, farewel.- 


An Elegy. 


S's you muft go, and I muft bid Farewell, 
Heart, Matters, your departing Servant tell 
What ic is like: And do noc think they can 
Be idle Words, though of a parting Man; 
It is asif aNighe fhould fhade Noon-day, 
Or char the Sun was here, but forc’s away 3 
And we were left under that Hemifphere, 
Where we muft feel ic dark f6r half a Year. . 
What Fate is this, to change Mens Days and Hours, 
To thift cheir Seafons, and deftroy their Powers! 
Alas! [ ha’ loft my Heat, my Blood, my Prime, 
Winter is come a Quarter e’er his time, 
My Health will leave nie; and when you depart, 
How hhall I do, {wecee Miltris, for my Heart? 


You would reftore ic? No, that’s worth a fear, 
Asif it were not worthy to be there: 


| O, keep ie ftill; for it had rather be 


Your Sacrifice, than here remain with me. 
And fo I {pare it, Come what can become 
Of me, Ill foftly tread unto my Tomb ; 
Or like a Ghoft walk filene amongft Men, 
Till E may fee both it and you agen. 


An Elegy, 
L* Ne be what Iam; as Virgil, cold 5 


s Horace, fat ; or as Anacreon, old 3 a 
No Poets Verfes yet did ever move, a 8 
Whole Readers did not chink he was in love. 
Who hall forbid me then in Rhyme to be 
As light and active as the youngeft he 2 
That from the Mufes Fountains doth indorfe ae 
His Lines, and hourly fits the Poets Horfe. | 
Put on my Ivy Garland, let me fee | 7 
Who frowns, who jealous is, who taxeth me, 
Fathers and Husbands, I do claim a Right 
In all that is call’d lovely : take my fight 
Sooner than my affeion from the Fair. 
No Face, no Hand, Proportion, Line; or Air . 
Of Beauty, but the Mufé hath intereft in - 
There is nat worn that Lace, Purl, Knot, or Pin, 
But is the Poets Matter ; and he muft | 
When heis furious, love, although not luft. | 
But then content, your Daughters and your Wives 
(If they be fair and worth it) have their Lives 
Made longer by our Praifes: or, if not, 
With, you had foul ones, and deformed got, - 
Curft in their Cradles, or there chang’d by Elves, 
So to be fure you do enjoy your felves. 
Yet keep chofe up in Sackcloth too, or Leather, 
For Silk will draw fome fneaking Songfter thither. 


| Icis a Rhyming Age, and Verfes {warm 


At every Stall ; the City Cap’s a Charm. 
Bat I who live, and have liv’d twenty Year 
Where I may handle Silk, as free, and near, 
As any Mercer, or the Whalebone-man 
That quilts thofe Bodies I have leave to {pan; 
Have eaten with the Beauties, and the Wits, 
And Braveries of Court, and felt their Fits 
Of Love and Hate; and came fo nigh to know 
_ Whether their Faces were their own, or no. _ 
Ic is not likely I fhould now look down 
Upon a Velvet Petticoat, or a Gown, | 
ee have Known the Taylor's Wife put on, 
To do her and’s Rites in, e’er twere gone 
Home to the Caftomer : his Letchery ae ee | Fe 
Being, the Belf Clothes ftill to preoccu ye Wow Hn, 
Put a Coach-mare in Tiffue, muft I horfe ce Ifa 
Her prefently? or leap thy Wife of force, 7s 
When by thy fordid Bounty fhe hath on een. 
Gown of that was the Caparifon ? 
So I might dote upon chy Chairs and Stools, 
That are like cloth’d :. Muft I be of thofe Fools 
OF race accounted, that no Paffion have, 
But when thy Wife (as thou conceiv’ft) is brave? 
Then ope thy Wardrobe, think me that poor Groom 
That from the Foot-man, when he was become 
An Officer chere, did make moft folemn Love 
To ev’ry Petticoat he brufh'd, and Glove 
He did lay up, and would adore the Shooe 
Or Slipper was left off; and kifs it too ; 
Court mie hanging Gown, and after awe a 
Lift up fome one, and do, I tell not wha 
Thou didft tell me, and wert o’er-joy’d to peep 
_ In ata hole, and fee thefe Actions creep 
From the poor Wrecch, which though he plaid in Profe, 
He would have done in Verfe, with any one of .chofé 
Wrung 
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Wrung on the Withers, by Lord Loves defpight, 
Had he had the Faculcy co read and write !. 
Such Songfters there are ftore of ; witnefs he | 
_ That chanc’d the Lace, laid on a Smock, to fee, 
And ftreight-way {pent a Sonnet 3 with chat other 
' That (in pure Madrigal) unto his Mother | 
Commended the French- Hood, and Scarlet Gown 
The Lady Mayrefs pafs'd in through the Town, | 
Unto the Spittle Sermon. O, what ftrange Wb Af 
Variety of Silks were on ch’ Exchange ! cijeH te 
Or in Moore-felds! this other night, fings one,<« 44,4, 
_ Another anfwers, Lafs a = noné ,, $- 
In {miling Lenvoye, as he wou’d deride 4. f, 
Any Coraparion had with his CheapKde”” epipde 
And vouches both the Pageant, and che Day, is 2 
When not the Shops, but Windows do difplay 
The Stuffs, the Velvets, Pluthes, Fringes, Lace, 
And all the original Riots of the Place : 
Let che poor Fools enjoy their Follies, love 
A Goat in Velvet; or fome Block could move 
Under that cover ; an old Mid-wives Hat! 
Or a Clofe-ftool fo cas'd ; or any fat 
Bawd, ina Velvet Scabber’d! I envy 
None of cheir Pleafures ‘ nor will ask thee, why 
Thou art jealous of thy Wives, or Daughters Cafe: 
More than of eithers Manners, Wit, or Face! 


. a Execration upon Vulcan. 
WS 1b 40,442 » fel, gtr. , 
Nd why to me this, thou lame Lord of Fire, 
What had I done that might call on thine Ire ? 
Or urge thy greedy Flame, thus to devour 
So many my Years-labours in an hour ? 
I ne’re attempted Vulcan ’gainft thy Life ; 
Nor made leaft Line of Love to thy loofe Wife ; 
Or in remembrance of thy afront, and {corn 
&¢£ With Clowns, andTradefmen,kept thee clos’d in Horn. 
"Twas Fupiter that hurl’d thee headlong down, 
And Mars, that gave thee a Lancthorn for a Crown: 
Was it becaufe thou wert of old denied _ 
By ‘fove to have Minerva for thy Bride. 
That fince thou tak’ft all envious care and pain, 
To ruine any Iffue of the Brain? 
Had I wrote Treafon there, or Herefie, 
Impofture, Whitchcraft, Charms, or Blafphemy ? 
Thad deferv’d then, thy confuming Looks, _ 
Perhaps, to have been burned with my Books. 
Bur, on thy. Malice, tell me, didft chou fpy 
34£ Any, lealt loofe, or furrile Paper, lye 
Conceal’d, or kept there, that was fit to be, 
By thy own Vote, a Sacrifice to chee ? 
Did Lgpere wound che Honours of the Crown ? 
Or tax the Glories of the Church and Gown? 
Itch todefame the State? or brand the Times ? 
And my felf moft, in fome felf- boafting Rhimes?| 
‘If none of thefe, chen why this Fire? Or find 
A-Caufe before ; or leave me one behind. , 
Had I compil'd from Amads de Gaule, | 
Th? E/fplandians, Arthur's, Palmserins, and all — 
The learned Library of Don Quixote 5 ~_ 
And fo fome goodlier Montter had begot, 
Or {pun out Riddles, and weav'd ficty Tomes 
OF Logogrspbes, and curious Palindromes, 
Or pomp’d for thofe hard Trifles Anagrams, 
Or Eteofichs, or thofe finer Flams 
Of Eggs, and Halberds, Cradles, and a Hearfe, - - 
A pair of Scifars, and a Comb in Verfe ; vA 
Acroftichs, and Telefschs, on jamp.Namies, 54: are 
- _ Thou chen hadift had fome colour for chy Flames,“ +t 
On fuch my ferious Follies ; But, thou'le fay, <~“9 
There were fome Pieces @f as bafe allay, a. 
And as falfe ftamp there; parcels of a Play, . aw 
Ficcer co fee the Fire-light, than the days 


Onder-woods. 


_| Thefe, -had’ft thou pleas’d either to dine or fup, ¢: 
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Adulterate Moneys, fuch as might not go : 
Thou fhould’ft have ftay’d, till publick Fame 
She is the Judge; Thou Executioner, 
Or if chou needs would’ft trench upon her Power, 


frid {o. | 


| Thou mightft have yee enjoy’d chy Cruelty 


With fome more thrift, and mo-e variety : 
Thou mighcft have had me perith, piece by peice, 
_To light Tobacco, or fave roafted Geete. 
Sindge Capons, or poor Piggs, droping their Eyes ; 
,. Condemn’d me to the Ovens with the Pies ; 


And fo, have kept me ying a whole Age, Z jhe filets. ~-Aad 


Not ravith’d all hence in a Minutes rage. 3 “ Soe 
But that’s a mark, whereof thy Rights do boaft, #< ~~ a ? 


To make Confumption, ever where thou go’ft ; 
Had I fore-known of this thy leaft defire . 

1’ have held a Triumph, or a Feaft of Fire, 
Efpecially in Paper; that, that {team 

Had tickled-your large Noftril : many a Ream 
To redeem mine, I had fent in enough, 

Thou thould’ft have cry’d, and all been proper Stuff. |. 
The Taimud, and the Alcoran had come, Ly jac rr 

With Pieces of the Legend ; The whole fum | 7 ‘ 
Of Errant Knight-hood, with che Dames, and Dwarfs; 
aon oe Boats, and the inchanted Wharts, 

C Triftram’s, Lanc'lots, Turpins, and the Pecr’s, 

All the mad Rolands, and (geen Oliveer’'s; Uf ff Maa: 
To Merlins Marvails, and his Caballs lols, f 

With the Chimera of the Rofie-Cro/s, | 
Their Seals, their Chara@ters, Hermetick Rings, 

Their Jem of Riches, and bright Scone, thac brings 
Invifibility, and ftrength, and Tongnes : 

The Art of kindling the rue Coal, 


aS Mirae a 
by Lungs, (ee ‘a we 


With Nicholas Pelquill' Medle with your match, /, - 
And the rong.) ines, that fo the time docatch Wt hf Pel, 
Or Captain Pazmpblets Horfe, and Foot that fally\4 4 


Upon th’ Exchange, ftill out of Popes-head- Alley*/2z vy, 7 Tad 
The weekly Corrants, with Poules Seal >and all 


ee aT 
qa C7 
The admir’d difcourfes of the Prophet Bal : | | kn a ie 
et bi Ke 
Had made a Meal for Vulcan to lick up. DAN pref tan, 
But in my Desk, what was thereto accite _ a 
So ravenous and vaft an Appetite ? | 
I dare not fay a Body, buc fome Parts 


i‘ beth of fearch, and maftry in the Arts. oe 
I che o alin in Poetry, / 44% ) : 
And lighted by che Saou, could {py, 7 a righ 


Was there mad _Eng/sfh: with the Grammartog, 73-4 
To teach fome t at Be Nurfes sales. fats 
The purity of Language; and among . afc. A... ee SIS 
The reft, my Journey into Scotland Song, D Le pe 
Wich all th? Adventures ; Three Books not afraid ° 
To fpeak che Fate of the Sicilian Maid 7 
To our own Ladies ; and in Story there 
Of our Fifth Henry, eight of his nine year ;. 
Wherein was Oi, pelide the Succour {pentr, 
Which Noble Carew, Cotton, Selden \ent: 
And twice-twelve-years ftor'd up Humanity, | 
With humble Gleanings in Divinity ; 
After the Fathers, and chofe wifer Guides 
Whom Fa@ion had not drawn to ftudy fides. 
How in thefe Ruins Vadean, chou doft lurk, | 
All Soot and Embers! odious, as thy work ! 
I now begin to doubt, if ever Grace, 
Or Goddefs, could be patient of thy Face. 
Thou woo Minerva! or to wit afpire! _ 
*Caufe thou canft hale, with us in Arts and Fire! 
Son of the Wind ! for fo thy Mother gone 
With Luft conceiv'd thee; Father thou hadft none. 
When thou wert born, and that thou look’ft ac beft, 
She durft not kifs, but flung thee from her Breaft. 
And fo did ‘fove, who ne’re meant thee his Cup: 
No marithe Clowns of Lemos took thee up. 
For none but Smiths would have made thee a God. 
Some Alchimift there may be yet, or odd 
. Squire 


Me ith fl Borer 2. 
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And to Pauls-Steeple; which was unta us 
"Bove all your Fire-works, had at Epbe/as, 
Or Alexandria, and though a Divine 
Lofs remains yet, as unrepair’d as mine. 
Would you had kept your Forge, at etna ftill, : 
And there made Swords,Bills,Glaves,and Arms your fill. 
Maintain’d the Trade at Bilbe; or elfe-where ; | 
Struck ig at A4iWae with the Cutlers there ; 
Or ftay’d but where the Fryar, and you firft mee, 
Who from the Divels-Arfe did Guns beger, — 
Or fixt in the Low-Coustry’s, where you might 
On both fidesdo your mifchiefs with delighe ; 
Blow up, and ruine, mine, and countermine, 
Make your Petards, and Granars, all your fine 
Engines of Murder, and receive the Praife 
Of mafflacring Man-kind fo many ways. 


Squire of the Squibs, againft che Pageant day, 
May to thy name a Vulcanale fay ; 
And for it lofe his Eyes with Gun-powder, 
Asth’other may his Brains witch Quick-filver. 
Well-fare the Wife-man yet, onthe Banck-fide, _ 
My Friends, the Water-men ! They could provide 
Againft thy Fury; when to ferve their needs, 
They made a Vulcan of a Sheaf of Reeds, 
Whom they durft handle in their Holy-day Coats, 
And fafely truft to drefs, noe burn their Boats. 
But, O thofe Reeds! thy meer difdain of them, 
Made thee beget that cruel Stratagem, 
4 (Which, fome are pleas’d to ftile but chy mad Pranck) 
Dyn F el, Againft the Globe, che Glory of the Bank. 
Which, though ic were the Fort of the whole Parith, 
Wee Flangk’d with a Ditch, and fore’d out of a Marith, 


., : pas | ; 
L Ifaw with two poor Chamberstakerin We ask your abfence here, we all love Peace, 
{ } And vav'diste thouphroould urge,thismighthavebeen! | And pray the Fruits thereof, and the Increafe ; 
& —{ 4 py See the World’s Ruines! noching but the Piles So doth the King, and moft of the Kings-msen 
[ | Left! and wit fince to cover it with Tiles. That have good Places: therefore Once agen, 
‘2 f C+ . ¥.The Brethren, they ftreight nois’d it out for News, Pox on thee Vi ulcan, thy Pandora’s Pox, 
ha wre ys ’Twas verily fome Relick of the Stews. o, {, |_. find all the Evils chat flew out of her Box 
And this a Sparkle of that Fire let loofe, / Light on thee: Or if thofe Plagues will not do, 
That was lock’d up in the Wincheftrian Goole aan fo _ Thy Wives Pox on thee, and B. Bs. too. 
; Bred on the Banck, in time of Popery, EY oa ; a 


.' C ; When Venus thete maintain’d in Myftery. A af 
¥é A 4 | But, others fell, wich that conceit by rhe Bars, ve A Speech accordmg to Horace. 
alae Yaa 

Soo Al And that accurfed Ground, the Paerifh Garden: ~* -+s7. 9- 


\ h J Hy yet my noble Hearts they cannot fay, 
Nay, figh’d, ah Sifter ’ewas the Nun, Kate Arden 


But we have Powder ftill for the Kings Day, 


Ay vyyKindled the Fire! But, then did one return, ae, | And Ord’nance too: fo much as from che Tower © 
“f a No Fool would his own harvett fpoil, or burn! ,247,! T have wak’d, if fleeping, Spess’s Ambafladours | 
4 wey e¥- TF chat were fo, thou rather would’ advance | Old e4(ope Gundom rtthe F rench can tell, | 
ee d The Place, that was thy WivesInheritance. #r4<%s For chey did fee it the laft tilting well, 


That we have Trumpets, Armour, and great Horfe, 
Launces, and Men, and fome a breaking force. 24y 
They faw too ftore of Feathers, and moremay, . 
If they ftay here, bur ill Saine George’s Day. 
All Enfigns of a War, are not yet dead, © 
‘Nor Marks of Wealth fo from our Nation fied, 
But they may fee Gold-Chains, and Pearl worn then, 
Lent by the Loxdas Dames, to the Lords Men ; 
Wichal, the dirty pains thofe Citizens take, 
To fee the Pride at Court, their Wives do make ;. 
And the return thofe thankful Courtiers yield, | 
To have their Husbands drawn forth to the Field, 
And coming home, to tell what Adts were done 
Under the Aufpice of young Swynnerton. ¥ ¥ 
What a ftrong Fort old Pimblicoe had been! 
How ic held out! how (laft) ’twas taken in! 
| Well, [fay thrive, thrive brave Artillery-yard, 
| Thou Seed-plot of the War, that haft not fpar'd 
Powder, or Paper, to bring up the Youth 4 
| Of Lenndon, in the Military Truth, . 
Thefe ten years day; Asall may fwear that look 
But on thy Pradctife, and the Pofture-book : 
He that but faw thy curious Captains drill, PSI 
Would think no more of Via{hing, or the Brill :*' 
Butgive them overto the common Ear | 
For that unneceflary Charge they wete. 
.| Well did thy crafty Clerk, and Knight, Sir Hugs, 
supplant bold Penton, and brought there to view 
Tranflated e£lian TaGicks to be read, 
And the Greek Difcipline (with the modern) thed 
So, in that ground, as foon it grew to be» : 
| The Cicy-Queftion, whether Tsfy, or he, 
Were now the greater Captain? for they faw 
| The Berghen Siege, and taking in Breda, 
|So acted to the Life, as Maurice might, 
And Spinola have blufhed at the fight. 
O happy Arc! and wife Epitome 
Of bearing Arms! moft c@vil Soldiery ! Me 
Thou canft draw forth thy Forces, and fight dry 
The Battels of thy Aldermanicy ; 


re | vs frsyd wn yin fen err J, Withoug 
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y pia is O no, cry’d all. Fortune, for being a Whore, [bal 
wn" df Scap’d not his Jufticé any Jot the more : 24. 9, 
ga He burnt that Idol of the Revels tao: | 
Nay, let Wbite-Hall with Revels have to do, 
Though but in Dances, it fhall know his Power ; 
There was a Judgment fhew’n too in an Hour. 
He is true Vudcar-ftill ! He did nor {pare 
Troy, though ic were fo much his Venws care. 
Fool, wile chou lec that in Example come? 
Did not the fave from thence, to build a Rome ? 
And what haft thou done in thefe petry Spights, 
More then advanc’d the Houfes, and their Rights ? 
. J will not argue thce, from thofe of guilt, 
For they were burnt, but to be betcer built. 
' Tis true, that in thy with they were deftroy’d, — 
_ ~ Which thou haft only vented, not enjoy’d. 
bx few ~ So would {t th’ have runupon the Rolls by ftealeh, 
a CLARE hake didft invade parcof the Common-wealth, 
pepe Ue ein thofe Records, which were all Chronicles gone, 
py ) tlhe Will be remembred by Six Clerks, to one. 
broe™” £' But, fay all Six, Good Men, what anfwer ye? 
| Lyes there no Writ, out of the Chancery, - 
Againtt this Vulcan ? No Injundtion ? _ 
! - No Order ? no Decree? Though we be gone 
_ At Common Law, Methinks in his defpight- 
A Court of Equity fhould do us right. 
But to confine him to the Brew-houfes, 
The Glafs-houfe, Dye-fats, and their Furnaces ; 
To live in Sea-coal, and go forth in Smoke ; 
Or left that Vapour might the City choak, — 
Condemn him to the Brick-kills, or fome Hill- 
_ Foot (outih Safex) to an Iron Mill; 
Or in {mall Fagots have him blaze about 
Vile Taverns, and the Drunkards pifs him out; — 
Or in the Bel-Mavs Lanthorn like a Spy, 
Burn to a Snuff, and then ftink-ouc and dye: - 
I could invent'a Sentence, yet were worfe; - —- 
But Pil conclude all-in a civil Carfe. oa 
Pox on your Flamethip, Valean ; if it be. 
To all as faeal as’t hath been to me, 


~ 
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Without the hazard of a drop of Blood: 
More then the Surfets, in thee, thae day ftood. 
Go on, increaltin Vertue; andin fame: 
And keep the Glory of she Exglifh Name, 
Up among Nations. In che ftead of bold 
Beauchamps, and Nevills, Cliffords, Audley’s old ; 
Infere thy Hodges, and thofe newer Men. (Waller. 
As Stiles, Dike, Ditchfield, Millar, Crips, and Fen : 


That keep the War, though now’c be grown more tame 


Alive yet, in chenoife; and ftill the fame, | 
And could (if our greac Men would ler their Sons 
Come to their Schools,) fhow ’em che ufe of Guns. 
And there inftru& the noble Englifh Heirs 
In Politick, and Mijicar Affasrs ; 
But he that fould perfwade, co have this done 
For Education of vestige i Soon 
Should he hear of Billow, Wind, and Storm, 
From the Tempeftuous Grandlings, who'h inform 
Us, in our bearing, that are thus, and thus, 
Born, bred, allied ? what's he dare tutor us ? 
Are we by Book-worms to be aw’d? muft we 
Live by cheir Scale, that dare do nothing free ? 
Why are we Rich, or Great, except to fhow 
All licence in our Lives? What need we know ? 
Morethen to praife a Dog? or Horfe 2 or fpeak 
The Hawking Language ° or our Day to break 
With Citizens? let Clowns, and Tradefman breed 
Their Sons to ftudy Arts, the Laws, the Creed: 
We will believe like Men of our own Rank, ~ 
In fo much Land a year, or fuch a Bank, 
That turns us fo much Monies, at which rate 
Our Anceftors impos’d on Prince and State. 
Let poor Nobility be verruous : We, 
Defcended in a Rope of Titles, be 
From Guy, or Bevss, Arthur, or.from whom 
The Herald will. Our Blood is now become, ~ 
Paft any need of Vertue. Let them care, 
Thar in the Cradle of their Gentry are; - 
To ferve che Scate by Councels, and by Arms: 
We neither love the Troubles, nor the harms, 
What love you then? your Whore? what ftud 
Carriage, and Drefling. There isup of lat 
The Academy, where the Gallants meee —— 
What to make Legs? yes, and to fmell moft fweer, 
All chat they do at Plays. O, but firft here = 
They learn and ftudy; and then pradife there. - 
But why are all chefe Irons ? the Fire ac 
‘Of feveral makings? hetps, helps, ¢ attire 
His Lordfhip. That is for his Band, his Hair 
This, and that Box his Beauty to repair ; 
- This.other for his Eyebrows 3 hence, away, 
I may no longer onthefe Pictares ftay, 
Thefe Carkaffes of Honour; Taylors blocks, 
Soverd with Tiffue, whofe profperity mocks: 
The fate of things : whilft cotrer’d Veae holds — 
Her broken Arms up, co their empty Moulds.- : 


C 


An Epiftle to Mafter Arth. Squib. | 
_— ee are 


My gentle 4rthar , that ic might befaid 

ne leflon we have both learn’d, and well re 

T neither am, nor art thou one of chofe 
That hearkens toa Jacks-pulfe, when it goes. - 
Nor ever crufted to chat friendfhip yee — | 

Was iffue of the Tavern, or the Spit: Giese 
Much lefs a Name would we bring up, or nurfe, 
That could but claim a Kindred from the Purfe: 
Thofe are poor Ties, depend on thofe fale Ends, 

*Tis Vertue alone, or nothing that knits friends. 


U 


And as wichin your Office, you do take : 
No Piece of Money, buc:you know, or make 


Tam not, and what I fain would be,: 


, 
. 
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| That cenfure all che Town, and all th’ Affairs, 


Inquiry of the worth : So muft we de, , 

Firft weigh a Friend, chen couch and cry hig too: 
For there are many Slips, and Counterfeits. eee 
Deceit is fruitful. Men have Masks and Nets, 
But thefe with wearing will themfelves unfold :- 

They cannot laft. No Lye grew everold. __ 
Turn him, and fee his Threds:look, if he be ~: 
Friend to himfolf, that would be friend to thee, ..; . 
For chat is firft requir’d. A man be hisown. a 

Buc he that’s too much thar, is Friend of none 
Then reft, and a Friends value underftand 
Ie isa richer Purchafe then of Land. 


-” 
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An Epigram on Sir Edward Coke, when he was #77 
Lord Chief Fuftice of England: Fatr rh Ben 
APS ay ni, SE he top ner, 
E that fhauld fearch all Glories of the Gowh’ 4 rye des 
And fteps of all rais’d Servants of the Crown #7 le yA es 
He could not find, then thee of all chat ftore be Mad tore 
| Whom Fortune aided lefs, or Vertue more, svuate ¢ Ba, 
Such, Coke, were thy beginnings, when thy go Ie a 
In others evil beft was underftood : | LD : -_ 
When, being the Strangers help, the poor mans aid, Lh) fo.5 
‘Thy juft defences made ch’ Oppreflor afraid. , 6“ als 
Such was thy Procefs, when Integrity, ee 
And skill in thee, now, grew Authority 3 ° 
| That Clients ftrove, in Queftion of the Laws, pe we 
| . More tor thy Patronage, then for their Caufe, 
| And that thy ftrong and manly Eloquence 
Stood np thy Nations fame, her Crowns defence, 
| And now fuch is thy ftand; while chou doft deal — 
Defired Juftice to the publick Weal, . 
| Like Solons felf; explat’ft the knotty Laws si 
With endlefs Labours, whilft chy Learning draws er/2@ ‘Ae, 74 os 
No lefs of Praife, chen Readers in all kinds opted, wh a 
Of worthieft knowledge, that can take Mens minds. neta th 
| Such is thy All; chae (as I fung before) | 
None Fortune aided lef, or Vertue more. et 
Or if Chance mivft,. to each Man chat doth rife 
Needs lend an Aid, co thine fhe had her Eyes.: 
An Epiftle anfwering toone that asked to be S ealed. Oped (AS 
of the Tribe of Ben. 47" Z, 
En that are fafe, and fure, in alltheydo, A, 
Care not whac Trials chey are put unto; » ¢ 
They meet the Fire, the Teft, as Martyrs would ; Fr Zs 
And though Opinion flamp them nor, are Gold, K O2SCL-7 
I could fay more of fuch, but thal fly LA 17 7K =. 
To {peak my.felf out too ambitioufly, , | | 
‘And-thewing fo weak an Act so vulgar Eyes ; 
Put Confcience and my right to comprimife. 
Let thofe chat meerly talk, and never think, : 
That live in the wild Anarchy of Drink, ; 
| Subje& to quarrel only ; or.elfe fuch . 
‘| As make ie their Prafciency, how much 
They’ave glutted in, and letcher’d out that Weck, 
| That never yer did friend or friendthip feels 


‘| Buc for a Sealing : Jet chefe.Men proreft. Sit: ee 
Or th’other on their Borders, that will jeaft 09 : 


Whilft I inform my felf, I would reach thee, - 


.| On all Souls that are abfenes even che dead 
1! Like Flies or Worms, which Mans corrupt Parts fed : 
That to {peak well, think it above all Sin, 
Of any Company bur chat they :are.in, 
| Call every night to Supper in thefe figs, . 
‘| _ And are receiv’d for che Covey of Wits s 


-_ - Cae 


And know whofe ignorance is more then thers ; 
| Let thefe Men have their ways, and cake their times 
‘| To vent their Libels, and co iffue Rhimés, 
| Thave no Portion in them, nor their deal , 

‘| OF News they get, 0a ftrew out the long Meal, 
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I ftudy other friendthips, and more.one, 
Then thefe can ever be; or elfe with none. 
What is’'t to me whether the French Defign 
Be, or be not, to get the Vall-telline ?. 
Or the States Ships fene forth belike to meet 
Some hopes of Spaiz in their Weft-Indian Fleet? 
Whether the Difpenfation yet be fent, 
Or that the Match from Spain was ever meant? 
J with all well, and pray high Heaven confpire 
My Princes fafety,-and my Kings defire; 
But if for Honour, we muft draw the Sword, 
And force back that, which will not be reftor’d, 
Ihave a Body, yet, chat Spirie draws | 
To live, or fall, a Carkafs in the Caufe. 
So far withott inquiry what the States, __ | 
Brunsfeld, and Mansfield do this year, my Fates 
Shall carry me at Call; and Ill be well, 
Though Ido neither hear thefe news, nor tell 
Of Spam or France ; or were not prick’d down one 
Of the late Myftery of Reception, 
Although my Fame, to his, not under-hears, 
That guides the Motions, and direéts the Bears. 
But that’s a blow, ‘by which in time I may 
Lofe all my Credit with my Chriftmas Clay, 
And animated Porc’/ane of the Court, 
* I, and for this hegled&, che courfer fort 
Of earthen Jars, there may moleft me too:) | 
Well, with mine own frail Pitcher, what to do 
I have decreed ; keep ic from waves and prefs; 
Left ic be juftled, crack’d made nought, or lefs: ' 
Live tothat Point I will, for which Iam Man, 
And dwell as in my Center, as I can, 
Still looking too, and ever loving Heaven; 

With reverence ufing all the Gifts then given. 
*Mongft which, if Ihave any friendhips fene . + 
Such as are {quare, well-tag’d, and permanent, 

Not built with Canvafs, Paper, and:falfe lights, - 
As are che Glorious Scenes, at the great fights ; 
And that chere be no fev’ry heats, nor colds, 
Oily Expanfions, or fhrunk dirty Folds, 
But all fo clear, and led by Reafons Flame, 
As but to ftumble in her fight were fhame. 
ThefeI will honour, love, embrace, and ferve; - 
And free it from all queltion to preferve. 
So fhort you read my Character, and cheirs 
{ would call mine, to which not many Stairs | 
Are asked to climb.’ Firft give me faith, who know 
My felf a litle. I willtake you fo, | 


Sir, you are Sealed of the Tribe of Bes. . 


"The Dedication of the K ings new Cellar to Bacchus. 


Ince,- Bacchs, thou art father 
Of Wines, .co thee che rather ; 
We dedicate this Cellar,, «0 0: 
Where new, thou art made Dweller ;.. . 
And Seal thee chy Commiffion: - 
But ’cis with a’ Condition, 
Thac thou remain here Tatter 
OF all-to-che great Mafter.. . . 
. . And-look unto cheir Faces, . 
' +--+ Their Qualicies and Races, 

That both, their Odour take him, 
And celifh merry make him. ° 

For Baevebas thou art freer -. 
Of Cares, and Over-feer, : 

Of feaft, and. merry. meeting; 
And ftill begin’ft chegreting : . 

- See chen thou doftatrend him 
Lyews, and defend him,  . 
By allthe Aresot Gladnefs_ . ae 

. From any thought like dadnefs. og 


4 a 


_ So may there never Quarrel 


en 
As you have writ your felf, Now ftand, and then -- 


So mayft thou ftill_be younger 
Than Phebus; and much ftronger, 
To give Mankind their eafes, 
Andcure the Worlds Difeafes : 

So may the Mufes follow 
Thee ftill, and leave Apollo, 

And think thy Stream more quicker 
Then Hippocrenes Liquor : 

And thou make many a Poet, 
Before his Brain do know it ; 


Have iffue from the Barrel; i 
But Venws and the Graces 
Purfue thee in all Places, : 
And not a Song be other . 
Then Cupid, and his Mother. 

That when King ‘ames, above here 
Shall feaft it, chou maift love there 
The Caufes and the Guefts too, 

And havethy Tales and Jefts too, 
Thy Circuits, and thy Rounds free 
As thall the Feafts fair Grounds be. 

Be it he hold Communion 

In great Saint Georges Union 3 - 

Or gratulates the Paflage 

Of {ome well-wrought Embaflage : 
Whereby he may knie fare up 

The withed Peace of Europe: 


o® LY aati) . 


_ Or elfe a Healeh advances, | : 


To put his Court in Dances, 
And fet us allon skipping, . 
When wich his Royal thipping 
The narrow Seas are fhady, 


And Charles — home the Lady. IF 3 


HAM ttm lay Pon ed or Gant, aif , 
af rs ww Accefft fervor Capit, Numerufg; Lucerns, 
ML hmiNe Yy rBinck. Go | 


An Epigram on the Court Pucelll if 


| eee Court-Pucell then fo cenfure me, 


And thinks I dare not her? let the World fee. 


What though her Chamber be the very Pir, 
Where fight the prime Cocks of the Game, for Wit ? 
And that as any are ftroke, her Breath creates 
New in their ftead, out of the Candidates ? 
ar — aos luft the force.a Mufe, 
nd in.an Epicene fury can write News 3 
Equal with tha which for the beft News goes 
As airy Light, and as like Wit as thofe? | 
What though fhe talk, and cannot once withthem, £3 
Make Strate, Religioa, Bawdry, all a Theam. 
And as Lip-thirfty, in each words expence, . 
Doth labour with the Phrafe more than the Senfe? 
What though fhe ride two Mile on Holy-days | 
To Church, as others do to Feafts and Plays, 
| To thew their Tires? to view, and to be view’d ? 
What though the be with Velvet Gowns indu’d, 
And {pangled Perticotes brought forth to Eye, 
| _ As new Rewards of her old fecrefie? 
What though fhe hath won on Truft, as many do, 
And that her.trufter fears her? Muft I too ? 
Inever ftood for any Place: my Wit . 
Thinks it felf nought, though the fhould value it. 
I am no States-man . 
For Bawdry,,’tis her Language, and not mine. 
Fartheft lam from the Idolatry | 
To Stuffs and Laces, thof: my man can buy. 
Ang cruft her I would feaft, chat hath forfwore 
In Contra& twice, what can fhe perjure more ? 
Indeed, her.Drefling fome Man mighe delight, 
Her Face there’s none can like by Candle-light. 
Not he, that fhould the Body have, for Cafe 
To his poor Inftrument, now out of grace. _ 


and much lefs Divine 


Shall 


Shall I advife thee Pucel ? fteal away 


From Court, while yet t ! 
The Wits will leave you, if they once perceive 
You cling to Lords, and Lords, 
For Sermoneers : of which now one, 
They fay you weekly invite with Fits o° ch’ 

And pradtife for a Miracle ; take heed 
854 This Age would lend no Faith to Dorre 
Or if it would, the Coure 


now other, 
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hy Fame hath fome fimall day 5 
if them you leave’ 
Mother, 


Ps Deed ; 7: 
is the worlt Place, eC 


°Tisa brave Caufe of joy, let ic-be known, | 
For ‘twere a narrow gladnefs, kept thine own. 
Give me a deep-crown’d-Bowl, that I may fing 
In raifing him the Wifdom of my King. 


A Poem fent me by Sir William Burlafe. 
| The Painter to the Poet. 


2 . ‘O paint thy Worth, if rightly I did know ie 
Both for the Mothers, and the Babes of graces~~ <4% P ee ee it, 
Ror there the Wicked ‘nthe Chairof fcorn, yy: Tad were but Painter a gal = ae Zz 


Will call’t a Baftard, when a Prophet's born. — 
An Epigram, | 

To the Honour'd----Counte/s of-~-~ 

He Wifdom Madam of your private Life, 


- 


But in this skill, m’ unskilful Pen will tire, .. 

Thou, and thy worth, will ftill be found far higher ; 
And I a Lier. 

Then, what 2 Painter’s here ? or what an eater 

Of great Attempts! when as hisskil’s no greater, 
And he a Cheater? — 

Then what a Poet’s here! whom, by Confeffion 


” Where with this while you live a widowed Wife, re. Wi ; 
And the right ways you take unto the right, _ Of all with me, to paint without Digreflion 
To conquer Rumour, Ss on Spight ; There’s no.Expreflion. 
Not only thunning by your ac, todo : 
Ought that isill, bue the fufpicion too, My Anfwer. at = 


Is of fo brave Example, as he were | 

No Friend to Vertue, could be filent here. 
The rather when the Vices of the Time - 

Are grown fo Fruitful, and falfe Pleafures climb 
By all oblique Degrees, that killing height 

From whence ¢t 

weight. - 

And though all Praife bring nothing to your Name, 

Who (herein ftudying 
Are in your felf rewarded ; yet’t will be - 

A chearful Work to all good Eyes, to fee 
Among the daily Ruins that fall foul, 

Of State, of Fame, of Body, and of Soul, 
So great a Vertue ftand upright to view, | 

As makes Penelope’s old Fable true, 
Whilft your U/igés hath tance leave to go, 


hey fall, caft down with their own 


Confcience, and not Fame) 


The Poet to the Paifter. gfe 
Hy ? though I feem 

But there are Lines, wherewith I might b’ embrac’d. 

Tis true, as my Wotnb fwells, fo my Back ftoops, 


And the whole Lump grows round, deform’d, and droops, 
But yet che Tun at Heidelberg had Hoops. —— 


You were not tied, by any Painter’s Law 
| To fquare my Circle, I confefs, but draw 
My Superficies: that was all you faw. 


Which if in compafé of no Art it came 
To be defcribed by a, Monogram 


i limes Manners and Men to know. : 4 ) 
Fev tige. Sa eee Bae entertain, : With one great blet, yo’ had form’d me as Iam. 
°s Wit, for her, could fain ; : | 

ago pent page soll but a 7 -But whilft you curioys were to have it be 

And when you want thofe Friends, or near in Blood, An Archetype, all the World to fee, 
Or your Allies, you make your ee Friends, You made it a brave Piece, but not like me. 

And ftudy chem unto the nobleft Ends, O. h | 

. : ad Inow your manner, maftry, mighe 

Searching for Knowledge, and to keep your Mind You Dower of hailing: Shs ae Air, ie Sp 


The fame it was infpir’d, rich, and refin’d. 
Thefe Graces, when the reft of Ladies view 
Not boafted in your Life, but praétis’d true, ~ 
As they are hard, for them to make their own, 
So are they. profitable co be known: 
For when they find fo many meet in one, 
It will be thame wi them, if they have none. 


Bf) pain 


/ iin 


BS H Ail happy Geniss of this ancient Pile! 
How comes it all things fo about thee fmile? 

_ The Fire, ‘the Wine, the Men! and in the midft, . 
Thou ftand’ft asif fome Myftery thou did’ft : 
Pardon, I read it in.thy Face, theday 
For whofe recurns, and many, all thefe pray ; 
And fodoL | This is the Sixtieth year 
Since Bacon, and thy Lord was born, and heres 
Son to the grave wile Keeper of the Seal, 

Fame and Foundation of the Eaglifh Weal. 
What then his Father was, thar fince is he, 

_ Now with ‘a Tice more co the Degree; 
England’s High-Chancellor : the deftin’d Heir 

‘In his fofe Cradle to his Father’s Chair, 

- Whofe even Thred the Fates fpin round and full, 
Oat of their choiceft and their whiteft Wooll. 


Yay he Lowen, 


Lord Bacon's Birthdays). 


right, 
How I would draw, and take hold and delight. . ” 
But, you are he can paint; I can but write: 
A Poet hath no more but black and white, » 
Ne knows he flatt’ring Colours, or falfe Lighe. 


Yet when of Friendfhip I would draw the Face 

A letter’d Mind, and a large Heart would place 
To all Pofterity 5 I will write Burle/e. 

'4n Epigram. 

To Witisam Earlof Newcaftle. 

Wee firft, my Lord, I faw you back your Horfe, 

Provoke his Metal, and command his Fores 

To all the ufesof the Field and Race, - 


Me choughe I read the ancient Art of Thrace, 
And faw a Centauré, palit thofe Tales of Greece, 


~ 
ef 


You fhew’d like Perfems upon Pega/as ; 

| Or Cafor mounted on his Cybern 

Or what we hear our home-born Legend tell, 
Of bold Sir Bevs and his Arundel : 

ae a your Seat his Beauties did endorfe, 


an to wifh my. felf a Horfe: 
/ 8 2 < “aut 
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W of_a prodig ious watt, Vez 
I am not fo voluminous, and vait, 


Wan “ne 
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So feem’d your Horfe; and you both of a Piece !~“ a 
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And furely had I buc-your Stable feen - 
Before: I think my. Wifk abfolv’d had been. 
For never faw I yetvhe Mufesdwell, | 
Nor any of their Houfhold half fo well. 
So well! as when I faw the Floor and Room, 

J look’d for Fercales to he the Groom : | 


$8 And crid, away, withthe Cefarian Bread, - 


At thefe Immortal Mangers Virgil fed.” 


Epiftle to Mr. Anruus. Souk 


Am to dine, Friend, where I muft be weigh’d 
Fora juft Wager, and that Wager paid | 


If Ido lofe ic: And, without a Tale | 


A Merchant's Wife is Regent of the Scale. a 
Who when fhe heard the Match, concluded ftreight, 

An ill Commogicy °T muft make good weight: 
So that upon the Point, my Corporal fear _ 

Is, the will Play Dame Juftice, too fevere ; 
And hold me to it clofe ; to ftand upright 

Within the Balance; and not want a Mite ; 
advantage to be fonnd 
ftone ; of which I Jack two Pound : 


3, ae Full cwenty 
ff dof Thar fixin Silver ; now within the Socket 
al 


We 


Stinketh my Credit, if into the Pocket 


wl Ie Ir do not come: One Piece I havein ftore, | : 
vedeflnt 


ged 


| hs " ‘& Sleep in a Virgins Bofom withbus fear, — 


Lend me, dear Arthur, for a Week five more,. ' 


And you fhall make me good, in Weight, and Fafhion, 


And then tobe return’d; or Proteftation 
To goout after— till when cake this Letter 
: For your fecurity. Ican no better. 


fool Malan N Burces. 


World God, my Burges, Ecould think 
Thoughts worthy ot thy Gift, this Ink, 
Then wouldI promife here to give ~ 

Verfe, chat fhould thee, and me out-live. 

But fince the Wine hath fteep’d my Brain, 

I only can the Paper ftain ; . | 

Yet with a Dye, that fears no Moth, 


But Scarlet-like out-lafts the Cloth. Sreaad 


__ Epiftle to-my Lady Govenn 


e-'. ae ion oe : : . . ner Wer 
"4 Ou won net: Verfes, Madam, yen wen me, 'j - 


When you would play fo nobly, and fo free. 
-  - | Like a rung Bear, er Swine : grunting out Wit, 


A Rook to a’ few Eines : but, it- was fit 
You won thém too, your odds did merit it, | 
So have you. gain’d-a Servant, anda-Mufe: . -. 
The firft of which I fear, you will refufe ; 
And you-may- juftly, being a tardy cold,i = 
Unprofitable-Chattel, fac andold, - «| 
Laden with Belly, and doth: hardly approach 


His Friends, but to break Chairs, or crack a Coach. | 


His weight is ewenty Seane witlin two Pound ; 
And that’s made up as doth'th’ Purfe abound. _ 
Marry the Mufe is-one, cantreadthe Arr, .  & 
. And ftroke the Water, nimble, chaft, and fair ; 


Riun allthe Rounds in a-foft Ladies Ear,. 
Widow or Wife, without the jealoufic. 

Of either Suitor, of a Servant by. . 
Such, (if her Mannets like you.) Ido fend: 

And can for orhex. Graces her commend, — 
To make you merry:on the Dreffing-ftaol . 

A Mornings, and atAfternaons to, Fool 
Away ill Company, and help in Rhime, 

Your Foan to pats her melancholy. time. 
By this, although you fancy not.ths Man 
Accept his Mufe ; and tell, Lknow you can: _ 


é 


~Dader-moods, 


_. -| This were aSpectacle! A fight to draw 


How many Verfes, Madam, are your due! 
I can lofe none in rendring thefg to you, 

J gain, in having leave to keep my Day, s 
And fhould grow rich, had J much moe to pay. 


To Majfter Joun Buregs. 


Fee Burges, b ¢ 
. Neceflity urges Vien 
My woful Cry, oh wo Z pope 
To Sir Robert Pies4OLF 
And that he will venter u/! oy ~ Af 
To fend my Debenter, A 
Tell him his Bes. * 
Knew che time, wher 
He lov’d the Mufes; 
Though now he refufes,, 
‘To take Apprehenfion 
Of a years Penfion, 
And more is behind : 
Puthimin mind 
Chrifimas is near; | 
And neithergood Chear, = 
Mirth, Fooling, nor Wit, 
Nor any leaft Fic | 
“Of Gambol or Sport _ 
Will come at the Court,' 
If there be no Money, | 
No Plover, or Coney — 
Will come to the Table, 
Or Wine ta enable 
The Mufe, or the Poet, 
N The cfoshan will know it. : 
or any quick-warming-pan help him tq Be 
If the Checker be empty, {0 will be his a 


Epigram, to my Book/eller, 


od « 


; mk Hou, Friend, wilt hear all Cenfures; ‘unto thee — 


_ All Mouths are open, and all Seomachs free ; 
Be thou my Books Intelligencer, note’ | 
‘What each Man fays of it, and of what Coat 


| His Judgment is ; If he be wife, and praife, 


Thank him : if other, he can give no Bays. 
If his ‘Wit reach no higher, but to {pring 
Thy Wifea fitof laughter ; a Cramp-ring 


..| Will be reward enough : to wear like thofe, 


That hang their richeft Jewels’ their Note ; 


Asif chat Part lay for a[ | moft fit! 
If they go.on, and that thou lov’fta-life 
Their perfum’d Judgments, let them kifs chy Wife. 
4a Epigram. 
To Wrrritam Earl of Newcaftle. 


Thy talk of Fencing, and the ufeof Arms, | 
: The Art of urging, and avoiding harms,” 


_ ; | The Noble'Science, and the maftring skill 


Of making juft Approaches how to kill : 


| | Tohit in Angels, and toclath with times 


As all defence, or offence were a chime! . 
Ihate futh meafurd, give me metall’d Fire ane 
That trembles in the blaze, but (then) mounts higher! 


_-~ 


| 41 A quick, and dazling motion! when a Pair 


Of Bodies, meet like rarified Air ! | | 
Their Weapons (hot out, with that flame and force, 250 
As they out-did the Lightning in che Courfe i ) 


Wonder to Valour! No, it isthe Law as 


e@ 


£bo 


Onder-moods. 


Of daring, not to doa Wrong, is true 
Valour! to flight it, being done to you! 

To know the Heads of Danger! where’ tisfic 
To bend, to break, provoke, or fiffer it! 

Allthis (my Lord) is Valour! This is yours! © 
And was your Fathers! All your Anceftors ! 

Who durtft live great, ‘mongft all the Colds and Heats 
Of Humane Life! as allthe Frofts and Sweats 

Of Fortune! when, or Death appear’d, or Bands! 
And valiant were, with, or without their Hands. 


e 


An Epitaph on Henny L. Law , RE, 

duff i hy POY 
« le 7 

F, Pallcecen thou ut read : i aa 


: Se 

Stay, drop a Tear tor him that’s dead, 7”-~ 

Henry, ce brave young Lord Le-ware, Ved £6 1S 

Minerva's and the Mufes Care! »» 276 28, 25% 

What could their Care do ’gainft che Spight .. 4” 

Of a Difeafe, that lov'd no light 4 

Of Honour, nor no air of Good ? 

But crept like Darknefs through his Blood ? 

Offended with the dazling flame 

Of Vertue, got above his Name ? 

No noble Furniture of Parts, 

No love of Aion, and high Arts. 

Noaim at Glory, or in War, 

Ambition to become a Star, 

Could {top the Malice of this ill, 

That {pread his Body o’er, to kill : 

And only his great Soul envy’d, — 

Becaufe it durft have noblier dy'd. Zt 
peop ts cage. Wc 0 GES Tg, 

An Episy AI ea | 
Lo lle Od Keyser ti : hig? Pd CxOM yf 


o hay you have feen the Pride, beheld the Sport, 
And all the Games of Fortune, plaid at Court ; 
View’d there the Market, read the wretched rate 
At which there are, would fell che Prince and State: 
That {carce you hear a publick Voice alive, 
But whifper’d Counfels, and thofe only thrive ; 
Yee are got off thence, with clear Mind and Hands | 
To lift to Heaven: who is’t not underftands =.” 
Your Happinefs, and doth not {peak you bleft, 
To fee you fet apart, thus, from the reft, 
T’ obtain of God, what all the Land (hould ask ? 
A Nation’s Sin got pardon’d! “twere a Task 
Fit for a Bifhops Knees! O bow them oft, 
My Lord, till fele grief make our ftone-hearts foft, 
And we do weep, to water, for our fin. 
He, that in fuch a flood, as we arein 
Of Riot, and Confumption knows the way, 
To teach the people how to faft, and pray, 
And do their Penance, to avert God’s Rod, 


f 
He is the Man, and Favorite of God. 


An Epigram 


To K. Cuartes, for an Hundred Pounds 
He fent me in my Sickne[s, 1629. 


Reat CHARLES, among the holy Gifts of Grace 
Annexed to thy Perfon, and thy place, 
"Tis not enough (thy Piety is fuch) 
To cure the call’d Kings Evil with thy touch ; 
But thou wilt yet a Kinglier Maftry cry, 
’ To cure the Poets Evil, Poverty : 


bouts 


e e 
oJ 46 MH, 


jmeor 


‘And long in changing. Let our Nephews fee 


fox 29, bh, Lk AC) 
Rein Batt ab 
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ay A yeop 


And, in thefe Cures, do’ft fo thy felf enlarges yf 


As thou doft cure our Evil at thy charge. : Cat ES, 
Nay, and in this, thou fhow’ft to value eee ae , i 
One Poer, than of other folk Ten Score. 4 eer? oa 
O Piety! foto weigh the Poors Effates! ~~; Goh fof hs 
ae Bounty! .fo to difference the rates! ~Z.+07*< , 72a 
at can the Poet with his King may do LS /Qyo6 
But that ke cure the People Evil too ? | °F - a a. f 


To King CHARLES, and Quen Mary, 
For the Lofs of their Fir/t-born, 


An Epigram Confolatory, 16209. 


VV He dares deny, that all firft-Fruits are due 
To God, denies the God-head to be true: 
Who donbts, thofe Fruits God can with Gain reftore, 
Doth by his doubr, diftruft his Promife more. 
He can, he will, and wich large Int’reft pay, 
What (at his liking) he will cake away. | 
Then Royal CHARLES and MARY, donot.gcutch 
That the Almighty’s Will to you is fuch: | 
But thank his Greatnefs, and his Goodnefs too; . 
And think all ftill che beft chat he will do. 
That thought fhall make,. he will chis lofs fupply 
Wich a long, large, and bleft Pofterity ! 
For God, whofe Effence is fo infinite, | 
. Cannot but heap that Grace he will requite. 


An Epigram, 


To our Great and Good King Cuarres, 
On his Anniverfary-Day, 1629. 


H’ happy were the Subject! if he knew, 
‘Moft pious King, but his own good in you ! 
How many times, Live long, CHARLES, would he fay, 
If he but weigh’d the Bleflings of this Day ? 
And as it turns our joyful Year abour, 
For Safety of fuch Majefty cry out? 
Indeed, when had Great Britain greater Caufe 
Than now, to love the Soveraign and the Laws? 
When you that reign, are her Example grown, 
And what are Bounds to her, you make your own ? 
When yonr affiduous pradice doth fecure 
That Faith, which the profeffech to be pure ? 
When all your Life’s a Prefident of Days, 
And murmur cannot quarrel at your ways ? 
How is the barren grownof Love! or broke! 
That nothing can her Gratitude provoke! 
O Times! O Manners ! Surfeit bred of Bafe, 
The truly Epidemical Difeafe ! | 
Tis not alonethe Merchant, but the Clown, 
Is Bank-rupt turn’d! the Caflock, Cloak, and Gown, 
Are loft upon accompt , and none will know, 
"Haw much to Heaven forthee, great CH ARLES, 


they owe ! | 
_ Lave Zev of, 
An Epigram on the Prince's Birth, 16 30./ re Ang-f 
Nd art thou born, brave Babe? Bleft be thy Birth, | 


That fo hath Crown’d our Hopes, our Spring, 
and Earth 


The Bed of the chafte Lily, and the Rofe ! 


Wat Month than May was fitter co difclofe 
This Prince of Flowers ? Soon fhoot chouup, and grew 
The fame that thou art promis‘, but be flow, 
Thee, quickly the Gardens Eye to be, ee 
Dddd And 
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And there co ftand fo. Wafte, now envious Moon, 
And interpofe thy fel (care not how foon.) 


And threat’ the great Eclipfe. Two Honrs bat run, 
Sol willre-fhine. If nor, CHARLES hath a Son. 


——_——— Non difplicuiffe meret ur 
Fefhinat Calor qui placuiffe t1bi. 


An Epigram to the Queen, then lying in, 1630. 


HH” Mary, full of Grace, it onde was faid, 
And by an Angel, to the bleffed’ft Maid, 
The Mother of our Lord: Why may not I 
(Without profanenefs) yee, a Poet, cry, 
Hail Mary, full of Honours, to my Queen, 
The Mother of our Prince? When was there feen 
(Except the Joy that the firft Mary broughe, 
Whereby the Safety of Mankind ‘was wrought) 
So general a Gladnefs co an Ifle ! 3 - 
To make the Hearts of a whole Nation {mile, 
Asin this Prince? Let it be lawful, fo 7 
-  Tocompare fmall with great, as ftill we owe 
- “Glory to God. Then, Hail to ‘Mary ! Spring 
OF fo much Safety to che Realm, and King. 


An Ode, or Song, by all the Mufes. 


In Celebration of herrMajefties Birthday. }. 


1630. 


1. Cho. P, Publick Foy, remember 
U This Sixteenth of November, 
Some brave un- common way : 
And though the Parifh-Steeple 
Be filent, to the People 


Ring thou it ee rch ” i: gg * 


2. Mel. What though the thrifty Tower, AS 
And Guns there, {pare to pour 
Their Noifes forth in Thunder : 
As fearful to awake 
This City, or to (hake 
Their guarded Gates afunder 2 
3. Thal. Ye, let our Trumpets found; 
And cleave both Air and Ground, 
With beating of our Drums : 
Let every Lyre be ftrong, 
Harp, Lute, Theorbo {prung, 
With touch of dainty Thums ! 
4. Eut. That when the Quire is full, 
_ The Harmony may pull 
__ The Angels from their Sphears : 
And each Intelligence 
May wifh st ef a Senfe ; 
Whilft it the Ditty bears. 
5.Terp. Bebold the Royal Mary, ” 
The Daughter of Great Harry! 
And Sifter to Fut Lewis! 
¥b( Comes in the Pomp and Glory 
Of all ber Brother’s Story, 
And of ber Father's Prowefs ! 
6.Erat. She hows fo far above. 
The feigned Queen of Love, 
This Sea-girt Ifle upon : 
As bere no Venus were; 
But that {he reigning here. 
Had got the on on! 
7.Call. See, (ee our aétive King 
Hath taken tovice the Rin 


dre Meg pr ot dehaign papal 


Onder-woods. 


Upon bss pointed Lance : 
Wilf all the ravifh’d Reut — 
Do mingle in a Sheut, | 
Hey! for the Flower of Prance! 
8.Ura. This day the Court doth meafure 
Her Foy in State and Pleafure ; ° 
And with a Reverend Fear, : 


* The Revels, and the Play, 


Sum up this Crowned Day, 
Her two and twents th Year ! 
9.Poly. Sweet! happy Mary! AL 
The People ber do call! — 
And this the Womb Divine! 
So fruitful, and fo fair, 
Harb bronght the Land an Heir ! 
And CHARLES a Caroline. 


An Epigram. 
To the Floufhold. 16306. 


Wi can the Caufe be, when the K. hath given 
His Poet Sack, the Houfhold will not pay ? 
Are they fo fcanted in their ftore ? or driven 
For want of knowing the Poet, to fay himnay? 
Well, they thould know him, would the K. but grane 
His Poet leave to fing his Houfhold true ; | 
He’ld frame fiich Ditties of cheir Store, and Want, — 
Would make the very Green-Cloth to took blue : 
And rather with, in cheir Expence of Sack, 
So, the allowance from the King to ufe, 
As the old Bard, thould no Canary lack, 
°T were better {pare a But, than fpitt his A4u/e. 


) 


For in the Genius of a Poet's Verfe, 


The King’s Famelives. Go now, deny his Zierce. 362 
Fpigram. 
To a Friend, and Son. 


On, and my Friend, I had not call’d you fo 
To me; or been the fame to you, if Show, 

Profie, or Chance had made us: But I know 

What, by chat Name, we each to other owe, 
Freedom and Truth ; with love from thofe begot. 

Wite-crafts, on which the Flatterer ventures not. 
His is more fafe Commodity, or none: * 

Nor dares he come in thé comparifon. 
But as the wretched Painter, who fo ill 

Painted a Dog, that now his fubrler Skill 
Was, t’ have a Boy ftand wich a Club, and fright _ 

All live Dogs from the Lane, and hisShop’s fight, * 
Till he had fold his Piece, drawn fo unlike: 

So doth the Flatt’rer with fair Canning ftrike 
At a Friend’s Freedom, proves all circling means 

To keep him off; and howfoe’er he gleans 
Some of his Forms, he lets him not come near 

Where he would fix, for che Diftin@ions fear, 
For as at diftance, few have Faculty 

To judge : So all Men coming near, can {py, 
Though now of Flattery, as of Pi@ureare — 

More fubtle Works, and finer Pieces far, 
Than knew the former Ages: yetto Life © 

All is but Web, and Painting ; be the ftrife 
Never fo great co get them : and the ends, | 
Rather to boaft rich Hangings, than rare Friends. 


Te 


e 


- @ 
ee eee ee ee, ee ee et ee ee eee, oe, oe | 


T the Immortal Memory, and Friend {hip 
Noble Pair, Sir Lucius Cary, 
H. Morison. 7 | 


The Turn. 


| te Rave Infant of Sagustum, clear 
; B Thy coming forth in chat great year, - 
When the prodigious Hannibal did Crown 
His Rage; with razing your Immértal Town. ~~ 
Thou, looking. chen about, © =  ~=—--- 
Ere thou wert half got out, 
Wife Child, did’ft haftily return, 
And mad’ft chy Mothets Womb chine Urn. 
‘ How f{urnmid a Circle didft thou leave Mankind 
Of deepeft Lore, could we the Ceneer find ! 


The Counter-Turne 


Did wifer Nature draw thee back, 
From out the Horror of that Sack ; a a 
Where Shame, Faith, Honour, and regard of Right 
Lay trampled on; the Deeds of Death, and Night, 
Urg’d, hurried forth, and horl’d | 
Upon th’ affrighted World : 

37 Sword, Fire, and Famine, with fell Fury met ; 
And all on utmoft Ruin fet : 
As, could they but Lifes Miferies fore-fee,. 
No doubt all Infants would return like thee? 


The Stand. 


For, what is Life, if meafur’d by the {pace, 
- Not by the act? . 
Or masked Man, if valu’d by his Face, 


8% ¥ere’s one out-liv’d his Peers, Rift Cank, A, Pecnatt 

And cold forch fourfcore years? «-* «7 Ly pe 43 1p 
He vexed time, and bufied the whole Stites Fane e. Fy. 
Troubled both Epes and Friends ; | 

. Bur ever to no ends : _ - 
What did this Stirrer; but die late ¢ 
How well at Twenty had he faln, or ftood ! 
For three of his fourfcore, he did no good. 


Above his Fa& ? , 


The Ture. | ° 


He entred well by Vertuous Parts, 

Got up and thriv'd wich Honeft Arts : 
He purchas’d Friends, and Fame, and Honours then, 
And had his noble Namé advanc’d with Men : 

But weary of that flight, . | | 

He ftoop’d in all Mens fighe 

To fordid Hatteries, acts of Strife, 

And funk in that dead Sea of Life ., 

So deep, as he did then Death's Waters fup : 

But that che Cork of Title buoyd him up. 


‘The Counter-Turn. 
Alas, but Aforifon fell young : Aue Art eae aa 
He never fell, chou fall'ft, my Tongue.?7, wailae Ce 
_ He ftood a Soldier to the laft right end, hs ss 
_. A perfe@ Patriot, and a noble Friend ; ~~" Le 
Bue moft a vertuous Son. gs 
All Offices were done. 
By him, fo ample, full, and round, 
In weight, in meafure, number, foun 
Asthough his age imperfe& might appear, 
_ His Life was of Humanity the Sphere. 


Under-woods. 


of that 


and Sir | Go now, and tell our Days fumm’d up with Fears, 


A Lily of 2 Day, 


4} You lik’d, chen after, to appl 
| : Ddad 2 
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The Stand. : 


ser bee them Years : 

roduce thy Mafs of Mifert 

To {well thine Age : oe ‘ 
Repeat of things athrong, — Me 

To thew thou haft been long .° 7 ‘ 
Not liv’d ; for Life doth her great actions fpell, 
By what wasdone and wrought 

In feafon, and fo brought a 

To light: her meafures are, how well | 
Each Syllable anfwer’d, and was form’d ; how fair 
Thefe make the Lines of Life, and that’s her air. 


The Turn. 


It is not growing like'a Tree 

In bulk, doth oe Man better be ; ; 
Or ftanding long an Oak, three hundred year 

To fall a log, at laft, dry, bold, and fear: . S72 
Is fairer far, in May, -_ 
Although it fall, and die that Night;* 

It. was the Plant, and Fower of Light. 

In {mali proportions, we juft Beauties fee : 
And in thort meafures, Life may perfect be. 


The Counter-Turn. 


Call, Noble Luciw, thch for Wine, 3 9 
And let thy Looks with gladnef thine : f 
Accept this Garland, plage it on thy Head, 2 
And think, nay know, thy Aéorifon’s not dead. 
He leap‘d the prefent age, 

Poffeft wich Holy Rage, : 
To fee that bright Erernal Day : | i “4 


| Of which we Prief#s, and Poets fay 


Such truths, as we expect for happy Men 
Arid there he lives wich Meniocy aad Ben. 


The Stand. | 


Fobnf{cn, who fung this of him, 

Himéelf eh a on 
Or tafte a part of that full Joy he meant — 
To have expreit, : 


Tin this bright 4ferifor: 


Where it were Friendthip’s Schifm, , 
(Were not his Lucias long with us to tarry) 

To feparate thefe Twi- | : 
Lights, the Diofcurs; . | 
And. keep the one half from his Harry. 


| But Fate doth fo alternate the Defign 


Whilft chat in Heaven, this Light on Earth muft fhine. 
| ‘The Turn, | . 
And fhine as you exalted are ; 


‘| Two Names of Friendthip, but one Star; 
1 Of Heartsthe Union. And thofe not by chance 


Made, or Indenture, or Leas’d out ¢’ advance 

The Profits for a time. 

No Pleafures vain did chime, _ 

Of Rhimes, or Riots, at your Featts, 

Orgies of Drink, or feign’d Protetts : 

But fimple love of Greatnefs, and of Good ; : 
That knits brave Minds, and Manners, more than Blood. 


| The Counter-Turn. 
This made you firft to know the Why 
‘That 


(age a SEL I eh 


OUnder-woods. 


That liking ; and appA@™ith fo one the torher, 
Till either grew a Portion of the other: 
Each ftiled by his end, 

The Copy of his Friend. 

You liv’d to be the great Surnames, 

And Titles, by which all made Claims 

Unto the Vertue. Nothing perfe@ done, 
But as 2 Cary, of a Morison. 


At Bonefires, Rockets, Fire-Works, withthe Shouts 
Thag cry chat gladnefs,which their Hearts would pray, 
-Had they but Grace, of thinking, at chefe Ronts, 
On th’ eften cpming of this Holy-day: . 
And ever clofe the Burden of the Song, 
Still co have fuch a Charles, but this Charles long. 


The With is great; but where the Prince is fuch, 
What Prayers (People) can you think too much! 
The Stand, | | : 


On the Right Honourable and Vertuous Lord - 
WESTON, Lord High Treaferer of Eng- 
land, spon the Day He was made Earl of Porte 


. land, Feb. 17. 1632.. 
ee Pee dadofifiey Jr. 


To the Exviows. 


Ook up, thou Seed of Envy, and ftill bring 
Thy faint, and narrow Eyes, to read the King 

In his great Actions : view whom his large Hand, 

Hath rais’d to bethe Port unto his Land ! . 
WESTON! that waking Man! that Eye of State ! 

Who feldom fleeps! whom bad Men only hate! 
Why dolirritace, or ftir up thee, _ 
._ Thou fluggith Spawn, that canft, but wile not fee! 
Feed on thy felf for fpight, and thew thy Kind: 

To Vertue and true Worth, be ever blind. 
Dream thou could’ft hurt ir,, but before thou wake, 

T effe& it: Feel, thou’aft made thine own Heart ake. 


To the Right Honourable Hterome, Lord Wefton, 


And fuch a force the fair Example had, 

As they that faw 

The good, and durft not pra&ice it, were glad 
That fuch a Law. 7 

Was lefe yet to Mankind ; 

Where they might read, and find 

Friend{hip, indeed, was written, not in words : 
And with the Heart, not,Pen, - 

Of Two fo early Men, 

Whofe Lines her Rolls were, and Records. 
Who, ere the firft down-bloomed on the Chin, | 
Had fow’d thefe Fruits, and got the Harveft in. 


To the Right Honourable the Lord High Treafurer 
_ > of England. 7.4.4 Gdtdy 


An Epiftle Mendicant. 1 631. 


@ My Lorp, é 
Px wretched States, preft by Extremities, — 


Are fain co feek for Succouss and Supplies 
Of Princes Aids, or good Mens Charities. 


'  Difeafe, the Enemy, and his Ingineers, _ : 
«Want, wich the reft of his conceal’d Compeers, _ 
Have caft a Trench about me, now five years ; | 


3 elke Wes nee Reds hooey 
For his Return from his Embafly, 163 2. 


SG’ Pleafitre as the teeming Earth, 
Ea a mm eafie Natures Bath, 
en fhe puts forth the Life of ev'ry thing : 
And in a dew of fweetes} ail i - 
She lies delsver’d without pain, 


Of the prime Beauty of the Year, the Spring. 


And made thofe ftrong approaches by Falfe Braies, - 
Reduitts, Half-Moons, Horn-Works, andfduch clofe ways, 
The Mu/fe not peeps out, one of Hundred Days. 


But lies block’d up, and ftreightned, narrow’d in, 


- Fix’d to the Bed, and Boards, unlike to win The Rivers in their Sheres do run, 
Health, or {carce Breath, as fhe had never bin. «| The Clouds rack clear before the Sun, 
| s § 7 The rudeft Winds obey the calmeft Air : aa 
Unlefs fome faving: Honour of the Crown, Rare Plants from ary Bank do rife : 
Dare think if, to relieve, no lefs Renown, And ev'ry Plant the Senfe furprize, | 
A Bed-rid Wit, than a befeged Town. : Becaufe the Order of the whole « fair! 


; nt very Verdure of ber Neft, 
ee ew See eresn. fhe fas fo richly dueS, ; 

To the King. On bis Birth day, Nov.ng. 063 2.] 7 ary pc weeb ot Ceclee” there svat foread 

‘Doth fhow, the Graces, and the Hours 

Have multiplid their Arts and Powers, i 

a . _ In making foft ber Arcmatick Bed. . 

Ts ig King Charles his Day. Speak ie, thou Toawer, | Such Foys, ae Sweets. doth your Return | 


An Epigram Anmiverf. ary. 


Unto the Ships, and they trom Ter to Tier, Bring all your Friends, (fair Lord).t 
Difcharge it bout de Ifland, in an Hour, . | sh ea to bear pA gir awl 
- As loud as Thunder, and as {wift as Fire. The bus'nefs of your blooming Wit, 
Lee Ireland racet it out at Sea, half way, ., [With ell the Fruit hall. follow it, | 
Repeating all Great Britain's Joy, and more, Both to the Honour of ibe King and State. . 
Adding her own glad accents to this Day, O how willthen our Court be pleas’.’, 
Like Echo playing from the other Shore. To fee great Charles of Travail eas'dy 
What Drums, or hs wide or great Ordnance can, Whgn be bebolds aGraft of bse cwn Hand, 
The Poetry of Steeples, with che Bells, — | Shoor up an Olive fruitful, fair, 
Three Kingdoms Mirth, in Light, and aéry Man, To be a Shadow to by Heir, | 
| + Made lighter with the Wine. All Noifeselfe, dnd both a Strength, and Beauty to bss Land! 


EPITHA- 


EPITHALAMION: 


OR A 


S$ O- 


CELEBRATING 


The Na PTIALS of that Noble Gentleman, Mr. 1 ee Weston: 


Son and Heir of the Lord Weston, Lord High "Treafurer of England, with the Lady 

Frances Stuart, Daughter of Esme, D. of Lenox, deceafed, and Sifter . 

of Oe Surviving Duke of the fame Name, @.. nn DIF a3 FaP Land i wet FS 
liar 


| : _ ') Hark how. the Bells upon the Waters play 
EPITHALAM To N, Their Sifter-tunes, from 7éames his afise fide, 
P | _— the oe —— d = ie Br 
ae th’ es,of the Brid 
Hough thou haft paft thy Summer ftdnding, }. ae Lady Froeces, s eft ae 
flay _ Above the reft 
A while with ts, bright Sun, and help our OF all the Maidens fair; ~ 
- Light : In graceful Ornament of Garland, pm and Hats. 
Thou canft not meet more Glory on the way, 
Between thy Tropicks, to arreft thy fight, 


See how the paceth forth in Virgin-whiee, 
Than thon fhalt fee to day : Like what fhe is, the Daughter of a — 
We woo thee, ftay, And Sifter: darting forth a dazling ligh 
: And fee, what can be féen, On all that come her Simplefs to nt 
The Bounty of a King, = | Beauty of his Queen ! Her trefles trim her back, 
As fhe did lack . 

See, the Proceffion ! wae a Holy Day Nought of a Maiden Queen, 
(Bearing the promife of fome better Fate) With Modefty fo crown’d, and "Adoration feen. 
Hath filled, with Cacoches, all the way, 
From Grasswich, hither, to Row-bampton-Gate ! Stay, thou wilt fee what Rites the Virgins do! 

bi sae dhe ¥ear, at beft, | The choiceft Virgin-Troop of all the Land! . 
ike a Fea 3 


Porting the Enfigns of united Two, 
Or were Affairs in ‘tune, - 


Both C th her h di: | 
By all the Sphears confent, fo in the Heart of June? oth Crowns and Kingdoms in their eicher hand ; 


Whofe Mayefties appear, 
To make more clear 


What Beauty of Beauties, and bright Youth’s at charge | This Feaft, than canthe Day, 


Of Summers Liveries, and gladding Gregn ; 


h h thae rhoa, OSun, y ft 
ae ther —— = Brav'ries fo 7 large; panos nee iad y" 
* As they came all to fee, and co be feen! See how with Rofes, and with Lilies thine, 
When look’d the Earth fo ts : (Lillies and Rofés, Flowers of either Sex) “+ @ 
Or fo did thine, : The bright Brides paths, embellith’d more than thine 
In all her bloom and flower, — Wich light of — this Pair doth istertex! . 
To welcome home a Pair, and deck the Nop Stay, feelthe Virgins fow, : 
Bower? a) : Sitser fhe 7 ail go) 
I h 
Ie is the kindly Seafon of the time, ee ee 


(fay 
The Month of Youth, which calls all Creatures forth Onowteetath, Be a ssc iain ft 
To.do their Offices in Natures Chime, Wich what full hands, and in-how plenteous fhowers 
And celebrate (perfe&tion atthe worth) Have they bedew’d the Easth, where fhe doth tread, 
Marriage, the end of life, . As if her airy fteps did {pring the Flowers, 
That holy ftrifé, = And all the Ground were Garden where fhe led ! 
And the allowed War: 


Se he 
T hrough which not only we, but all our Species are. y megeoay all 


The Bridegroom meets the Bride 
With all the Pomp of Youth, and all our Coure — 


t 
‘we 


‘ 
’ 
° 
= = 
ine : e 
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574. 4 , Piudernads: 


Our Court, and all the Gtandees ; now, Sun, look, The Chapel empties, and thou may’ft be gone 

And looking with thy beft Inquiry, tell, | _ Now, Sun, and poft away the reft of day: 

In all.-thy age of Journals thou haft took, 7 Thefe ewo, now Holy Church hath madethem one, ~ 
Ga w'(t thou thar Pair, became thefe Rites fowell, Do long to make themfelves fo, another way: — 


There is a Feaft behind, 


_ Save the preceeding Two? Lens ee ewe 7. 
| i a 7 @ 7 To them of kind, 


Who, inall they do, 
Search, Sun, and thou wilt find : Which their glad Parents taught 
They are th’ exampled Pair, and Mirror of their Kind. | One to the other, long ere thefe to light were brought. 


Force from the Pheenix then, no Rarity Hafte, hafte, officious Sun, and fend them Night 
Of Sex, torobthe Creature; but from Man - Some Hours before it fhould, that thefemay know ° 
The King of Creatures; takehis Parity Allthat cheir Fathers, and their Mothiers might 
With Angels, Mufe, to fpeak thefe : Nothing can": OF Nuptial Sweets, at fuch a Seafon, owe, 
Iiluftrate thefe, but they - 5 oor Se To propagate their Names, | . ’ 
. Themfelvestoday, —_* io And keep their Fames a ; 
Who the whole A& exprefs ; bs _ Alive, which elfe would die ; 
All elfe we fee befide, are Shadows, and go lefs. For Fame keeps Vertue up, and ic Pofterity. 


Th’ Ignoble never liv’d, they were a-while 
Like Swine, or other Cartel here on Earth: 
Their Names are not recorded on the File . , 
Of Life, chat fall fo; Chriftians know their Birth 
Alone, and fuch a Race, ne 


It is their Grace, and Favour, that makesfeen,” { © 
And wonder at the Bounties of this day : 
- AllisaStory of the King and Queen! 
Aud what of Digntry, and Hanour may - 
. Redulydone tcothofe. - Mee Seee ee Ww 3 
"Whom they havechofe,’*" & pray may grace, . 
- Andfetthe Markupon, 305.00 Your fruitful {preading Vine, . | 
To give a greater Name, and Titleto! their own But dare not ask our With in Language fefcennine : 


W cfton, their Treafure, as their Treafurer, Yet, as we may, we will, with chafte defires, 


. That Mine of Wifdom, and of Counfels deep, (The Holy Perfumes of the Marriage-Bed) - 
«4 Great Say-Mafter of State, whocannot err, Be kept alive, thofe Swéet and Sacred Fires 
But doth his Carract, and juftStandard keep = | Of Love between you, and your Lovely-hiead: 
In all the prov’d affays, - ° oy That wher®you both are old, , 
| "a e. You find no cold = 


Pl eh d There ; but renewed, fay 
| k ) ? : ) 
amet pe Laws tolove the Crown. | (After the laft Child born:) This is our Wedding- 


Mens Loves unto the Laws, day 

And this well mov’d theJudgment of the King ~ a oe eae oe 
To pay with cor ot noble Son’ 4 «| Till you behold a Race to fill your Hall, 

- To day, the Father’s Service; who could bring A Richard, anda Hierome, by their Names - 
Him up, to do the fame hintfelf had done: _ . | Upona Thomas, or a Francis call ; | 
That far-all-feeing Eye a A Kate, a Frank, to honour their Grand-dames, 
Could foon efpy 7 And ’tween their Grandfires thighs, 
Like pretty Spies, 


What kind of waking Man F 


He had fo highly fet; += what Barbican. ere Peep forth a Gem; to fee 
e had fo highly fer ; giv en ak. ee jd How each one plays his part, of che large Pedigree. 


Standthere; for when a noble Natuse’s rais’d, “ . 


Ir brings Friends Joy, Foes Grief, Pofterity Fame And never may there want one of the Stem, ~ 
In him mr times, ae 1e8 chan Prince, are vrais’, To be a watchful Ser vant for this otate 5 
And by his Rife, in a@ive Men, his Name But like an Arm of Eminence mongft them, 
"Doth Emulation ftir; a Extend a reaching Vertue, early and late: 
Toth’dull,a Spur | Whilft the main Tree ftill found 


. Upright and found, | 
By this Sun’s Noonfted’s made 
So great ; his Body now alone projetts the thade. 


Sse now the Chapel opens ; where the King a 
* And Bifhop tay, at confummate the Rices: . | They both are flipp d to Bed; fhut faft the Door, 
The holy Prelate prays, then takes the Ring, = And let him freely gather Loves Firlt-Fraits, 
Asks firtt, Who’ gives her (I Cherles); ‘then he plights He’s Mafter of the Office; yet no more — 
in the others Hand, + Exacts than the 1s pleas dto pay: no Suits, 


It is: to th’ envious meant, * , 
A meer upbraiding Grief, and cort’ring punifhment. | 


| “"Whilft they both ftand - Serifes, Murmurs, or Delay, 
Hear; dth : Willlaft till Day: * - sae 
garing their Charge, ane thet Night, and the Sheets will thow, : 


fol ire cri ; and they return, Amen. : : 
The folemn Quire crics, Joy; and Cuey 6 Thedgpging Couple, all chat Elder Lovers know 


gy 
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O happy Bands! and thou more happy place, 
Which cothis ufe, wer’r buile and confecrate - | 
To have thy God to blefs, thy King to grace, | | : 
And thistheir chofen Bifhop celebrate ; : 2 
And knice the Nuptia¥. Knot, - —_ 
Which Time fhall nor, . = . 
Or canker’d Jealoufie, " : | The 
With all corroding arts, be able tountie: 


The Humble Petition of Poor Ben.’ 
To th beft of Monarchs, Mafters, ‘Min, 
'  * King CHARLES, ~ -. 


Doth moft humbly fhow it, 
To your Majefty, your Poet: 


Ts whereas your Royal Father = 
JAMES tbe bleffed, pleas'd the rather, . 
OF his {pecial Grace to Letters, a 
To makeallthe MUSES Debtors . . 
To his Bounty, by Excenfion - 
Of afree Poetick Penfion, 
A large Hundred Marks Annuity, 
Tobe given mein Gratuity 
For done Service, and to come : » 
And chat this fo accepted Sum, 
Or difpens’d in Books, or. Bread, 
(For with both'the M U'SE was fed) 
Hath drawn on me, frdm the times, 
Allthe Envy of the Rdimes, 
And the ratling Pie pat-noifs 
Of thelefs Poerick Boys, — 
When their Pot-Guns aim to hit, 
Wich cheir Pellets of {malt Wie, 7 8 
- Parts of me ( ar judg’d) decay’d, 
But we laft out, ftill unlay’d. ap 
Pleafe your MAefty to make - 
Of your Grace, for Goodnefs fake, Ho 
Thofe your Fathers Marks, your Poundsy /694 A 


Let their Spite (which now abounds) (“+7 «7 
Then go on, and do its worft; 4% rAd Panes 
This would all cheir Envy burft : “ ew Bip p> 


And fo warm the Poers Tongue 
You’ld read a Snake, in his next Song. | 


To the Right Honourable, the Lord Treafurer 
of England, 


S32 - 
_ o*¢ iin | 
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774 4,F to my Mind, great Lord, I had a State, 
I I would prefent you now with curious Plate | 
Of Noremberg, or Tarky: Hang your Rooms 
Not wich che Arras, but the Perjias Looms: 
I would, if Price, or Prayer could them get, 
Send in, what or Romano, Tintaret, 
Titian, or Raphael, Michael Angelo - 
Have left in Fame to equal, or out-go 
The Old Greek Hands in Pidture, or in Stone. 
This I would do, could know.Wefton, one 
Catch’d wich chefe Arts, wherein che Judge is wife, 
As far as Senfe, and only by the Eyes. 7 
But you, [know, my Lord; and know you can 
Difcern between a Statue anda Man: 
Can do the things that Scatues do deferve, 
And aé& the bufinefs, which they paint, or carve. 
What you have ftudied, are che arts of Life ; 
To compofe Men, and Manners; ftine che ftrife 
Of murmuring Subje&s; make the Nations know 
What Worlds of Bleflings to good Kings they owe : 
And mightieft Monarchs feel what large increafo 
OF Sweets, and Safeties, chey poffefs by Peace. 
Thefe I look up at with a reverend Eye, 
And ftrike Religion in the ftanders-by : 
Which though I cannor, as an Architeé, 
_In glorious Piles, or Pyramids ere& 
Unto your Honour : I can tune in Song 
Aloud-: and (happ’ly) ic may laft as long, . 


Und er-woods. 


'} For he doth love my Verfes, and will look 


“fpr f- 


‘ 
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To my MUSE, the Lady Dicsy, on.her 
Husband, Sir KeENELME Dicey...) 


if fae happy Mufe, thou know my Digby well, - 
Yet read him in thefelines :. He doch excel. 
In Hontur, Courtefie, and all the parts | 
_ Court can call hers, ar Man could call his Arts. . 
'’ Hes Prudent, Valiant, ‘Juft, and Temperate: _ 
In him all Vertue is beheld in State: 
And he is built like fome Imperial Room | 
For chat to dwell in; and be ftill at home. 
His Breaft is a brave Palace, a broad Street, Ls 
Where all Heroick ample Thoughts do meet: __ 
Where Nature fuch a large Survey hath ta’en, 
As other Souls, to his, dwele ina Lane: 
Witnefs his A@tion doné at Scanderone i’ 


Upon my Birth-day, the Eleventh of ‘Fane ; 27S 
When the Apoftle Berzaby the Bright Kinclud: 


Unto our year doth give the longeft light, “." 4 
In fign theSubje@, and the Song wil aceS 


live, _ Min, fOCEES: 
Which I have vow’d Pofterity to give. ~* ve “a ve Pa 


Go, Maufe, in, and falute him, Say he be 
Bufie, or frown at firft; when he fees thee, 
He will clear up his Forehead : think thou bringf 
Good Omen to him, in the Note chou fing’ft : 7 
£7 
Upon them, (riext to Spencer’snoble Book) ss — / 
And praife them too. O! what a Fame’t will be? 
What Reputation td my Lines, and mé, , 
When he fhall read them at the Treafurer’s Board ? 
The knowing Weffow, andthat Learned Lord — 
Allowsthem? ‘Then, what Copies fhallbe had,” 
What a begg’d ? how cry’d up, and how 


giad, | a 
Wile thou be, Adufe, when this fhalf them befall 2 
Being fent to one, they will be read of all. 


. 


TT Ew Years, expe? New Gifts : Sifter, your Harp, 
Lute, Lyre, Theorbo, all are call’d to day. 
Your Change of Notes, the Flat, the Mean, the Sharp, 
‘To fhew the Rites, and? ufher forth the way 
Of the New Year, in a new Silken Warpe. 
To fit the Softnefs of our Years-Gift: When 
We fing the bef of Monarchs, Mafters, Men: 
For had we bere faid lefs, we bad fung nothing then. 


A New. Years-Gift fung to King Cuar es, 
1635. 


T° day old Janus opens the New Year, [Reétor Chori. 
And fhutsthe old. Hate, hafte, all Loyal Swains, 
That know the Times and Seafons when t appear, 

And offer your jut Service on thefe Plains ; 
Best Kings expect Firft:Fruits of your glad Gains. 


1. PAN sthe great Preferver of our bounds. 

2. To bim we owe all Profits of our Grounds, 

3. Our Milk. 4. Our Fells. 5. Our Fleeces. 6. sind firft Lambs. 

7. Our teeming Ewes. 8. And lufty mounting Rams. 

9. See where be walks with MIRA by bs fide. | 

Sound, found bis Praifes loud, and with bw, bers ae 
| : or. 


Of — 


oe 
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OF PAN we fing, the beft of Hunters, PAN, 

“ That drives the Hart to feek unufed ways, - 7 
And in theChafe, more than SY LV ANUS caza, (Shep. 
Hear, O you Groves, and, Hills, refound bis Praife. Chor. 


Of brighte? MIRA, do we raife our Song, 
Sifter of P AN, and Glory of the Spring : 
Who walks on Earth, as May ftill went aloes 
Rivers and Valleys Echo what we fing. | NymChor. 


Of PAN we fing, the Chief of Leaders, PAN, | 
That leads our Flocks and ws, and calls both forth | 
To better Paftures than great P ALES ¢an: (Shep.Chor. 
Hear, O you Groves, and, Hills, refound bu Worth. 


Of brighte? MIRA, is our Song; the Grace 
Of all sbat Nature, yet, to Life did bring, (Nym.Chor. 
And were {he loft al beft fupply ber place, . - ' 
Rivers and Valleys Echo what we fing. 


1. Where’er they tread th’ enamour'd Ground, 
The faireft Flowers are always found : 
2, Asif the Beanties of the Year, 
Still waited on’em where they were. 
‘1. He is the Father of our Peace ; 
2. She, tothe Crown, bath brought Increafe. 
1. We know no otber Power than bis, 
P AN_ only our great Sheperd is, jus 
Our great, our good. Where one’s fo dreft — [ Chorus. 
In truth of Colours, both are beft. Ss 
Hafte, bafte you hither, all you gentler Swains, 
That have a Flock, or Herd, upon thefe Plains : 
This is the great Preferver of our Bounds, 
To whom you owe all Duties of your Grounds ; 
Your Milks, your Fells, your Fleeces, and firft Lambs, 
Tour teeming Ewes, as well as mounting Rams. 
Whofe Praijes les ’s report unto the Woods, 
That they may take it echo'd by the Floods. 
"Tis be, "ts be, in finging be, 
And bunting, PAN, exceedeth thee. 
He gives all Plenty, and Increafe, 
He ws the Author of our Peace. 


Where’er be goes upon the Ground, 

The better Grafs, and Flowers are found. 

To fweeter Pafftures lead be can, _ 

Than ever PALES could, on PAN: ae 

He drives Difeafes from our Folds, — 

The Thief from Sposl bas Prefence holds : Ree Q iy 

PAN kaoaws no other Power than bay~(/ce fot eee 

This es . great oy eet fer frfon < ff Wy, 
Ts eas be, &ec th a bee Of hee 

Fair Friend, tw true, youp Beauties move 

. My Heart to a Refpeét : 


Too little to be paid with Lovey 
T00 great br your Negleé. 


I neither love, nor yet am free, 
For though the Flame I find 
Be not Intenfe in the 


Degree 
Tis of the pure kinds 


It little wants of Love, but Pain, . 
Your Beauty takes my Senfe, 

And left you {hould that Price difdain, 
My Thoughts too feel the Influence. 


‘Ts not a Paffions firft Accefs 
Ready to multiply, | 

But like Love's calmest State it 1 
Poffeft with Victory. 


Under-woods. 


It is like Love to Truth reduc d 
Allehe falfe Value’s gone, 
Which were created, ana inducd 


By fond Imagination. 


"Tis either Fancy, or ’tis Fate, 
To love you more than I: 
I love you at your Beauties rate, 


Le/s were an Injury. 


Like unfiamp'd Gold, I weigh each Grace, 
So that es may collect, ‘ 
TP intrinfick Value of your Face, 


Safely from my Re{pect. 


And this Re[pett would merit Love, 
Were not fo ae a fight 

Payment enough; for who dare move 
Reward for bis Delight? — 


di he GeO es nes BAB OY: 
Rs up t by felf, my gentle Muje, 


Though sow our Green Concests be Gray, 


‘| And yet once more do not refuse 


To take thy Phrygian Harp, avd play, 
In honour of this cheerful Day: 
Long may they both contend to prove, 
That best of Crowns is [uch a love. 
® 


Make fir ft a Song of ‘Foy, and Love, 
Which chaftly flames a Royal Eyes, 


Then tune it to the Spheres above, 


When the benignejt Stars do rife ! 
And {weet Conjunttions grace the Skies 
Long may, &C. | 


To this let all good Hearts refound, 


Whilft Diadems iwveff bis Head ; 


Long may be live, whofe Life doth bound 


More than bis Laws, .and better led 
By bigh a than by dread. 
Long may, XC. _ 


Long may be round about him fee 


His Rofes, and bss Lilies bloom: 57q 


Lohg may bis only Dear, and He 


Foy in Idzas of their own, | 

And Kingdoms a fo seat foun. 
Long may they both contend to prove, 
That best of Crowns s {uch a love. 


To my L. th KING. 
On the Chriftening Fits Second Son 


TAMES. 
Auber . LE99. lt 24° Aooks AteYt 7 
thew: thou art lov’d of God, this Work is done, 


Great King, thy having of a Second Son: 


And by thy blefling, may thy People fee 


How much they are belov’d of God in thee; | 


‘Would they would underftand ic! Princes are 
~ Great aids Co Empire, as they are great care 
To pious Parents, who would have their Blood 


Should take firft Seifin of the publick good, SEO 


As hath thy #4 MES; cleans’d from Original Drofs, 


This day, by Baptifm, and his Saviour’s Crofs: 


Grow up, {weet Babe, as bleffed, in thy Name, 


As in renewing thy good Grandfires Fame 5 


What Nature, Fortune, Inftitution, Fa& 
Could fumm to a perfeétion, was her A@! . 
How did the leave the World ? with what contempt ? 
Juft as the in it liv’d ! and fo exempt 
From all affection! when they urg’d the Cure 
Of her Difeafe, how did her Soul affure 
Her fuff’rings, as che Body had been away! 
And to the Torturers ( her Doors ) fay, 
"| Stick on your Cupping-glaffes, fear not, put 
Your hotteft Caufticks to, burn, lance, or cut: SF 3 
| Tis but a Body which you can torment, | 
And I, into the World, all Soul was fent! 
Then comforted her Lord ! and bleft her Son! 
Chear’d her fair Sifters in her Raceto run! 
With gladnefs temper’d her fad Parents Tears! 
Made her Friends Joys, to get above their Fears ! 
And, in her laft aG, caught the Standers-by, | 
With admiration, and applauie to die! 
Let Angels fing her glories, who did call 
__ Her Spirit home, to her Original ! | 
Who faw the way was made it ! and were fent 
Lo carry, and condué& the Complement 
*Twixe death and life! Where her Mortality: 
-Became her Birth-day to Eternity ! 
And now, through circumfufed light, the looks 
On Natures Secrets, there, as her own Books: 
Speaks Heayens Language! and difcovereth free LS 7 
To every Order, ew’ry Hierarchy ! : 
Beholds her Maker ! and, in him, doth fee 
"What the beginnings of all Beauties be 3 
| And all Beatitudes, that thence do flow: - 
Which they that have the Crown are fure to know! — 
Go now, her happy Parents, and be fad, 
_4f you not underftand, what Child you had. 
If you dare grudge at Heaven, and repent 
| T’ have paid again a Blefling was but lent, - 
And tufted fo, as it depofired lay 
At pleafure, to be call’d for, every day ! ° 
If you can envy your own Daughters blif, 
And with her ftate les happy than je is: 


Me thought Great Britain in her Sea, before, . 
Sate fafe enough, bue now fecured more. 

At Land fhe triumphs in the triple fhade, 

" Her Rofe, and Lily, interewin’d, have made. 


Oceano fecura meo, fecurior umbris. 


Son gf gl 
An Elegy on the Lady" Ann Pawvrer, 
Marchionefs of Winton. 


38o Hat gentle Ghoft, befprent with Apri] Dew, 
W Hails me, fo folemnly, to vender teu 2 
And beck’ning wooes me, from the fatal Tree 
To pluck a Garland, for her felfor me ? 
I do obey you, Beauty ! for in death, ee 
You feem a fair one! O that you had breath, 
To give your fhade a name! Stay, ftay, I feel 
A horror in me! all my Blood is Steel! °° : 
Stiff! ftark! my Joints ’gainft one another knock! 
48% Whofe Daughter? ha? Great Sevage of the Rock ? 
He’s good, as great. Iam almoft a Stone! : 
And eer I can ask more of her fhe’sgone! 
Alas, Iam all Marble! write the reft 
Thou wouldit have written, Fame, upoh my.Breaft: _ 
- Ieis a large fair Table, and a true, ca 
- And the difpofure will be fomething new, 
When I, who would the Poerhave become, _—’ 
At leaft may bear eh’ Infcription to her Tomb. 
She was the Lady ‘fane,and AMarchionefs 
Of Winchefter ; the Heralds can cell this. 
Earl River’s Grand-Child— ferve not forms, good Fame, 
~ Sound thou her Vertues, give her Soul a Name, 
Had I a thoufand Mouths, as many Tongues, . 
And Voice to raife them from my brazen Lungs, 
3821 durft not aim ac chat : The dotes were fuch 
Thereof, no notion can exprefs how much 
Their Carra& was! I, or my Trump mutt break, 
But rather I, fhould I of chat pare {peak! 


It is too near of kinto Heaven, theSool, = & you can caft about your either Eye, 
To be defcrib’d! Fames Fingersare too foul | And fee all dead bere, or about todie! 
To touch thefe Myfteries ' We may admire . | The Stars, that are the Jewels of the N ight, ; 
The blaze, and {plendor, but not handle fire! And Day, deceafing ! with the Prince of Light, - 
What the did here, by great example, well, | The Sun: great Kings! and mightieft Kingdoms fall! 
T’ inlive Pofterity, her Fame may tell! * | Whole Nations: nay Mankind! the World, with all 
And, calling truth to wienefs, make that good That ever had beginning there, to ’ave end! 2 
From the inherent Graces in her Blood! _ , With what injuftice fhould one Soul pretend 
Elfe, who doth praife a Perfon by a new, | T’ efcape this common known neceflity, ; 
But a fain’d way, doth rob it of the true. When we were all born, we began to die ; 
Her Sweetnefs, Sottnefs, her fair Courtefie, _ | And, but for that contention, and brave ftrife, 
Her wary Guards, her wife Simplicity, The Chriftian hath e enjoy the future life, /~ 
Were like a Ring of Vertues, *bout her fee, | He were the wretched’ft of the Race of Men : 
And Piety the Center, where all mets But as he foars at thac, he bruifeth then 
A reverend State fhe had, an awful Eye; | The Serpents Head: Gets above Death, and Sin, | 
A dazling, yet inviting Majefty:; And, fure of Heaven, rides triumphing in. SIS 
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FAIR 


OR, 


THE 


FAME 


~ Left to Pofterity, of that truly Noble Lady, the Lady Venetia Digby, 


late Wife of Sir Kenelm Digby, Kn 


all Numbers. 


The Dedication of her CRADLE, 
The Song of her DESCENT. 
The Picture of her BODY. 
Her MIND. 
Her being chofee a MUSE. 


Vivam amare volu 


ight: A Gentleman abfolute in 


Confifting of thefe Ten Pieces. 


Her fair OF FICES. 
Her happy MATCH. 
Her hopeful ISSUE. 

Her ’ATIOOEQSIS, or Retation to the Saints. 
Her Infcription, or CROWN. : 


ptas, defunctam Religio. Stat; 


Ri fach 69 1 pode Hast J. 


I. 


4 


The Dedication of her C RA DLE. | 


Air FAME, who art ordain’d tocrown 

Wich ever-green, and great renown, 

TheirHeads, that ENVY would hold down 
: With her, in fhade 


OF Death, and Darknefs; and deprive 

Their names of being kept alive, oe 

By THEE, and CONSCIENCE, both who thrive 
By che juft trade 


Of Goodnefs ftill; Vouchfafe to take 
This CRADLE, and for Goodnefs fake, 
A dedicated Enfign make 
| Thereof, to TIME: 


That all Pofterity, as we, 
Who read what the CREPUNDIA be, 


May fomething by that twi-light fee. 
| Bove rattling Rhime. 


For, though that Rattles, Timbrels, Toys, 
Take little Infants with their noife, 
As prop’reft gifts, to Girls, and Boys _ 

a Of light expence ; 


Their Corals, Whiftles, and prime Coats, 
‘Their painted Masks, their paper Boats, 
Wich Sails of Silk, as the firft notes 

Surprize their fenfe: 


| Yet, here are no fuch Trifles brought, 

|| No Cobweb Call’s; no Surcoats wrought 

6 With Gold, or Clafps, which might be 
a Onevery Srall. 


. 


ghe 


But, here’s a Song of her DESCENT ; 
| And Call to the high Parliament 
Of Heaven; where SERAPHIM take tent 
7 OF ord’ ring all. 


This, utter'd by anancient BARD, 
Who claims CoF reverence ) to be heard, 
As coming with his Harp, prepar’d 
To chant her ’gree, 


Is fung : as als’ her getting up 
By 7A CO B’s Ladder, to the top | 
'1 OF that eternal Port, kept ope’ 
| For fach as SHE. 


II. 
The Song of her DESCENT. 


I Sing the juft, and uncontrol’d Defcent 

Of Dame VENETIA DIGBY, ftil’d The Fair: 

For Mind, and Body, the moff excellent 
That ever Nature, or the later Air 

Gave two fuch Houfes aa NORTHUMBERLAND, 
And STANLEY, to the which fhe was Co-heir. 


Speak 


Speak it, you bold PENATES, you that ftand 
At either Stem, and know the Veins of good 
Run from your Roots; Tell, teftifie the grand 
Meeting of Graces, that fo fwell’d the Flood 
Of Vertues in ber, as, in fhort, fhe grew 
The wonder of ber Sex, and of your Blood. 


‘4nd tell thon, ALDE-LEGH, None can tell more true 


Thy Nieces. Line, than thoa that gav'ft thy Name 
Into the Kindred, whence thy Adam drew 
Mefchines donour with the Ceftrian fame 
Of the firft Lupus, to the Family 
By Ranulph 
The reft of this Song is loft. 


Il. 


The Picture of th BODY. .- 


Itting, and ready to be drawn, 


What makes thefe Velvets, Silks, and Lawn, 


Embroideries, Feathers, Fringes, Lace, 
Where every Limb takes like a Face ? 


Send thefe fufpe@ed helps to aid 
Some Form defedétive, or decay'd ; 
This Beauty, wichout falfhood fair, 
Needs nought to cloathie but the Air. 


Yet fomething to the Painters view, 
Were fitly interpos'd ; fo new : 

' He fhall, if he can underftand, 
Work with my fancy, his own Hand, 


Draw firft a Cloud, all fave her Neck, 
And, out of that, make Day to break; . 
_ Till, like her Face, ic do appear, 
And Men may think, all Light rofe there. 


_ ‘Then let the Beams of that difperfe 
The Cloud, and fhow the Univerfe; 
But at fuch diftance, as the Eye 
May rather yet adore, than fpy. 


The Heaven defign’d, draw next a Spring, 
Wich all chat Youth, or it can bring : 
Four Rivers branching forth like Seas, 


g7é6 And Paradife confining thefe. Ayr 2.2 Jaya, wu 
ls uh, ees A/>~ ae 


Laft, draw the circles of this Globe, 
And Jet there be a ftarry Robe 
Of Conftellations bout her horld ; 
And thou haft painted Beauties World. 


But, Painter, fee thou do not fell 
A Copy of this Piece; nor tell 
Whofe ’tis: but if ic favour find, 
Next fitting we will draw her Mind. 


ow. 
. The MIND. 
par, are come, but may be gone, . 
Now I have better thought thereon, — 


This work I can perform alone ; _ 
And give you reafons more than one. — 


Nort, that your Are I do refufe: _ 

_ But here I may no Colours ufe. 
Befide, your hand will never hit, 
To draw a thing chat cannot fit. 


Und eeiale 


You could make fhift to paintan Eye, 
An Eagle tow’ting in the Sky, 
The Sun, a Sea, or foundlefs Pit - 
But thefe are like a Mind, not le’ -. 


No, to exprefs a Mind to fenfe, 
Would ask a Heavens Intelligence ; 
Since nothing can report that flame, 
But what's of kin to whence it came. 


Sweet Mind, then {peak your felf, and fay, 
- As you go on, by what brave way 
Our fenfe you do with knowledge fill, 
And yer remain our wonder ftill. 


I call you Adufe; now make ic true: 
Hence-forch may every Line be you ; 
That all may fay, chat fee the- Frame, 
This is no Piéture, but the fame. 


A Mind fo pure, fo perfe& fine, 


As ’tis not Radiant, but Divine : 
And fo difdaining any trier ; 
°Tis got where it can try the Fire. © 


There, high exalted in the Sphere, 
As it another Nature were, 
Ie moveth all; and makes a flight 
As circular, as infinite. 


Whofe Notions when it will exprefs 
In fpeech ; it is with chat excefs 
Of Grace, and Mufick to the Ear, 
As what it {poke, it planted there. 

’ is : G .") 

The Voice fo {weet, the Words fo fair, 
As fome foft chime had ftrok’d the Air ; 
And, though the found were parted thence, 
Still left am Echo in the fenfe. 


But, that a Mind fo rapt, fo high, 
- So {wift, fo pure, fheuld yet apply 
Ic felf to us,and come fo nigh 
Earths grofsnefs; there’sthe how, and why. 


Is : ye it 7 us dull, 
nd ftuck in Clay here, it would pull 
Us forth, by fome .Celeftial flight, 
Up to her own fublimed highe ? 


Or hath the here, upon the Ground, 
Some Paradife, or Palace found, 
In all the bounds of Beauty, fic 
For her t? inhabit ? There is it. 


Thrice happy Houfe, chat haft receipe 
For this fo lofty form, fo ftreight, 
“So politht, perfec, round, and even, 

As it flid moulded off from Heaven. 


Not fwelling like the Ocean proud, 
But ftooping Gently, as a Cloud, 
As {mooth as Oil pour’d forth, and calm 
As fhowers; and {weet as drops of Balm. 


| Smooth, -foft, and fweer, in alla flood, 


Where it may run toany good; . 
And whereit ftays, it there becomes 
A neft of odorous Spice, and Gums. 


| In action, winged asthe Wind, 


In reft, like Spirits left behind 

Upon a Bank, or Field of Flowers, 

Begotten by that Wind, and Showers. 
Eece2 | 
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In thee, fair Manfion, let ic reft, 
Yer know, with what thou art poffeft, 
Thou entertaining in chy Breaft, 7 
But fuch a Mind, mak’ft God chy Guett. 


A whole quaternion in the midft of this Poem is loft, containing 
entirely the three next pieces of it, and all of the fourth ( which 
in the order of the whole, is the dighth ) excepting the very end: 
which at the top of the next quaternion goech on thus, 


Ut, for you ( growing Gentlemen ) the happy 
Branches of two fo illuftrious Houfes as thefe, where 
from your honour’d Mother, is in both Lines defcend- 
ed; let me leave you this laft Legacy of Counfel; which 
fo foon as you arrive at years of mature Underftanding, 
open you (Sir) that are the eldeft, and read it to your 
Brethren, for it will concern you all alike. Vowed by 
a faithful Servant, and Client of your Family, wich his 
lateft Breath expiring ic, © 
, ; . B. F- 


To Keneim, Joun, GeorGe. 
Ld Mf OLAS, Gol, aff. [Sop KIB fey f 
uv fl oy 1% o 
wu Oaft not thefe Titles of your Anceftors; — 
mya (Brave Youths ) th’ are their poffleflions, none of 
ours: | 
When coat own Vertues, equall’d have their Names, 
>Twill be but fair, to lean upon their Fares ; 
For they are ftrong Supporters: But, till then, 
The greateftare but growing Gentlemen. 
— It is a wretched thing to truft to Reeds; 
Which all Men do, that urge not their own deeds 
Upto their Anceftors; the Rivers fide, | 
By which yo’ are planted, fhew’s your Fruit fhall bide: 
Hang all your Rooms, with one large Pedigree: 
’Tis Vertue alone, is true Nobilicy.. 
~ Which Vertue from your Father, ripe, will fall ; 
Study illuftrious Him, and you have all. 


= ».¢ 
Elegy on my Mufe. 


He truly honoured Lady, the Lady Venetia Dighy ; 
who living, gave me leave to call her fo. | 
ar . Being = 
Her ATIOOEQELIE, or Relation to the Sainte, 
Sera quidem tanto fPruitur medicina dolori. 


An Elegy on my Mufe. 


333 ei time that I dy’d too, now the is dead, 
Who was my Mafe, and life of all I did. 
The Spirie chac I wrote with,and conceiv’d, 
All chat was good, or great in me fhe weav'd, 
And fet it forth ; the reft were Gobwebs fine, _ 
Spun out in name of fome of the old Nine ! 
To hang a Window, or make dark the Room, . 
Till fwepe away, th’ were canceil’d wich a Broom! 
Nothing, that cbuld remain, of yet can ftir 
A forrow in mé, fic to wait to her! 
O! had I feen her laid out a. fair Courfe, 
By Death, on Eaftth, I thould have had remorfe 
On Nature, for her : who did let her lie, 
— And faw thae portion of her felf to die 
Sleepy, or ftupid Nacure, couldft thou pare 
With fuch a Rarity, and not roufe Art 
Wich all her aids, to fave her from the feize 
$33 OF Vulture Death, and thofe relentiefs Cleys? 
Ae js urffr, Thou wouldit have loft che Péawix, had che Kind 
tcf etu.!, Been trufted to thee: not to’e felf affign’d. 


ffi foe aft pbaugn tom ltiryg, J 


Look on thy floth, and give thy felf undone, 
( For fo thou art with me.) now the is gone, 
My wounded mind cannot fuftain this ftroke, 
{t rages, runs, flies, ftands, and would provoke 
The World to ruine with ic; in her Fad, 
I {umm up mine own breaking, and with all. 
Thou haft no more blows, Fete, to drive at one, 
What’s left a Poet, when his Adufe is gone ? 
Sure, 1 am dead, and know it not! I feel 
Nothing I do ; but, like a heavy Wheel, 
Am turned with anothers powers. My Paffion 
Whirls me about, and to blafpheme in fathion! 
I murmur againft God, for having ta’en 
Her bleffed Soul, hence, forth this Valley .vane 
Of Tears, and Dungeon of Calamity ! 
I envy it the Angels amity! 
The joy of Saints: the Crown for which it lives, 
The glory, and gain of reft, which che place gives ! 
Dare I prophane, fo irreligious be 
To "greet, or grieve her foft Euthanafee! 
So {weetly taken co the Court of bilifs, 
As Spirits had ftol’n her Spirit, in a kifs, 
From off her Pillow, and deluded Bed ; 
And left her lovely Body unthoughte dead! 
Indeed, fhe is not dead! but laid to fleep 
In Earth, till che laft Tramp awake che Sheep 
And Goats together, whither they muft come 
To hear their Judge, and his erernal doom. 
To have that final retribution, 
Expected with the Flethes reftitution. 
For, as there are three Natares, Schoolmen call 
One Corporal, only ;_ th’ other Spiritual, 
Like fingle; fo, there is.athird, commixt, 
Of Body and Spirit together, plac'd berwixt 
Thofe other two ; which muft be judg’d, or crown’d: 
This as it guilty is, or guiltlefs found, | 
Muft come to take a fentence, by the fenfe. 
Of that greae Evidence, the Confcéence ! 
Who will be there, againft that day prepar’d, 
T’ accufe, or quit all Parties to be heard ! 
O Day of joy, and furety to the juft! 
Who in that Feaft of Refurrecion truft! 
That great eternal Holy-daey of reft, ny a 
_ To Body, and Soul! where Love is all the gueft ! 
And the whole Banquet is full fight of Ged ¢ 
Of joy the Circle, and fole Period ! 
All other gladnefs, with che thought is barr’d ; 
Hope, hath her end! and Feith hach her reward! 
This being chus: why fhould my Tongue, or Pen 
Prefume to interpel that fulnefs, when 
Nothing can more adorn it, than the Seat 
That fhe is in, or, make it more compleat? 
Better be dumb, than fuperftitious ! 
Who violates the God-head, is moft vicious 
Againft the Nature he would worfhip. He  s - 
Will honour’d be in all fimplicity ! 


| Have all his a@ions, wondred ae, and view’d 


With filence, and amazement! not with rude, - 
Dull, and prophane, weak, and imperfect Eyes, 
Have bufie fearch made in his myfteries! 
He knows, what work h’ hath done, to call this Gue/, 
Out of her noble Body, to this Feef : 
And give her place, according to her Blood 
Amongft her Peers, thofe Princes of all good! 
Saints, Martyrs, Prepbets, with chofe Hierarchies, 
Angels, Arch-angels, Principalities, | 4 
The Dominations, Vertuss, and the Pewers, | 
The Thrones, the Cherwb, and Serapbick Bowers, 
That, planted round, there fing before che Lamb, 
A new Song to his praife,and great I Am: 
And fhe doth know, out of the fhadeof Death, — - 
What ’t is ¢’ enjoy, an everlafting Breath: 
To have her captiv’d Spirit freed trom Fleth, 
And on her Innocence, a Garment freth 


And 


And white, asthat: puton, and in her hand 
With Boughs of Palm, a crowned Viérsce ftand! 
And will you, worthy Son, Sir, knowing this, 
Puc Black, and Mourning on ? and fay you mifs 
A Wife, a Friend, a Lady, or a Love 5 
Whom her Redeemer, honour’d hath above 
Her Fellows, wich che Oyl of Gladnefs, bright 
In Heaven Empire, and with a Robe of Light? 
Thither, you hope to came; and there to find 
That pure, that pretious, and exaleed Mind 
You once enjoy’d : A fhore {pace fevers yee, 
Compar’d unto that long Ecernity, | 
That hall re-joyn ye. Wasthe, then, fo dear, 
When the departed? you will meet her there, 
Much more defir’d, ae dearer then before, 
By all the Wealth of Bleflings, and the ftore 
Accumulated on her, by the Lord 
Of Life, and Lighe, the Son of God, the Word ! 
There, all che happy Souls, that ever were, 
Shall meet with gladnefs in one Theatre ; 
And each fhall know, there, one anothers Face : 
By beatifick Vertue of the Place. | 
There thall che Brother, with che Sifter walk, 


And Sons, and Daughters, wich their Parents talk ; 


But all of God; They ftill fhall have to fay, 
‘But makehim 40 # All, their Theme, that Day: 

That happy Dey, that never fhall fee night ! 

Where He will be, all Beauty tothe Sight ; 
Wine, or delicious Fruits, unto the Tafte ; 

A Mafick in the Ears, will ever laft ; 
Unto the Scent, a Spicery, or Balm; 

And to the Touch, a Flower, like foft as Palm. 
He will all Glory, all Perfection be, 

God, in the Union, and the Tremsty ! 
That Holy, Great, and Glorious Myftery, 

i there revealed be in Majefty ! 
By light, and comfort of Spiritual Grace ; 

The Vifion of our Savioar, Face to Face 
In his Humanity* To hear him preach 

The price of our Redemption, and to teach 
Through his inherent Righteoufnefs, in death, 

The fafety of our Souls, and forfeit Breath ° 
What fulnefs of Beatitude 1s here? 

What Love with Mercy mixed doth appear ? 
To ftile us Friends, who were, by Nature, Foc ? 

Adopt us Heirs, by Grace, who were of thofe 
Had loft our felves ? and prodigally fpent 
_ Our native Portions, and poffeffed Rent ; 

Yet have all Debts forgiven us, and advance 

B’ imputed righe to an Inheritance 
In his Eternal Kingdom, where we fit 

Equal with Angels, and Co-heirs of it. 
Nor dare we under Blafphemy conceive 


. He chat thall be our Supreme Judge, fhould leave | 


Himfelf fo un-inform’d of his Bled, —- 

Who knows the Hearts of all, and can diffe& 
The {malleft Fibre of our Flefh 3 he can 

Find all our Atoms froma Point t’ a Span! 
Our clofeft Creeks, and Corners, and can trace 

Each Line, as it were graphick, in the Face. 
And beft he knew her noble Charaéer, 
For ’twas himfelf who form’d, and gave it her. 
_And to that Form, lent two fuch Veins of Blood 
As Nature could not more increafe the Flood 
Of Title in her ! All Nobility 

(But Pride, that Schifm of incivility) 
She had, and it became her! fhe was fit 

T’ have known no Envy, but by fuffring it! 
She had a Mind as calm, as the was fair ; 

Not toft or troubled with light Lady-air ; 
Bur, kept an even Gate, as fome ftreight Tree 
Mov’d by. the Wind, fo comely moved fhe. 

And by the awful manage of her Eye 
She fwaid all Bus’nefs in the Family! 
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To one the faid, Do this, he did it; So _ 
To another, Move; he went; Toathird, Go, 
He run; and all did ftrive with diligence 
T obey, and ferve her {weet Commandments. 


She was in one, a many parts of Life ; 
A tender Mother, a difcreeter Wife, 


Afolemn Mifre/s, and fo good a Friend, - 


So Charitable, to religious End | 
In all her petite AGions, fo devote, 

As her whole Life was now become one Note 
Of Piety, and private Holinefs. 


| She {pene more time in Tears her felf to drefs 
| For her Devotions, and thofe fad Effays 


OF Sorrow, then all pomp of gaudy days : 
And came forth ever eae with the Rod 
Of divine Comfore, when ff’ had talk’d with God. 
Her broken Sighs did never mifs whole Senfe : 
Nor can the bruifed Heare want Eloquence : 
For, Prayer is the Incenfe moft perfumes 
The Holy Alcars, when ic leaft prefames. 
And hers were all Humility ! they beat : 
The Door of Grace, and found the Mercy-Seat. 
In frequent {peaking by the pious Pfalms : 
Her folemn hours the fpent, or giving Alms, 
Or doing other Deeds of Charity, 
To clothe the Naked, feed the Hungry. She 
Would fit in an Infirmer, whole days 
Poring, as on a Map, to find the Ways 
To that eternal Reft, where now fh’ hath Place 
By fure Election, and predeftin’d Grace ! 
She faw her Saviour, by an early light, 
Incarnate in the Manger, fhintng bright 
On all the World ! She faw him on the Crofs 
Suffring, and dying to redeem our lofs: 
She faw him rife, triumphing over Death 
To juftifie, and quicken usin Breath! _ ) 
She faw him too, in Glory to afcend 
For his defigned work the perfe& end 
Of raifing, judging, and rewarding all. 
The kind of Man, on whom his Qoom fhould fall! 
All this by Faith the faw, and fram’d a Plea, 
In manner of adaily Apoftropbe, 7 
To him fhould be her fides, true God, true Man, 
Fefus, the only gotten Cérif# ! who can . 
As being Redeemer, and Repairer too 
(OF lapfed Nature) beft know what to do, 
In that great A@ of Judgment : Which the Father 
Hath given wholly to che Son (the rather 
As being the Son of Maen) to thew his Power, 
His Wifdom, and his Juftice, in that hour, 
The laft of hours, and fhutter up of all; 
Where firft his Power will appear, by call 
Of all are dead to Life! His Wisdom fhow 
In the difcerning of each Confcience, fo ! 
And moft his fuffice, in the fiteing Parts, 
And giving dues to all Mankinds Deferts 
In this {weet Extafie, fhe was rapt hence. 
Who reads, will pardon my Intelligence, 
That thus have ventur’d thefe true Strains upon ; 
To publith her a Saint. My Mufe is gone. 


In pietatss memoriam 
quam preftas 
Venetiz tue illustrifim: 
Marit - dign : Digbeie 
Hanc AMIO@EOSIN, tibi, tuifgy facro. 


- The Tenth, being her Infcription, or CRO WN; is loft. 
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Eatus se, qui procul negotiis, oh we Lo ¢ vA Ly 
Ut prifca gens mortalium, : 
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Paterna rura bobus exercet {uis, 
Solutus omni fanore : 

Nee excitatur claffico miles truci, 
Nec horret Iratum mare : 

Forumg; vitat, cr fuperba Civium 
Potentiorum limina. 

Ergo aut adulté vitinm propugine 
Altas maritat Populos: 

Aut in redudla valle mugientium 
Profpectat errantess Greges: 

_ Inutiles{que falce ramos amputans, 
Faliciores in ferit : | 

Aut preffa puris mella condit amphoris, 
Aut tendet infirmis Overs: 

Vel cum decorum mitibus poms caput 

— dutumnus arvis extulit : 

Ut gaudet infitiva decerpens pyra, 
Certantem G uvam Purpure, 

| Qua muneretur te, Priape, & te, Pater 
Sylvane, tutor finium ! 

Libet jacere modi fub antiqua Mice : 
Modo in tenaci gramine. 

Labuntur altis interim ripis aqua : 
Queruntur in Syivis aves, 

Fonte/que Lymphss obftrepunt manantibus, 
Somnos quod invitet leveis. 

At cum tonantis annus bibernus Jovis — 
Imbreis niveifque comparat ; | 

Aut trudit acres hinc, & hinc multé cane 
Apros in obStantes plagas: 

Aut amite levi rara tendst retia ; 
Turdis edacibus doles, 

Pavidum4ue leporem, g advenam laqueo gruem 
fucunda captat premia : 

Quis non malorum, quas amor curas babet 
Hee inter oblivifcitur 2 

Quod fi pudica Mulier in partem juvet 
Domum, atque dulces liberos, | 

(Sabina gualis, aut perusta folibus 
Pernicis uxor Appuli , 

Sacrum vetnffis extruit ligns focum 
Laffi {ub adventum viri) 

Clauden{que textis cratibus letum pecus 
Diftenta ficcet ubera; 

Et horna dulci Vina promens dolio 

. Dapes inemptas apparet ; , 

Non me Lucrina juverint Conchylia, 
Magifve Rhombus, aut Scart, 

Si quos Eois intonata fluctibus 
Hyems ad hoc vertat Mare : | 

Non Afra avis defcendat in ventrem meum: 
Non Attagen Nonicus | 

Jucundior, quam lets de pinguifimis 
Oliva rami arborum : — 

Aut herba Lapathi prata amantss , & gravt 
Malvae falubres corpori :. | 

Vel Agna feftis cela Terminalibus: 
Vel Hadus ereptus Lupo. 

Has inter epulas, ut juvat paftas Oves 
Videre properantes domum! 

| Videre felfos vomerem inverfum Boves 
Collo trabentes languido 3 

Pofitofque vernas, ditss examen domms, 
Circum remidentews Lares ! 

Hac ubi locutus fenerator Alphius, 
Jam jam futurus rufticus, 

- Omnem relegit Idibus pecuniam, 

Querit Caleadu ponere. 


The Praifes of a Country-life. 


He is he, that from all Bufinefs clear, 
As the old Race of Mankind were, _ 

With his own Oxen tills his Sires left Lands, 
And isnot in the Ufurers Bands : 

Nor Soldier-like ftarted with rough Alarms, 
Nor dreads the Seas inraged harms : | 

But flees che Bar and Courts, with the proud bords, 
And waiting Chambers of great Lords. 


- | The Poplar tall, he then doth marrying twine 


Wich the grown iffue of the Vine ; 

And with his Hook lops off the fruirlefs Race, 
And fets more happy in the Place: 

Or in the bending Vale beholds a-far 
The lowing Herds there grazing are: 

Or the preft Honey in pure Pots doth keep 
Of Earth, and hears the tender Sheep : 

Or when that Autumn, through the Fields lifts round 
His Head, with mellow Apples crown’d, 

How plucking Pears, his own hand grafted had, 
And Purple-matching Grapes, he’s glad / 

With which, Priapas, he may thank thy Hands, | 
And, Syivane, thine that kepeft his Lands ! 

Then now beneath fome ancient Oak he may 
Now in the rooted Grafs him lay, 

Whilft from the higher Banks do flide the Floods ? 
The fofe Birds quarrel in the Woods, 

The Fountains murmur as the Streams do creep, 
And allinvite to eafie feep. | 

Then when the thundring ‘fove, his Snow and Showers 
Are gathering by the Wintry hours ; 

Or hence, or thence, he drives with many a Hound 
Wild Boars into his Toils pitch’d round : 

Or ftrains on his {mall Fork his fubril Nets 
For th’ eating Thruth, or Pit-falls fets : 

And {nares the fearful Hare, and new-come Crane, 
And ’counts them {weet Rewards fo ta’en. 

Who (amongft thefe delights) would not forget 
Loves cares fo Evil, and fo great ? - 

But if, toboot with chefe, a chafte Wife meet 
For Houfhold aid, and Children {weet ; 

such asthe Sabines, or a Sun-burnt-blowfe, | 
Some lufty quick Apulians Spoufe, 

To deck the hallow’d Harth wich old Wood fir'd 
Againit the Husband comeshometir’d; 


1 That penning the glad flock in Hurdles by 


Their {welling Udders doth draw dry : 

And from the {weet Tub Wine of this year takes, 
And unbought Viands ready makes : | 

Not Luecrine Oyfters I could then more priae, 
Nor Turbot, nor bright Golden Eyes: 

If with bright Floods, the Winter troubled much, 
Into our Seas fend any fuch : 

Th’ Jonsan God-wit, nor the Ginny-hen 
Could not go down my Belly then 

More fweet than Olives, chat new gather’d be 
From fatteft Branches of the Tree : 

Or the Herb Sorrel, that loves Meadows frill, 
Or Mallows loofing Bodies ill: | 

Or at the Feaft of Bounds, the Lamb then flain, 
Or Kid forc’t from the Wolf again. 

Among thefe Cates how glad the fight doth come 
Of the fed Flocks approaching home ! 

To view the weary Oxen draw, with bare : 
And fainting Necks, the turned Share! 

The wealthy Houfhold {warm of Bondmen met, 
And ’bout the fteeming Chimney fet! 

Thefe thoughts when Ufurer 4lphiws, now about 
To turn more Farmer, had {poke our 

’Gainft th’ Ides, his Moneys he gets in with pain, 
At th’ Calends puts all oue again. 
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- Ode 1. Lib. 4. 
Ad Venerem. 


Neermif[a Venus dit, 
Rur{us bella moves: parce precor, precor, 

Non fum quatis eram bone 

Sub regno. Cynara : define, dulcium 
Mater, [eva so ea | 

Circa luftra decem flettere Mollib 
Fam durum imperiis: abi | 

Gud blandse Fuvenum te revocant preces. 
Tempeftivins in domo 

Pauli purpures ales oloribus, 
Comeffabere Maximi, , 

Si torrere jecur quaris idoneum, 
Namque G nobilis, G decens, 

Et pro follicitis non tacitus res. 
Et centum puer Artinm, 

Late Signa feret militie tue. 
Et quandoque potentior — 

Largis muneribus riferit emuli, 
Albanos prope te lacus 

Ponet marméream {ub trabe Cyprea. 
Bic plurima Naribus - 

Duces tura, lyreque, Cr Berecynthie 
Delecabere tibie 

Miftis carminibus non fine fitula. 
Illic bss pueri die, 

Numen cum tenerss virginibus tuum 
Laudantes, pede candido 

In mortem Salium ter quatient bumum. 
Me nec femina, nec puer, 

‘Fam, nec {pes animi credula mutui, 
Nec certare juvat mero: 

Nec vincere novus tempora floribus. 
Sed cur, bex Ligurine, car 

Manat rara meas lachryma per genas? 
Cur facunda parum decoro 

Inter verba cadit lingua filentio?2 
WNoéturnss te ego Somniss 

Fam captum teneo, jam volucrem fequor : 
Te per gramina Matrtii 

Campi, te per aquas, dure, volubiles. 


Ode ix. lib. 3. Ad Lydiam. 
Dialogus Horatu & Lydia. 


Hor. Dr gratus eram tibi, 
Nec quifquam potior brachia candida 
Cervici juvens dabat; 
Perfarum vigni rege beatior. 
Lyd. - Donec non alia magis 
Arfifts, neque erat Lydia poft Chloen, 
Multi Lydia nominis 
Romana vigui clarior Ilia. 
Hor. Me nunc Threfla Chloé regit, 
Dulcess dotta modos, & Cithara {ciens : 
_ Pro qua non metuam mori, 
Si parcent anime fata fuperStiti. 
Lyd. Me torret face mutua 
Thurini Calais fins Ornithi : 
_ _ | Pro quo bis patiar m ori, 
: Si parcent puero fata Sper ih : . 
Flor. Quid fi prifca redit Venus, 
Diduttofque jugo cogit abeneo ? 
Si flava excutitur Chloe 
Rejecteque patet janua Lydiz ? 
Lyd. Quanquam fidere pulchrior 
Ile eft, tu levior Cortice, CG» improbo 
sracundior Adria, 
Tecum vivere amem, tecum obcam libens. 


1) 


‘Ode the firft. ‘The fourth Book, 
Zo Venus. 


Enus, again thou mov’ft a War ‘kg 
Long intermitted, pray thee, pray thee fpare: 
Tam not fuch, asin the Reign - Bee 
OF the good Cynara was: Refrain - 
Sowre Mother of fweet Loves, forbear 
To bend a Man now at hisfiftieth year, 
Too ftubborn for Commands, fo flack: | 
Go where Youths foft Initreaties call thee back. 
_ More timely hie thee to the Houfe, 
Wich thy bright Swans of Paulus Maximus’: 
There jeft, arid feaft, make him thine Hoft, 
If a fic Liver thou doft feek to toatt ; 
For he’s both Noble, lovely, young, 
And for the troubled Client fill’s his Tongue, 
Child of a hundred Arts, and far 
Will he difplay the Enfigns of thy War. 
And when he fimiling finds his Grace 
With thee ’bove all his Rivals Gifts take place, 
He will thee a Marble Statue make 
Beneath a Sweet,wood Roof, neer Alba Lake : 
dhere fhall chy dainty Noftril take 
In many a Gum, and for thy foft Ears fake 
Shall Verfe be fee to Harp and Lute, 
And Phrygian Haw’boy, not without the Flute. 
There twice a day in facred Lays, © 
The Youthsand tender Maids fhall fing thy praife: 
And in the Sabian manner meet 
Thrice *bout thy Altar with their Ivory Feet, 
Me now, nor Wench, nor wanton Boy, 
Delights, nor credulous hope of mutual Joy, 
Nor care I now Healths to ‘ae same 
Or with frefh Flowers to girt my Temple round. 
But, why, oh why, my Ligurine, | | 
Flow my thin Tears, down thefe pale Cheeks of mine ? 
Or why, my well-grac’d words among, 
With an uncomely filence fails my Tongue ? 
Hard-hearted, I dream every Night 
I hold thee faft / but fled hence, with the Light, 
Whether in A4ars his Field thoube, 
Or Tybers winding Screams, I follow thee. 


Ode ix. 3 Book, to Lydia. 
Dialogue of Horace, and Lydia: 


F; wor fe 
bs J 


Hor. W Lydia, I was lov'd of thee, 
And(boutthy Ivory neck,) no youthdid fling 
His Arms more acceptably free, | 
I thought me richer than the Perfian King. 
Lyd. —Whilft Horace lov’d no Miftris more, 
Nor after Chloe did his Lydia found; 
In name, I wenc all names before, 
The Roman [lia was not more renown’d. 


| Hor. Tis true, P’am Thracigg Chloe’s, I 


Who fings fo fweet, and with fach cunning plays, 
As, for her, ’ld not fear to die, 
So Fate would give her life, and longer days. 
Iya. _ And, 1am mutually on Fire 
With gentle Calais Thurine, Ornith’s Son , 
For whom I doubly would expire, 
So Fates would let the Boy a long thred run. 
Hor. But, fay old Love return fhould make, 
And us difoin'd force to her brazen Yoke, 
That I bright Chloe off fhould thake; 
And to left-Lydia, now the Gate ftood ope. 
Lyd. | Though he be fairer than a Star; 
Thou lighter than the Bark of any Tree, 
And than rough Adria angrier far ; 
Yet would] with co love, live, die wich thee. 
Fragmentunt 


\ 
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Fragmentum Petron, Arbitr. The fame tranflated, 
eda eft in coitu, G brevis voluptas, Oing, a filthy pleafure is, and fhort 5 
Et tedet Venerss (tatim peratte. And done, we ftraight repent us of thefpore: . = 
Non ergo ut pecudes libidinofe, Let us not then ruth blindly on unto it : » 
Caci protinus irruamus illuc : Like luftful Beafts, that only know to do it: 
Nam langue{cit Amor peritq, Flamma. For Luft will languith, and chat Hear decay,. 
Sed fic, fic, fine. fine feriati, — But thus, thus, keeping endlefs Holy-day, | 
Et tecum jaceamus ofculantes: Let us together clofely lie, and kifs, 
Hic nullus labor eff, ruborq; nullus; ‘ There is no labour, nor no fhame in this; | 
Hoc juvit, juvat, O diu juvabit : | __ | This hath pleas'd, doth pleafe, and long will pleafe ; never 
- Hoc non deficit , incépitqs femper. Can this decay, but is beginning ever. : 
Epigramma Martialis. cae 
Lib. viii. Lxxvii. The fame tranflated. | 
Iber, amicorum dulcifima cura tuerum, Iber, of all chy Friends, thou fweeteft care, 
Liber in etenna vivere digne rofa 5 Thou worthy in eternal Flower to fare, 
Si fapis Affyrio femper tibi crints amomo If thou be’ft wife, with Syrian Oil let thine | 
Splendeat, ¢ cingant florea ferta caput : Thy Locks, and rofie Garlands Crown thy Head; 
Candida nigre{cant vetulo chryfallaF alerno, Dark thy clear Glafs with old Felernian Wine ; ; 
Et caleat blando mollis amere thorus. | And heat, with fofteft Love, thy fofter Bed. 


He, that but living half hisdays, dies fuch, , 
Makes his Life longer than *twas given him, much. © 


Qui fic, vel medio finitus vixit in eV0, 


Longior buic fatia, quam data vite fuit. : 


THE 
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KINGS. 
Entertainment - 
WELBECK 


IN | 
Nottingham-fhire, 


A Houfe of the Right Honourable WILLIAM Earl of New- 


_ caftle, Vicount Mansfield, Baron of Botle and Bolfover, &c. 


At His going into ScoTLANpD, 1633. 


’ His Mayestry bemg fet at Dummer, 


a Song was fung. 


A Diaxrocue between the Passions, 
| Doubt and Love. 


Doubt. 
WV Be fofter Sounds are thefe falute the Ear, 
From the large Circle of the Hemifphere, 
As if the Center of all Soweets met bere ! 
Love. - 
It is the Breath and Soul of every thing, 
Pus forth by Earth, by Nature, and the Spring, 
| -‘To fpeak the Welcome, Welcome of the King. 


Chorus, of Affeions, Joy, Delight, é&c. 
The Foy of Plants, the Spirit of Flowers 
. The Smell and Verdure f the Bowers, 
The Waters Murmur, with the Showers 
Diftiling on the new frefh Houers 3 ; 
The whiftling Winds, and Birds, that fing 

| Tbe Welcom of cur Great, Good King. 
Welcome, O Welcome, is the general Voice, 
* Wherein all Creatures prattife to rejoice. 


The Second Strain. 
.. Love. n 
WS was old Sherewood’s Head more quaintly curl d? 


Or look’d the Earth more green upon the World ? 
~ Or Natures Cradle more enchas’d, and purl’d? 


7 TENS 
Y 0 tee 


When did the Air fo {mile, she Winds fo chime ? ay 
As Quirifters of Seafon, and the Prime! ; 
Doubt. 
If what they do, be done in their due time. 


| Chorus. 
He wakes the time for whom? tu done, 
From whom the Warmth, Heat, Life, begun ; 
Into whofe foftring Arms do run 
All that bave Being from the Sun. 
Such ss the Fount of Light, the King, 
The Heart, that quickens every thing, a 


And makes the Creatures Language all one Voice, 


In Welcome, Welcome, Welcome, fo rejoice : 
Welcome s all our Song, ss all our Sound, 
The Treble Part, the ‘Lenor, and the Ground. 


After Dinner. 


a ie King and the Lords being come down, and rea- 
dy co take Horfe, in the Crowd were difcover’d 
two notorious Perfons, ifs Men of Bufinefs, as by their. 
eminent Drefling and Habits did foon appear. 


One in a coftly Caffock of black Buckram girt unto 
him, whereon was painted Party-per-pale : 


On the one fide, On the other fide, 
Noun, Adverb, 
Sarge declined “felon clined. 
Participle, Interjection, 
| FIff a With 
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VVith his Hat, Hatband, Stocking, ‘and Sandals, fuiced, | 
and marked 4, B,C, é&c. : , , 


Fitz, Stint, ftine your Court, 
Grow to be fhort, 
Throw by your Clatter, 
And handle the matter : 
We come with our Peers 
And crave your Ears, - 
To prefers a Wedding, 


The other ina Taberd, or Heralds Coat, of Azure 
and Gales quarterly chang’d, of Buckram ; Limn’d wich 
Yellow, in ftead of Gold, and pafted over with olf Re- 
cords of the two Shires, and certain Fragments of the 


Forett, a8 a Coat of Antiquity; and Prefident, willitg to Intended a Bedding, | 
be feen, but hard to be read, and as loth to be ufider- Of both the Shires. 
{tood, without the Interpreter, who wore it: For. the Father Fitx:ale a 
wrong end of the Letters were turn’d upward, there- Hath a Daughter ftale - 


In Darby Town, 
Known up and down 
or a great Antiquity : 


fore was a Label fix’d to, Jo the Curious Prier, advertifing : 


Look not fo near, with hope by inderftand 2 


Out-cept, Sir, you can read with the Left-band. And Per the hight, 
: folemn Wight 
$ you 
Their Names were, In hits = mas 
——e a — _ Inchat Ubiquity. 
Accidence, Firz-Ale. Her he hath rong 
Po : ) As having fought 
Acci. B* your fair leave, Gentlemen of Court; for By many a Draught 
Leave is ever fair being ask’d ; and granred, Of Ale, and Craft, 
is as light, according to our Englifh Proverb, Leave s Wich Skill, to Graft 
light. VVhich is che King, I pray you? . In fome old Stock 
Fitz, Or rather the King’s Lieutenant ? For we have O’ the Yeoman Block, 
nothing to fay to the King, till we have {fpoken with my And Foreft-blood 
Lord Lieutenant. | : Of old Sherewood. 
Acci. OF Nottingham lire. ; , And he hath found 
Fitz. And Darby fhire, for he is both. And we have Within the Ground, 
butinefS to both fides of him, from either of the Coun- At laft no Shrimp, 


sack Whereon to imp 


Acci. As far as his Command ftretches. His jolly Club, 
y . ie Is this he ? But a bold Stub 
) re mer* “TYAcci. This is no Great Man by his Zamber (as we fay _ O'the right Wood, 
_? che Foreft), by his Zdcewes he may. Tl venture a Fitz, A Champion good; 


/ 
é ho here in place 


/)) pron: Part of Speech, two, or three at him, to fee how he ; 


\ at is declin’d. My Lord, pleafeth your good Lordthip, I} _ Prefents himfelf, 
tis hic am a poor Neighbour, here, of your-Honours, i’ the _ Like doughty Elf 
we OF Greenwood Chace. 


County. 

Fie, Mr. A-B-Cee Accideyce, sa A Lord, School- | | 
matter of Mansfield, the painful Inftruéer of our Youch} Here Stxb the Bridegroom prefented himfelf, being 
in their Country-Elements, as appeareth by the Sign { 4pparelled in a yellow Canvas Doublet, cut, a green Jer- 
of Correétion in his Hat, with the truft of the Town-| kin and Hofe, like a Ranger } a Monmouth Cap, with a 
Pen-and-Inkhorn, committed to the Sure-tie of his Gir- | yellow Feather, yellow Stockings, and Shooes; for be- 
dle, from the whole Corporation. | ing to dance, he would not trouble himfelf with Boot. 
| Acci. This is the more remarkable Man, my very rr ae : 

good Lord; Farher Fitz Ale, Herald of Darby, Light Stub of Stub-ball, 


Yhsset, 


a <q ®_ ——— a ae 


and Lancthorn of both Counties ; the Learned Antiquary 
of the North ; Conferver of the Records of either Fo- 
reft, as wienefleth the brief Taberd, or Coat-Armour | 
he carries, being an induftrious ColleGion of all the 
written or reported Wonders of the Peak. 


. S Aint Anne of Bux/ftons boiling VVell, 
Or Elden, bottomle(s, like Hell: 

Pools-bole, or Satan’s {umptuous Arfe, 
(Surreverence) with the Mine-mens Farce. 
Such a light, and merall’d Dance 
Saw you never yet in France. 
Anf@ by Lead-men, for the nonce, 
That turn round like Grindleftones 5 
VVhich they dig out fog’ che Delves, 
For cheir Bairns bread V Vives, and fell’s : 
VVhom the VVhetftone fharps to eat, — 
And cry, Milftones are good Meat. ; 
He can fly o’er Hills and Dales, 
And report you more odd Tales 
Of our Out-law Robin Hood, 
That revell'’d here in Sherewood, 
And more Stories of him fhow, 
‘(Though he ne’er fhot in his Bow) 
Than au’ Men or believe, or know. 


| Accs. 


Fitz. Then Green-hood 
| 4ccs. He’s in Kendal Green, 


Some do him call ; 
Buc moft do fay, 
_ He’s Stub will ftay 
To run his Race, 
Not run away. 
At Quintin he, 
In honour of this Bridaltee, 
Hath challeng’d either wide Countee; 
Come Cut, and Long-tail. For there be : 
Six Batchelors, as bold as he, 
Adjuting to his Companee, 
| And each one hath his Liverie. 
Fitz. Six Hoods they are, and of the Blood, 
They tell, of ancient Robin Hood. _ 


Here the Six Hoods prefented chemfelves feverally, in 


| their Livery Hoods, whilft Fitz-ale {poke on. 


Red-hood the firft chat doth appear 
In Stamel.” Acci. Scarlet is too dear, 
' [Green- hood. 


Az in the Foreft-colour feen. » 
Fitz. Next Blue-bood is,andinthat hue [Blueehood. 
Doth vaunt a Heart as pure and true 


: er op 4 Tr. to. As 
ede eee 


12M Se 8, L7. 


(Red-bood. 


a 


Asis the Sky, (give him hisdue) = 
Acci. OF old England the Yeoman Blue. | 


Fitz. Then Tawney fra’ che Kirk that came. [Tawney hood, | 


Acci, And cleped was.the Abbot's Man. — | 
Fitz. With Motley-bood, the Man of Law. [ Motley-bood. 
Acci. And, Ruffet-boad keeps all in awe [Ruffet- hood. 

Bold Batchelors they are, andlarge, 9°. 

And come in at the Country Charge ; | 

Horfé, Bridles, Saddles, Stirrups, Girts, . . 

All reckon’d o’ the Cownty Skirts! 

And all their Courfes, mifé or hir, 

Intended are for the Shire Wit, 

And fo tq be receiv'd. Their Game 

Is Country-fport, and hath a Name 

From the Place that bears the Coft, 

Elfe all che Fat 7 the Fire were loft. 

Go, Captain Stub, lead on, and fhow 

What Houfe you come on, by the Blow . 

You give Sir Quintin, and, a aoe 

You fcape o” th’ Sand-bags Counrerbuff. 


oe A Flouri fh. Scary Courfe. 


‘Accs. O well run, Yeoman Stub ! 
Thou haft knock’d it, like a Club, 
And made Sir Quintin know, 
By this his Race fo good, 
He himfelf is alfo Wood, 
As by his furious Blow. 


Flourifh. 


Fiz.  Bravely run Red-bood, 
There wasa fhock, 
To have buff’d out the Blood 
From ought but a Block. 


(Red-hood’s Cosr/e. 
2. : 


d - sod" C ° 
Flourifh. sree = peed 


‘Accé. Well run Green-bood, got between, 
Under the Sand-bag he was feen, ° 

"- ° Lowting low, like a For’fter Green : 

Fitz He knows his Tackle, and his Treen. 


| ae - "s Courfe. 
Flouri fp. { Blue — 5 ome 


Acci. Gi the old England Yeoman his due, 
EV has hie Sir Quin. juft 7? the Qz. 
Though that be black, yet he is blue. 
It is a brave Patch, and a new! 


-q. | Tawney-hood’s Cour/e. 
F lour ifh. 5 - 


Fitz. Well ran Taasey, the Abbots Churl 
His Jade gave him a jerk, — 
As he woul’ have his Rider hurl 
_ His Hood after the Kirk. 
But he was wifer, and well beheft, 
For this is all that he hath left. 


2 [Maotley-hood’s Courfe. 
Flour iff { Motley — s Cour r[e 


Fitz. Or the ‘Saddle turn’d round, or the Girths brake; - 


For low on the Ground (wo for his fake) 
The Law is found. 
Accé. Had his pair of Tongues, not fo much good, 
To keep his Head in his Morley Hood ? 
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FH wip ifh. ie Cour[a, 


Fitz. Ruffet ran faft, thoggh he be thrown. 
'Acci. He loft no Stirrup, fr he had none. 
1» His Horfe it is the Herald’s Weft. . 
: ' 2. No, ’tisa Mare, and hath a Cleft. 
‘3. She is Country-borrow’d, and no Vail, 
_ But’s Hood is forfeie to Fitz-ale. 


Here Accidence did break them off, by calling thern to 
ithe Dance, and to the Bride, who was dreft like an old 
' May-Lady, with Scarfs, and a great wrought Handker- 
ichief, with Red, and Blue, and other Habiliments. 
‘Six Maids attending on her, ateird wich Buckram Bride- 
‘laces begilt, white Sleeves, and Stammel Petticoats, 
dreft after the cleanlieft Country guife ; among whom 
:Miftris </pbabet, Matter Accidence’s Daughter, did bear 
‘a primefway. | | 

he two Bride-Squires, the Cake-bearer, and the Bow/- 
bearer, were in two yellow Leather Doublets, and Ruf- 
fet Hofe, like cwo Lwin Clowns preft out for that Of? 
fice, with Livery-Hats, and Ribbands. 7 


Acci. Come to the Bride; another Fit 
: Yet thow, Sirs, o’ your Country-wit, 
But o’ your beft. Let all che Steel 
Of Back and Brains fall to the Heel 5 
~ And all the Quick-filver i? the Mine 
Run ?? the Foot-veins, and refine 
+ Your Firk-bum Ferk-bum to a Dance, 
Shall fetch the Fiddles out of France, 
To wonder at the Horn-pipes here, 
Of Nottingham, and Darby -fhire. 
Fitz. With the Phant’fies of Hey-troll, 
Troll about the Bridal Bowl, 
And divide the broad Bride-cake, 
Round about the Brides-ftake. 
Accs. With, Here is to the Fruit of Pew, 
Fitz. Grafted upon Stub his Seem, 
Acci. With the Peakifh Nicety, 
Fitz. And old Shereweods Vicety. 


’ The-laft of which Words were fet to a Tune, and 
fung to the Bagpipe, and Meafure of their Dance; the 
Clowns and Company of Spectators drinking and eat- 
ing the while. | 


The Sona. 


Es’s fing about, and fay, Hey-troll, 
Troll to me the Bridal Bowl, 
. And divide the broad Bride-cake, 
| Round about the Brides-ftake. 
With, Here « to the Fruit of Pem, 
Grafted upon Stub bis Stem, 
With the Peakith Nicety,: 
And old Sherewoods Vicety, 
But wel danc’d Pem upon Record, 
Above thy Yeoman, or May-Lord. 


Here it was thought neceffary they fhould be broken. 
off, by the coming in of an Officer, or Servant of the 
Lord Lieutenant's, whofe Face had put on, with his 
Clothes, an equal Authority for the Bufinefs 


Gentleman. 


Ges end unto your Rudenefs: Know at length 

Whofe Time and Patience you have urg’d,the King’s. 

Whom if you knew, and truly. as you oughr, 
Fiffa *T would 


583° 


>Twould ftrike a Reverence in you, even to blufhing. 

. That King whofe Love it is to be your Parent! 

Whofe Office, and whofe Charge, to be your Paftor! 
Whofe fingle Watch defendeth all your Sleeps! 

Whofe Labours are your Refts! whofe Thoughts and 


Cares 
Breed your Delights ! whofe Bufineds, all your Leifures! 
d you to interrupt his ferious Hours 
With light, impertinent, unworthy Objects, 
Sights for your felves, and fav’ring — own Talftes ; 
You are to blame. Know your Difeafe, and cure it. 
Sports fhould not be obtruded on Great Monarchs, 
But wait when they will call for them as Servants, 
_ And meaneft of their Servants, fince their Price is 
Ac higheft, to be ftyl’d, but of their Pleafures! 
Our King is going now to a great Work, 
Of higheft Love, Affe@ion, and Example, 
To fee his Native Country, and his Cradle, . 
And find thofe Manners there, which he fuck’d in 
With Nurfes Milk, and Parents Piety ! 
_O Sifter Scotland ! what haft thou deferv’d 
Of joyful England, giving us this King ! 
What Union Cif chou lik’ft) haft chou not made ? 
In knitting for Great Britain fuch a Garland, 
And letting him to wear it? Such a King! 
As Men would with, chat krrew not how to hope 


Under-woods. 


His Like, but feeing him ! A Prince that’s Law 
Unto himfelf ; is good for Goodnefs fake, 

And fo becomes the Rule unto his Subje&s! 

That ftudies not to feem, or to fhew Great, 

But be ! Not dreft for others Eyes and Ears, 
With Vizors and falfe Rumors, bue make Fame 
Wait on his AGions, and thence {peak his Name! 
O blefs his Goings-out, and Comings-in, 

Thou mighty God of Heaven, lend him long 
Unto the Nations, which yet fcarcely know him, 


Yet are moft happy by his Government. 


Blefs his fair Bed-rgare, and their certain Pledges, 
And never may he want thofe Nerves in Fate 3 
For fure Succeffion fortifies a State. - 
Whilft he himfelf is mortal, let him feel 

Nothing about him mortal, in his Houfe ; 

Let him approve his young increafing Charles, 

A loyal Son 3 and teach him long to be 

An Aid, before he be a Succeffor. - . - 
Late come that day that Heaven will ask him from us: 
Let our Grand-child, and their Iffue,long > 
Expe& it, and not fee it. Let us pray, 

That Fortune never know to exercife | 
More Power upon him, than as Charles his Servant, 
And his Great Britain's Slave: ever to wait | 
Bond-woman to the GE NIU S of this State. 


Performed the xxi of May, 1633. 


LOVE'S WELCOME. 


KING “ QUEENS 


Entertainment at Bolfover : 


= AT 


The Earl of NEWCASTL E's, the Thirtieth of 
Sa oe Af WOS FG Welty fring’ oe 


ap Lf fe 


Tenors and a Bafe. 


[erated ae a ifing of the Senfe 
To knowledge of that pure Intelligence, 


{ Chorus. 
Wherein the Soul bath Ref and Refitence. 


1. Ten. When were the Senfes in fuch order plac’d ? 
celia 5g Sight, the Hearing, Smelling, Touching, 


e, 
All at ome Banquet? Baf. "Would it ever laf! 


1. We wilh the fame : who fet it forth thus? Baf. Love! 
_2. But to what End, or to what Obje#? Baf. Love! 


1. Doth Love then feaf it felf? Baf: Love will feaft Love! 


2. You make of Love, « Riddle, or a Chain, 
A Circle, a meer Knot, untie’t again. 


Baf. Love s a Circle, both the firft and laf 
Of all our Actions, and hss Knots too fast. 


3. A_True-Love-Knot, will hardly be unts'd: 
Mud if it could, who would this Pair divide. 


: Bal! God made them {uch, and Love. 2. Ten. Who # a 
Ring, 
The ikeft to the Year of any thing, | | 
2. And runs into it felf. Bat Then let us fing, 


And run into one found. 


i 


July, 163 


qe 


LS 


7 . And hence, - 
The Song ‘at the Banquet ; Sung by two Chon 9 At every real oe to the Senfe, 


Welcome, true Welcome fi the Complements. 


| After the Banquet, the King and Queen retird, 


were entertain d with Coronel Vitruvius bis Ora- 


tion to bis Dance of Mechanicks. 


Vit. er forth, boldly put forth, i? your Holy-day 
| Clothes, every Morhers Son of you. This is 
the King and Quweens Majeftical Holy.day. My Lord 
has it granted from them; I had it granted from oD 
Lord : and do give itunto you grats, that is, bond fide, 
with the Faith of a Surveyor, your Coronel Vstruvias. 
Do you know what a Surveyor is now ? I tell you a Su- 
ifor! A hard word, that; but it may be foftned, and 
rought in, to fignifie fomething. An Overfeer! one 
that overfee-eth you. A bufie Man! And yec I muit 
feem bufier than'I am, (as the Poet fings, but which of 
them, I will not now trouble my felf to 
tell you.) O Captain Smith! or Ham- 
mer-armed Vulcan! with your Three 
Sledges, you.are our Mafick, you come 
alittle too tardy ; but we remit that, to 
your Polt-foot, we know you are lame. Plant your 
felves there, and beat your time out atthe Anvil. Tse 


Cyclops, 


and Meafure are the Father and Mother of Mutick, you 


know,and your Coronel Vitrevias knows 
aliccle. O Chef! our curious Carver! The fecond Quatern, - 


Chefil, the Carver 5 


— JE Emap 


and Mafter Maul, our Free-Mafon; Squire 
Summer, our Carpenter, and Taybi his 
‘ Let Welcome fill Man; ftand you four there, 1’ che fecond 
Chorus. <Our Thoughts, Hearts Voices, and that one word trill: Rank, work upon that Ground. And 

Through allour Language,Welcome,Welcome till. | you, Drefer, the Plumber ; Quwarref, the 
: Glafier ; Fret, che Plafterer; and Beater, 
the Mortar-man: put aif you on?’ the 
Reer, as Finifhers in true Footing, with 
Tune and Meafure. Mea/ure is the Soul 
of a Dance, and Tune the Tickle foot 


Complement, 


1. Could we put on the Beauty of all Creatures, 

2. Sing inthe Air, and Notes of Nightingales, 

1. Exbale the Sweets of Earth,and all ber Features. 
2. And tell you, fofter than in Silk, thefe Tales, 
Baf. Welcome fhowld Seafon all for Tafte. 


thereof. Ufe Holy-day Legs, and have’em: Spring, Leap, 
Caper, and Gingle : Pumps and Ribbands thall Be y 
Reward, till che Soles of your Feet {well with the furfeie 
of your light and nimble Motion. [They begun to — 
7 Wel 


Maul,the FreeeMae 
Aes i Summer, 
theC. ter;sTwy- 
bil, bic Man 
The Third Quater- 
nio. Drefler, the 
Plunber 5 Quarrel, 
the Glafier; Fret, . 
the Plafterer ; Bea- 
ter, the Mortare 
man. 


our 


590 


__ Well done, my Mufical, Arithmetical, Geometrical { Where we might meet. An. Embrace. Er, Circle each 


Gamefters! or rather my true Mathematical Boys! It is 
Carried, in Number, Weight and Meafire, asif the Airs 
- were all Harmony, andthe Figures a well-cim’d Propor- 
tion:! Lery ftill, Deferve Holy-days, and have ’em, Tl 


have a whole Quagter-of the Year cut out for you th Ho: |' 


ly-days, and lac’d with Statute-Tunes and Dances, fitted 
- tothe a@ivity of your Treffels, to which you fhall truft, 
Lads, in the Nameof your Iniqao Vitruvies. Hey for the 

~ Lily, for, and the blended Role. Fel oy, aren» va "ot 


The Dance ended. 


And the King and Queen, having a fecond Banquet , 


fet down before them.from the Clouds by two Loves: 
One asthe King’s, the othér as the-Queen’s;_ differenced 
by theic Garlands only: His of Whyte and Red Rofes ; 
the other of Lilies inter-weav’d, Gold, Silver, Purple, &c. 
with 2 Bough of Palm, (in his Hand) cleft a lite at the 
top, They were both arm’d and wing ’d; with Bows 
and Quivers, Caflucks, Breeche;, Buskins, Gloves, and 
Perukes alike. They ftood filent a while, wondring at 
one another, till ae laft the leffer of them began to {peak. 


Eros, Anteros. 


Er. Fey Cupid? An. Yes, your fecond felf, 
* A Son of Venus, and as meer an Elf 
And Wag as you. Er. Eros? An. No, Anteros: 
Your Brother, Cupid, yet not fent-to crofs, 
Or {py into your Favours, here, at Court. ~~ 
Er. What then? .4n. To ferve you, Brother, and 
report | : 
Your Graces from the Queen’s fide to she King’s, 
In whofe Name I faluteyou. Er. Break my Wings 
I fear you will. 4”. O be not jealous, Brother: 
What Bough is this? Er.A Palm. 4, Give me’t.. Ev. An- 
other —(Anteros /natch’d at the Palm, 
| ae but Esos divided.it. 
You may have. “4x. Iwill this. Er. Divideit, 2 So, 
This was right Brother-like! The World will know 
By this one Act, both Natures. You are Love, 
I Love, again. , In thefe two Spheres we move, 
Eros, and Anteros, Er. We ha cleft.che Bough, 
And ftruck a.Tallie af our Loves toonow. 
. An. I call to mind the Wifdom of our Mother 
Venus, who would have Cupid have a Brother-——— 
- Er. To look upon, and thrive. Me feemsI grew. _ 
Three Inches higher fin’I met with you. 
It was the Counfel that the Oracle gave 
Your Nurfes the glad Graces, fent to-crave 
Them advice. You do not know -(quoth the) 
The natureof this Infant. Lovemay be 
Brought forth thus little, live a-while alone, 
But ne’er will profper, if he have not one 
Sent-after him to play. with. Er. Such another 
As you are, Anteros, our loving brother. 
An. Who would be always planted in your Eye; 
For Love, by Love increafeth mutually. : 
: Er. We either, lookingoneach other, thrive. 
-An. Shoot up, grow galliard—Er. Yes, and morealive! 
: An. When one’s away, it feems we both are leds. 
Er. I was‘a Dwarf,.an Urchin, I confes, 
Till-you were prefent.e 4x. But a bird of wing, 
Now fic to fly before a Queen or King, 
' Er. Lha’ not one fick Feather fin’ you came, 
But turn’d a jollier Cupid. An. Than I am. | 
. Er. [love my Mothers brain, could thus provide 
For both in Court, and give us each our file, 


Under-woods. 


other. 

An. Confer, and whifper. Er. Brother with a Brother. 
__ An. And by this {weet Contention for the Palm, - : 
Unite - — and maXe them calm, | 

Er. To will, and nill orfe:thing.’ -4n. And fot 
Affe@ion in our Wills, asin our Pe i a 

Er. pi the place fure breeds it, where we are. 

4n. The King and Queens Court, which is circular 
And perfe@. Er. The pure School that we live in, 
And is of purer Love, a Difcipline. | 


Philakthes. 


N°? more of your Poetsy (pretty Cupids), left proligp 
ming on yourlisle Wits, you profane the incenct 
on of your fervice. The Place, E canfef% wherain (hy 
the Providence of your Mother VenssJyou aré now plint- 
ed, is the Divine School of Love: An Academy, or 
Court, where all che true Leflons of Love are throughly 
read and taught. The Reafons, the Proportions, and 
Harmony, drawn forth in Analytick Tables, and made 
demonftrable to, the Senfes. Which -if you (Brethren) 
fhould report, and {wear.to, would hardly get Credit a- 
bove a Fable, here, in the Edge of Darby(hire (the Regi- 
on of Ale) becaufe you relate in Rhime. O, that Rhime 
is'a fhrewd- Difeafe, and-makes alt fafpected it would 
perfwade, Leaveit, pretty Cupids, leave it. Rhime will 
undo you, and hinder your Growth, and Reputation in 


| Court, more than any thing befide, you have either mena 


tion’d, or fear’d. If, you dabblein Poetry: oneg, it is done 
of your being believ’d, or underftaod: hare. No Man will 
truft youin this Verge, but conclude you for a meer Cafe 
of Canters, or a pair.of wandring Gipfies: ~ 

Return to your felves. (little Deities) and admire the 
Miracles you ferve, this excellent King and his unparallell’d 
‘Queen, who are the Canons, the‘Decretals, and whole 
School-Divinity of Love. Centemplate, and ftudy-them. 


- | Here fhall you read Hymen,. having lighted. Two Torches, 


either of which enflame mutually, but wafte nos One 
Love by the others Afpe@ increafing, and both in. the 
righe Lines of afpiring.. The Faces fpinning them round 
and even Threads, and of their whiteft Woell,. without 
‘brack or purl. Fortune and. Time fetterr’d. at their Feet 
iwith Adamantiné Chains, their Wings deplum’d, for 


‘| ftarcing from them. ° All amiablenefs in the richeft drefs 


‘of Delight and Colours, courting the Seafon to.tarry by 
ithenp, and make the Idea of their Felicity. perfe&s coge- 


_|:ther with the Love, Knowledge, and Duty of their Sub- 


jects perpetual. So wifheth the glad, and grateful Client, 
feated here, the over-joy’d Mafter of the Houfe; and, 
prayeth that che wholeRegion about him could {peak but 
his Language.. Which is, chat firft che Reoples Love woyld 
let chat People know theirown Happinefs, and chat know, 
ledge could confirm their Duties, to an admiration of your 
Sacred Perfonss defcended, one from the moft peaceful, 
the other the moft warlike, both your pious and juft Pro- 
genitors ; from whom, as out of Reace, came Strength, 
and out of the Strong-came Sweetncefs, alluding to the 
holy Riddle, fo in you joyn’d by holy Marriage, in the 
Flower and Ripenefs of Years, live the promife of a nu- 
merous Succeflion to your Scepters, and a Strength to fe- 
cure your own Iflands, with cheir own Ocean, but mora 


| your own Palm-branches, the Types of perpetual:Victory. 

| To which, two words be added, a zealous Amen, and e- 
_| ver rounded with a Crown of Welcome. Welcome, Wel- 
| Come. aaa | 


- 
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MORTIMER 
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Written by BEN JOHNSON. 


Hor. in Art. Poetic. 


Ft docuit magnumgue loqui, nitiq; cothurno. 


The Pers ONS Names. 


MOR TIMER, | Earl of March. 

ISABEL, Queen Mother, 

ADAM DORLTON, - B. of Worc’ygy. 

CHORUS, | Of Ladies, Knights, and Squires 
-EDWARDIL =. ~——s Koo England. 

JOHH, the K’s Brother, Earl of Cornwall. 

HEN. the K's. Coufin, Earl of Lancafter. 

W. MOUNTAC UTE, K’s. Servant. 

RO. D'ELAND, Conft. of ‘Nott. Caftle. 


NUNCIGS, . Or a Herald. 


Arguments- 


ARGUMENTS. | 


HE Firft A& comprebends Mortimer's Pride and Security, — to the Degree of an Earl, by 
the Queen's Favour, and Love; with the Connfels of Adam d’ Orlton, the Politickh Bifbop of 
Worclter, againft Lancafter. 


The Chorus of Ladies, célebrating the Worthinefs of the Queen, in rewarding Mortimer’s Services, 
and the Bifhop's. , : | ‘ ; _ we : | 
The Second Ad-{bews the King's Love and Refpet to bis Mother, that will hear nothing againft Morti- 


mer’s Greatnefs, or believe any Report of ber extraordinary Favours to him, but imputes all to his 
Coufin Lancafter’s Envy, and commands thereafter an utter Silence of thofe Matters. 


The Chorus of Courtiers, celebrating the King’s Worthinefs of Nature, and Affection to his Mother, 
who will hear nothing that may trench upon her Honour, though deliver’d. by his Kinfman, of 
firch nearnefS ; and thereby take occafion to extol the King’s Piety, and their own Happinefs un- 
der fuch a King. | 


The Third AE relates (bythe — af a Vifton the blind Earl of L. had) to the King’s Brother, Earl 
of Cornwal, the Horrour f their Father's Death, and the cunning making away of their Uncle, the 
Earl of K. by Mortimer’s hired Pratfice. — | 


The Chorws of Country-Juftices, and their Wives, telling how they were deluded, and made believe 
the Old King liv’d, by the Shew of him in Corf-Caftle; and how they faw him eat, and ufe his 
Knife, like the Old King, ¢c. with the Defcription of the feigned Lights, and Mafques there, that 
deceiv'd ‘em, all which came from the Court. ~~ . . 


The Fourth AE expreffeth, by Conference between the King and his Brother, a Change, and intention to ex- 
plore the Truth of thofé Reports, and a Charge of employing W. Mountacute to get the Keys of the 
Caftle of Nottingham into the King's Power, and draw the Conftable, Sir Rob. d’ Eland, to their 
Party. : | | 


Mortimer’s Security, Scorn of “the Nobility, too much Familiarity with the Queen, related by the 
Chorws. The Report of the King’s furprifing him in his Mothers Bed-chamber : A general Glad- 
nefs : His being fent to Execution. ; | 


The Fifth Ad, The Earl of Lancafter’s following the Cry, and meeting the Report. The Celebration of 
the King's Fuftice. 


\ 


MORTIMER 


/ 


. 


Negle& what is, fo, to attain what fhould be, 

As rathe¢ he willcall on hisown Rain, | 

_ | Than work ¢’affure his fafety? I thould think 

| When ’arongft a World of bad, none ‘can be good, . 
(I mean fo abfolutely good, and perfect, . : 
As our Religious Confeffors would have us) 

Ic is enough, we do decline theRumour. ee 
Of doing monftrous things : And yet, if chofe 

Were of Emolument, untoourEnds, 3 
_Event of thofe, the. Wife Man will make Friends |_| 
For. al] che Brand, and fafely do the ill, F 

As Ufurers rob, or ou :Phyficians kill, 


. IS ABBL: MORTIMER 


My Lord! fweet Mortimer! Mor. My Q. my Miftris }} 

= gta nay, my Goddefs! and my Fano! ; . 

What Name, or Tale, as a Mark of Power - 

Upon me, thould I give you? [/e. Tfabel, - 

Your Jabel, and you.my Mortimer: 

Which are the Marks of Parity, noc Power, 

And thef,are Titles beft become our Love; 
Aor, Can you fall under thofé? I/s. Yes, and be happy: 

Walk forch, my lov’d, and gentle Mortimer, . - 

And lee my longing Eyes enjoy their Feaft, : 

And fillof thee, my fair-fhap'd, God-like Man: 

Thou art a Banquet unto all my Senfes ; 


ATS 


MORTI‘M.E'R.. fo cites 
Tt Rifé is made yet! ‘ahd we now ftanf rank’d, 


‘To view about us,. aJl chat were above us! 
di. Noughe binders now our profped, all are even, 
a We walk upona Level. Mortimer 
ISSIs a great Lordof late, and a new ching! — [A Prince, an 

: cy. Earl, and Coufin to the King. 
At what a divers price, do divess.Men be 
AG the fame things! Another might have had 
Perhaps the Hurdle,. or at leaftthe Ax, 3 
For what I have this Crownet,, Robes, and Wax. 
There is a Fate, that flies with towring Spirits 
Home to the Mark, and never checks at Confcience. 
Poor plodding Priefts, and proechirig Friars: may make 
Their hollow Pulpits, and the. empty Iles | - 
Of Churches ring with that round word : But we 
piercing Air, 


That draw the fubtile, and more 
En that fublimied Region of Coure,. 
Know all is good, we make fo, atid goon — - 

Secur’d by the profperity of our Crimes. 

To day is Adortimer made Earl'o? Match. . 
For'what ? For\shat, the very .chinking ic 7 
Would make'a:Citizen ftare ! fonse politick TFradefinan 


Curl with the Caution of a Conftable ! Thy Form doth feaft mine Eye, thy Voice mine Ear, 

But 1, who am no Common-Gouncil-Man, Thy Breach my Smell, thy every Ki(s my Tafte, 

Knew, Injuries ofthat dark Nature done” * And foftnefs of thy Skin, my very Touch : 

Were to be throughly done, ahd nor be left =| (| As if I fele ic dactile ehrough my Blood. Ae 
To fear of a Revenge. They arelighe Offences I ne’er_was reconciled to thefe Robes, | 

Which admit that. The great ones get above it. This Garb of England, till I faw chee in then. 

Man doth not nurfe a deadtior piece of Folly ‘Thou mak’ft, ‘they feem not boifterous, nor rude; 

To his high Temper, and brave Soul, than ‘that Like my. rough haughty Lords de Engle terre, | 

Of fancying Goodnefé, and a Sealto live by ..” With whom } have to many Years been troubled. 

So differing from Man's Life.. ° As.if with Lyons, Mor. But now redeem’d, and fet at liberty, 


Bears, Tygers, \Woolves, and all chofe Beafts of Prey, {Queen of your felf, and chem. | VY . 
He would affect to be a Sheep *-Gan Man | : 22 He dy’d, and left it unfinifhed. 
p fuvnnl, Cat 10.  “Faatts "Seay Nit fp Bbw whim Ved Vigth rd ff for 
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eee ge te — Gggg CHRISTMAS 


SSE 


7 4 


uf , 
4 oflec'y4 dancing Boys all: de was intended, I confefs, for Carri- 
Iopich ers al but becaufe.che Weather. has been open, and 


‘ 


a : ° ls bee Th : 
af ‘4 wif Perfon, and fo I edld.my Eriends, o° ‘the Guard.: I'am 


jen 


SIE oY 


y 


fe thel, fig 4, 9 
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‘. . _ As it was Prefented at Court, 1616. 


’ 
2. 
2 


Gaynbpil, 


hy j J x pe od Mi a) aed 

Enter Christmas with Two or Three of the Gaard. ¢ aM DP, 

a | pac cosa. | Like @ Tumbler, with a so Bells; bse Torch-bearer 

He ss attiv’d iss round Hofe, long Stockings, 4 clofe Deubiet, a | arm'd with a Cole-Staff, datd & linding Cloth. 

709 ~ bigh Crown’d Hat, with a Broach, @-long thin‘ Beard, | . ae 
Truncheon, little Ruffs, white Shooes, bs Scarffs,and-Garefo Poh and Pair, 9: |: * 4 
ters tied crofs, and bss Drum beaten bifore him.’ With.a..Pair-Royal of! Aces iw bis Hats bis -Garmeng. all 

a eae done ‘over with Pass and Purs 5 bis Samre carrying a Box, 
Cards, and Counter? i 


on. New-Years-Gife, 
‘Ina blue Coat, Sorving-nean like, with ‘an: Orange, and 
a Sprig of -Rofewsary gilt onbis Head, bis Hat full of ‘Broaches, 
with a Collar of Gingerbread, -bd Torob-bearer carrying 4 


March-PRein, with a Bottle of Wine on either Arti oe > | 

Chriffmes, and flow you ha’ mes they ‘would not let me | ee Pe ee ee of 
in: 1 rauft come another time! a good Jeft, asif Icould| Ss  - | Mumming, 2!’ 

come more than once a yéar; why, }.m nodangéfous | i# 4 Mafquing Pied Suty swith a Vifor', bis Torch bearct 

carrying the Box, and ringing it. 0 1 a4 


HY, Gentlemen, do you know what 7 do? 
ha ! would you ha’ kept: me ouc? Corsfmas, 
Old Chriftmas? Christmas of Loudon , and |, 
Captain. Chriffweas? ‘Peay yon let» me-be 
brought before my Lord Chamberlain, [ll not be an- 
- Fwer'd elfe: Tis mersy in Hall, when'Beards wag all: I 
ha’ feen the time’ you ha’ with’d for me, for a merry 


. . 


-_ « 
. 


’ r) of 


‘ eet] 


Old Gregory Chriftmas -ftill, and thengh I come out of i & “REG nts tee 
fr? Hed Adley as good a Proteftane asanyi? my Patith,| —, .. Walla, 
| The troth is, I’ ha’-broughe: a Mafque here, out 0° che | Like a neat Sempfter, aed Songfter 5: bir Page bearing: a 

a brown Bowl, drest with Ribbands, and Refemary baftire hers: 
a Se oY Pe, ee va ta oe 


/ ity, o’ my own making, and do prefent it by a Set of 


Ay rit ¥"'S my Sons, that come Gut of the Lanes of Loudon, — 


‘ ny 2 ing, : pees ee, ag 
In a {hort Gown, with & Porter's Staff inbe Hand, a W71h 
barn before him, avd a Bafon by bu Torch -bebrer. hod! 


. BabieCocke, 


the Livery were not at-leifure t-foe it till a Froft come, 
i they cannot ieee aka pe ponte with as 
~ fomc litcle alterations, and the Groont of the Revels Hand , cae | a 
to’t, to fit it for a higher place ; which Vhave done; and Dreft like @ Boy, in a forcAong Coat, Biggin, Bib, Mack 
though I fay it, anerher manner of Device than’ your ender, and a little Dagger 5 as Ufher béaring & great Cake, — 
New- Years Night. . Bones 0’ bread, the King! Son Row- with 4 Bean, and a Peafe. PA nag eg 


land, Son Clem, be ready there in a trice: quick, Boys. | a ee es Se eee 
a as ; ree are hy ae ‘ See cae eee They ‘enter finging. Ts ' , i: if 

Enter bis Sons and Daughters, being Tes in Number, Sed in, | : i a ee ed Oy ae el 
in a String, by Cupid, who ss atti" in a flat Cap, | and a | N™ God preferve, as youwell do deferuc,: \? 

- Prentices Coat, with Wings at bas Shoulders, Your Majefties all, twoitbaress i t. 


Your Highnefs fall, with ny good!Lords all, .2.. °: 
And Ladies; bow do yoy do there?i .i*. © tt 


The Names of fits:Childre with thei Ate 
| a Poe « Gi me leave to ask, for I bring you a Mafque 


Mif-rule, | from little, little, little, little London ; 
In a Velvet Cap, with @ Sprig, @ fbort Cloak, great Yel Wich fay the King likes, I ba’ paffed the Pikes, 
low Ruff, like a Reveller, bss fe ee bearing a Rope, if not, old Chriftmas « undone. 
a Cheefe and a Basket. | 
, t*f br. A’ peace, what’s the matter there ? 
Caroll, ° Gamb. Here’s one, ‘0’ Friday-ftreet would come in. 
A long tawny Coat, with a Red Cap, and a Flute at bis Chr. By no means, nor out of neither of the Fifh- 
Girdle, bis Torch-bearer carrying a Song-book open. | frreets, admit not a Man; they are not ‘ briftmas Crea- 
-Ttures¢ Fith, and fafting days, foh! Sons, faid I well! look 
Minc'd-Pie, tot. 


Like a fine Cook’s Wife, dreft neat; ber Man carrying Gamb. No body out 0” Fr iday-ftreet, nor the two Fijh- 
Pie, Difh, and Spoons. | | ftreets there 5 do you hear? : 
| . Carol. Shall Fobs Butter 0 Milk-fireet come in? ask 
im. 
Gamb. 


} 


| 


| 


~ Gamb. Yes, he may flip in for a Torch-bearer, {o he 

nek mot: too faft, thae he will laft cill che Mafque be 
done. ee les: 
Chr. Right, Son | , A 


a a! Sing agen. 
| Ur Dances freight, 1 a matter of Eight, 
oo, oe O and Two, the which are Wenches: + © 


In all they be Ten, Four Cocks to a Hen, 
(t's and will favim to rhe Fune like Tenches. | 
Each bath his Knight for to carry bis Light, | - 
which {cme would fay are Torches ; 
To bring th:m bere, and tolead them there, 
. ,, and home again to their own Porches,. 
'  ." Now their intent-—— : : 


| Enter Venus, a deaf Tyre-woman. 


Ven, Now, all the Lords blefs me, where am I tro ? 
where is Cwpid? ferve the King? they may ferve the 
Cobler -well enough, fome of ’em, for any Courtefie 
they have y’ wiffle ; they ha’ need o’ mending : unrude 
People they are, your Courtiers, here was thruft upon 
thruft indeed! was it ever fo hard to get in before, tro? | 

Chr. How now ? what’s the matter? - | 

Ven. A Place, forfooth, I do want a Place; I would 
have.a good Place, to fee my Child a& in before the 
King and Queens Majefties (God ble{s’em) to Night. 

Cor. Why, hereisPlacefor you. . 

Ven. Right, forfooth, I am Cupid’s Mother, Cxpiad’s 
own Mother, forfooth; yes, forfooth: I dwell in Pud- 
ding-lane : 1, forfooth, he is Prentice in Love-lane, witha 
Bugle-maker, that makes of your Bobs, and Bird-bolts 
for Ladies. - 

Chr. Good Lady Venus, of Pudding-lane, you muft go 
out for allthis. re 
“ Wen. Yes, forfooth, I can fit any where, fo I may fee 
Cupid a&: He isa pretty Child, though I fay ic that per- 
haps fhould not, you will fay : | had him by my firft Hus- 
band; he was a Smith, forfooth, we dwelt in Do-little-lane 
then.: He came a Month before his ee and oat may 
make him fomewhat imperfect: But I wasa Fifhmonger’s 
Daughter. (ees if A Zl Pn ft Bal af Gar. 

Cér. No matter for your Pedigree, your Houfe; good 
Venus, will you depart ? a 
. Ven. Tforfooth, he'll fay his Part, I warrant him, as 
well as e’er a Play-boy of ’emall: I could ha’ had Mo- 
ney enough for him, an’I would ha’been tempted, and 
ha’let him out by the Week, to the King’s Players: Ma- 

!) fter Burbadge has been about and about with me; and fo 

has old Mr. Hemings too, they ha’ need of him, where is 
he tro'a? I would fain fee him, pray God they have gi- 
ven him fome Drink fince he came. : 

Chrift. Are you ready, Boys? Strike up, nothing will 


‘ 
} 


| 


| 


drown this Noife but a Drum: a’ peace, yer, I ha’ not | 


done. 
Sing— Now their Intent, ss above to prefent— 

Carol. Why ? here be half of the Properties forgot- 
ten, Father. 

Offering. Poft and Pair wants his pur-chops, and his 
pur-dogs. 
“Carol. Ha’ you ne’er a Son at the Groom-Porter’s, to 
beg or borrow a pair of Cards quickly ? Gyre: 2a dom 


5 ASSES 


Gamb. Ic (hall not need, here’s your Son Chrater with? | 4. 


out, has Cards in his Pocket. 

Offering. Odds fo; fpeak to the Guard to let. fim in, 
under the Name of a Property. 

Gamb. And here’s New-years-gift. has an Orange, and 
Rofemary, but not a Clove to ftick in’t. 

New year. Why, let one go to the Spicery. 

Cr, Fie, fie, fie 5 ie’s naughe, it’s naught, boys. 

Ven. Why, Ihave Cloves, if it be Cloves you want, I 
HO oe in my Purfe, I never go without one in my 

outh. 


Mafques. 
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Carol.. And Mamming has not his Vizard neither. 

Cér. No matter, his own Faée hall ferve for a punith- 
ment, and’tis bad epough; has Waffel her Bowl, and 
Mince-Pieher Spoons? 

Offer. 1,1; bue Mifrale doth not like his Suit: he fays, 
the Players have lent him one too litélé, on purpofe to. 


| difgrace him. ~ 


Chr. Let him hold his peace, ‘and his difgrace will be 


|the lefs: What? fhalt we proclaim where we were fur- 
|nifhe? Aten! Mum! a peace, be ready, good Boys. 


ae ‘ . aceiney amee 
ah Sings agen. 


eS “T Ow their intent, 2 above to prefent 
8 with all the Appurtenances, 
+ Aright Chriftmas, as of ould it was, 
to be gathered out of rhe Dances. 


Which they. do bring, and afore the King, 
the Queen, and Prince, as it were now 
Drawn bere by Love; who, over and above, 


doth draw bimfelf ? the peer too. 


Here the Drum, and Fife founds; and they march a= 
es once: at the fecond coming up. he proceeds in his 
ong. © ie Hs 


Hum drum, fauce for a Coney 3 7 
no more of your Martial Mufick : 

Even for the fake, 0° the next new Stake, 
For there I do mean to ufe it: - . 


: And now to ye, who in pldee are to fee, 
with Roll and Farthingale booped = 
I pray you know, though be want bis Bow . : 
by the Wings, that this Cupida . 


| He might ¢o back, ‘for to cry what you lack, a rn | 
but that were ner fo wittys ¢ 4 


Fs Cap and Coat, are encugh to note, ) 
that be w the Leve o’ the City 


| And be leads on, though be now be gone, 
for that was only bis Rule: Ca 
| But now comes in, Tom of Bofoms-Inn, a i 
and be prefenteth Mifrule. 


+ Which you may know, by the-very flow, 
albeit you never ash it: 9 +). - 
Fer there you may fee what bis Enfigns be, 
' the Rope, the Cheefe, and the- Basket, 


This Carol plays, and has been in bis days 
a chirping Boy, and a kill Pot: 
Kit Cobler it x3, P?'m a Father of bis, 
and be dwells in the Lane call’d Fil-pot. 


But who ws this? O my Daughter Sis 
. Mince-Pie, with ber do not dall | 
On pain o’ your life:She’s an hone/tCook sWife, 
and comes out of Scalding-Alley. 
Next in the trace, comes Gambol sn place, 
: and to make my Tale the fhorter : 
» My Son Hercules, tane, out of Diftaff-lane, 
but an ative Man, and a Porter. 


Now Poft and Pair, old Chriftmas’s Heir 
doth make, and a gingling Sally: 

And wot you who, *ts one of my Two 
Sons, Card- Makers in Pur-Alley. 


Ggegg 2 Next 
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7 Next sn a trice, with bis Box and bw Dice, 
fo te & 


Va ie Mac-pippin, my Son, but younger a 
{ } ry? ) pe Brings Mumming in; ana the Resce will win, 


for a 8 a Coftermonger. 


o- 


But New-years-gift, of bimfelf makes hift 
to tell you what bys Name ws ; 

With Orange on Head, and hw Ginger bread, 
Clem Wafpe of Honey-lane ’t. 


| The, I you tel, ss our jolly Wallel, 
and for Twelfth-night more meet too: 
She works by the Ell, and ber Name w Nell, 
and fhe dwells in Thread-needle ftreet too. 


Then Offering, be, with bs Difh, and bis Tree, - 
that inevery great Houfe keepeth, 

Is by my Son, young Little- worth, done, 
and in Penny-rich-{treet be fleepetd. 


Laft, Baby-cake, that an end doth make 

of Chriltmas merry, merry vain a 
Is Child Rowlan, and a ftraight Young Man, 
" though he come out of Crooked-lane’ a. 


There fhould have been, and a dozen I wene, 
. but I could find but one more 
Child of Chriftmas, and 2 Log it was, 
when I them all bad gone o'er. 


I pray’d him, in atime [o trim, 

that he would make one to praunce it: 
And I my felf, would have been the Twelfth, 
o' but Log was too heavy to « dance st. F 


oe 
aad 


Now, Cupid, come you on. 


Cupid. You Worthy Wights, King, Lords, and Knights, 
or Queen, and Ladies bright : 
Cupid invites, youto the fights 
be {hall prefent to Night. 


Love. | 
Cupid. And which Cupid—and which 2 &c. 
Ven. Do not thake {0, Robin, if thou beeft a’ cold, Tha’ | 


Ven. “Tis a good Child, {peak out; hold up your Head, 


fome warm Waters for thee here. 
Clr. Come, you put Robis Cupid our with your Waters, 
and your fifsling ; will you be gone? 
Ven. I, forfooths he’s a Child, you muft conceive, and 
muft be us’d tenderly; he was never in fuch an Affem- 


e ie 4 e 
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bly before, forfooth, but once at the Warmoll for- 
footh, where he faid Grace as prettily as any OP She 
riff’s Hinch-boys, forfooth. | 

Chr. Will you peace, forfooth ? 

Cupid. And which Cupid, and which Cupid, &c. 

Ven. that’s a good boy, fpeak plain, Robin : how does 
his Majefty like him, I pray ?\will he 
eo laa he Speak out, Robin. 

Chr. Nay, he is out enough, you may take him aw4 
and peg your sing : This it is to fave Sp fey n 

Ven. You wrong the Child, you do wrong the Infante: 
I’peal to his Majefty. ' iia | i 


Here they Dance. 


Chr. Well done, Boys, my fine Boys, my bully Boys. 


Sings agen. The EPILOGUE. 
: N” do you think that their Lers is all ? 
the Commendation of my Sons, 
For at the Artillery-Garden they fhall 
as well ( forfooth) ufe their Guns. 


And march as fine, as the Mufes Nine, 
along the Streets of London: 

And s their brave Tires, to gi their falfe fires, 
e{pecially Tom my Son. : 


Now sf the Lanes and the Allies afford, 
[uch an Ac-ativity as thy : 

At Chriftmas next, if they keep their Word, 
Can the Children of Cheapfide mifs ? 


Though, put the Cafe, when they come in place, 
they fhould not dance, but bop : 

Their very Gold Lace, with thesr Silk would’em er ace, 
baving fo many Knights 0° the Shop! 


But were! fo wife, Imight feem to advife , 
| fo great a Potentate as your felf: 
They fhould, Sir, I tell ye, {pare’t out o” their belly, 
and this way {pend fome of their Pelf. 


I, and come to the Court, for to make you fome Sport, 
at the leaft once every Year : 
As Chriftmas bath done, with bis Seventh or Eighth 
Son, 


and bis Couple of Daughters dear. 


Jo mf fre. cqutsh hws {p> prove Ato A. Commer 
Dies 
Za tL C at. fat we Qa fs . 
7 tale val Lea Lut, 


END. 


give Eight Pencea ’ 


A 


Prefented in the Houfe of the Right Honourable the — 


LORDHAY. 


Supe gan 1006 alae. 


By divers of Noble cee ITY, his Friends. Lode ZEIT 72.7 * 


SiS et + ims 
FOR THE _ Liefiot 


ENTERTAINMENT Of Monfieur Le BARON de TOUR a og 
ceniaiias dl Ambaflador for the French KING..<: ae cathe GE pw 


On Saturday the 22. of February, 1617. 


Quid titulum pofcis ? Ver[us duo tréfve legantur. Mart. 


The FR. ON T before the Scene, was on 


ARCH-TRIUMPHAL. 
On the top of which, Humanity, placed in Figure, fate with ber Lap full of tie , {catering 
them with her Right- ‘hand ; and boldmg a golden Chain in her Left-hand: to few both the 
Freedem, and the Bond of Courtefie, with this Infcription : 


Super Omnia Vultus. 


On the two fides of the Arch, 
Chearfulnefs, and Readine/s, Aer Servants. 
Chearfulnefs, in 4 loofe flowing Garment, filling Readinels a winged Maid, with two “flaming 


out Wine fr rom an Antique piece of 9 Place ; witb bright ‘Lights in her ” Hands ; and her 
_ this word, word. 


Adit letitiz dator. | Amor addidie ‘alas, 
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The Scene difcovered, is (on the one fide) the head 

having landed certain imagined Ghofts, whon Mercury there receives, 

Rover Lethe, who appears. lying in the Perfon of an old Man. The 
Bank; fiGrove of Myrtks behind them, prefented in Pex/pectyy 

king thicker’to the duter- fide ofthe Scene. Meréury, perceiving. them to faint, ralls the 

) Rod. And. the whole Mafque was fuik ( after the Icaliani. mart 

Nicholas Lanier; who ordered aiid made both the Scene and- 


tke hore, 
to come.gx towards. the 
Fates fet ing by bint on bis 
and .¢7'o3 ts ie 
coon, and fhews them hisgaldgh 
ner) Stylo recitativo, by Mater 
the Mufick. 


’ 
< Pe 
am Gar 

saa ae Lr” re 


7 S Mercury. 
Ay, faint not now, fo near the Fields of reft. 
Here no more Furies; ho more Torments dwell, 

Then each hath fele already'in his Brealt; 

Who hith been once in love, hath prov’d his Hell. 


Up then, and follow this my golden Rod, 
That points you next toaged Leghe’sfhore, 
Who pours his Waters from-hig Urn abroad,» s ' 2 
Of which but tafting, you fhall faint no more. 
Lethe. | } 5 
Stay, who, or what phantaftick fhades are thefe 
That Hermes leads? 


; 
-& 
No 


; . f | 
. | St Mercury, ne 
| ° + - They are the gentle forms 
OF Levers, toft upon thofe frantick Seas, 
Whence Venas {prung. 


aw me @. 


Lethe. 7 
And have‘rid out her ftorrfis? 
Oren nee maesccecw wma MEPCNT Yom mn 
No. 


Lethe one 
Did they perifh ¢ 


meee Mercury. ~ 
Yes ; 
Ce. Aen Co ae tee 
Lethe. 
How? 4 
Mercury. * 4 a 
Drown’d by love, 


That drew them forth with, hopes.as fmaoth as were 
Th’ unfaithful Waters he defir’d them prove. * | | 
And turn’d a tempeft, when he had them there?‘ 


Mercury. 


He did, and on the Billow would he roul, 
_ And laugh to fee one throw fu Heart away ; 
Another fighing, vapour forth his Soul ; 

A third, to melt bimfelf in Tears, and fay, . 


O Live, Inow to falter Water turn . 

Than that I die in ; then a fourth,to-cry © 
Amid the furges, ob! 1 burn, I bure ; 

A fifth, laugh out, ét # my Ghoff, not I. 


And thus in pairs I-found’em., Only one |: 
~ There is, chat'walks, and ‘ftops, and fhakes his Head, 
And fhuns the reft, as glad to be alone, oo 
And whifpers to himiclf, be # not dead. 
Me aw Mua ae ’ 


eet 
oo ™ 


of a Boat, and init Charon putting off from 
and encourageth 


~ ae -. 2 aie ro. t e ~ 
ke ee ot ye 
Fates. 
No more are all the reft. 
; say 4 ‘ 
.. ] , 
: ‘Mag ‘Mercury. j 
| a: | No? 
a a \ “5 ss eee 5 ad 
1. Fate. 
‘a Cen vg e Y No. 
e 7s ie vet an) . ; . 
a ne Mercury. 
But, why 
Proceeds this doubtful Voice from deftiny ? 
ae. Ns Fates. 


. a LP ok 
It is too fure. 
& . Mercury. ; 
Tt sil Sue2 foo 
wre 2, Fate, , a, ; 
: _ I.’ Thinks Afercury, 
That any things, or names on Earth do die, 


» 
»"% 
- 4 


f ea. id a 
” - | an 
. ; { ‘a N 
> ry 


That are obfcur’d frony knowledge ef the Fetes. -- - 
Who keep all Rolls? 
i a as >. Fate. 
_.. . . And know al] Natures dates ? 
a Mercury. 
. They fay themfelves, rh’, are dead. 
1. Fate. 
ee ~ 7 - = Fe not appears,” 
Or, by our Rock, 1 | | 
i, oe ee ee (4 2%, Fate 
Our Spindle, 


Tr 
‘ 


so) . 3. Fate. 


3 
Or our Shears. 
Fates. . ., 


ae cc, 


id 


-Dgih té doubt, that La : 


ae a ie Se ee ee one _ a 
|. Here all heir Threads are growing; yethone cut. 


eve with Gharms hath pur. 

This phant’fie in ’em; and they only chink 

Thar they are Ghofts, 
ae Fate. 

If fo, then let °em drink 

‘OF Lethes ftream.- - oe 


Fate. 
ee Seiad, Twill make ’em to forget 
Tovesname. | 
pe 18 , P o ae Fate. 
: And fo, they may recover yet! 
_ Mercury. | 


Do, bow'thto the reverend Lakes. - 
_); And having touch’d there ; up, and fhake 

The Shadows off, which yet do make 

Us you, and you your felves miftake. — 


ioe - “oa 
ae | S a 


Here 


roe “— a = 


Flere they hi their main Dance, which ended, 
Cupid. 
Coie, do not call it Cupid’s crime, 
You were thought dead before your time, 


= 


Here ses all ftoop to the Water, and dance fash their An 
— timalque in feveral geftures, as.thty liv'd in love: And re- 
tiring into the Grove, before the laft Perfon be off tbe Stdge; 
the og couple ee in their pofture between the Trees, 


ready to come = changed. If thus you move to Hermes will 7 a 
, i meme Alo you will wqughe fo fti Se 
5 ~. fi Go, ult Ladies forcl}, and talk, 
See |! Ge! agen ie 4 And toggh, and tafte Bio : Ghofts ca witk. 
is pe . P’Twixy'Byes, Tongues, Hands, the mutual ftiffe 
x H ; b ene iS: Age t ot. lire. Ay 
ow the’ aréfabftan an caiaibal ey deed, like déafMen move, _ 
Yes, salad : Pa That think they live, and not in love! 
. Fate. 
the name of Letbe flies. ey they take forth the Ladies, and the Revels fillow : Hie Wer 
pane | ey which, Mercury. “Zan. » re Core 
Lethe. ° 


Nay, you fhould never have left off : As os jokes 


hia in — drown’d, he dies. Bus-ftay’d, and heagd your Cupid- Goff, MM re sone 


ae 


“3. Fate it To find you in t he Line you wel. ’ 2 
"He matt not hope, though “other States — 4 . Cupi ra i -h { E 
He off {ubdue, he caft the Fates. eee! Your too sntioh-wit-breeds toe-metth fear. MY ae 
| Fates. Mercury. 
Twere infolence, to think his powers a Good * good night. 
Can work on us , or equal ours, tbo JL POs Cupid 
But will you go? 
CHORYS A ae , | Ce You nbd yp ie ne aa 
Eturn, Retin, Ga _ ere, ¢ me SH spi! my Bow, 
Rit Lights to burn My Torches y too; that you, by all, may know 
On Earth, I mean no danger to your ftay: 
For others good : This night, I will create my nicer 
——--——Yourfecond birt ~~ ~~ shend-be yours-traked; and 


Will fame old Lethe’s Flood, 


| Mercury. 
ee, | Asif that Love, difarm’d, wesp left a fire ? 
About nepal ha they prove ie 5 " kd ways away. : : 
Shadows : for ar ESacot, abt hot Th 
Leap forth : by ting ea are F ‘9 by oi hig nt ih Ye. ta 
ra istry eee oe eee ian hee Would, be quita eld 2 
ould with the Wa Quite & tek 
Here they dance fo orth she w fo8 dace: afer abit \For your fair fakes ( you brighter Stars, — 
orton ves sbem! - | 'Who have beheld — civil Wars) 
_ | Fate is gantent, thele Lovers here. -. 
VV »now.you fakeme! chef are riccs .. Sh 2 ee 
That grace Loves days, d crowa his sight! ' Remain ftill fuch': {6 Zove will wear ae 
- Thefe are the motions, I weld fee .Never to forcethemadtad®, f 
-- And praife, in them.that folloyy me‘! , ft Night But what he will call Hermes to.“ : at 
Not Sighs, nor Tears, nor weaned Hearts. re Cupid, 
Nor Flames, nor Ghofts : buvvairy’. Parts . Os a eee I {wear : and with like caufe thank Mercury, . 
- Trid, and refin’d as yours have, DM, cay Lite. As thefa haye,to shank bim, and deny. - a 
And fuch they aneg glory inf i. . a eee : | | 
: Adgreury. ire sa ig : CHORUS. ae 
Look, look unto this fhaky Rod, +! | All then take caufe of joy: for who hath thot? ae 
And ftop your Ears, againft' the: ‘esate Gols Old Lethe, that their fatfies are forgot 3 ae 
His every word, falls from Him, is’a {nate : -.. | We, that their lives unro their fates they fic: _ 
Who have td ae fhould beware, | They, that they ain fhall love, and love with wit. 
ae e ? : ;  '} : ‘4 
t 0 is ee i a oe A fa. - _ 
ee a mae See“ Speer ; 
| Pare eS : if nites 
ni, THE: END ©" 
| val 4 ec 1 er —_ . ) 
“ oe oe ere | ' 
ae ae 
? iy ‘fey é y 
® a 7 
: Oda. ~ tad y 
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~*  -Prefented at ee oe 
| ! ane 3; 
COURT ‘in CHRISTMAS, 1617. | 


: . “yO or ' 
3 ae Wi, " i! y ’ 
. Ld . 


; ; | : Th | c z Ni 6 ania : Z | . Del; bt proceed | | ~ - ‘ 
. | ¢ S ‘ . . 6A E Set fee her Scoper, ang yo . on} ae ‘ 
: e e e , 8 e °f re re) an . Ty ‘J 
+ Street in perfpeétive of fair Building difcovered,| 41° % 0. tame, and from her Gown 


ng down. - -— 
; __ This nighe in. Dew. thé wi Ateep 
. Delight is {een to come as afar off, accompanied With | The Brains ha at a i ‘leep . 
ae os _ Grace, Love, Harmony, Revel, Sport, Laughter.’ - : ‘Bat all awake, with Phastawenkéen, 
Wonder following, > : a i And thofe to take Delighe. more deep. : 
Delight Spake in Song (filo recitativo.) | By shiz time the Night; “and Moon ‘being vifen; Nighi 
| Fe us play, and dance, and fing, sw hovering over the place, Sung. °° | Py 
Let us now eurnevery fort; - . © oa. Be ee an. dln o Ve 
©’ the pleafiires of rhe Spring, . Break Phant’fe from thy cave of Cloud, 77 yer 
To the Graces of a Court. 7 _ | __ And fpread thy purple Wings; 46 Sa ae 
| % 7 ane >" « “| Now all chy Figures ‘are allowd, faat V/s Af! 
From Air, from Clond, from Dreams, from Toys, - And various thapes of things; “~~, K/l.f. 7- pe 
To Sounds, to Sence, to Love, to Joys ; Create of airy forms, a ftream ; Aa Hd ag Lt ger: 
Let your fhews be new, as ftrange, It maft have Blood, and naught of Fleam 
Let them oft and {weetly vary; .° | .... :. -]| And thoughitbea wakingDream 
Let them hafte fo to their change, oe .;, Yee let ie like an Odour rife 
As the Seers may nottarry; __. ~ | The Choire> ,-LOall the Senceshere, 
Too long t’ expeé& the pleating ‘fighe **( And fall like fleep upon their Eyes, 
Doth take away from the delight. | 


~ Or mufick in their Ear. ‘ 


Ay Atv din Here the fort Anti-mafque eater. - The Scene ere shaped t Clond, and Phane'ie le aking 
}- es wi fhe Monfer delivered of fix Burratines , that dance forth, {pake. sone ; pone 
oe p cy with fix Pantaloons: awbich deney 


yap Jnana ys = _ Bright Night, I obey thee, andam come at thy call 

of haf BAe ® Deere fpoke again. But it is no one Dream that can pleafe thefe all; 

Ma abla et hear what your delight doth pray Wherefore I would know what Dreams would delight 

1 fx ~, All fowre and fullen looks away, See "em: | 

vip. Us? That are the fervants of theday, For never was Phant’fie more loth to affright ’em. 
wid b Oar Sports are of the humorous night, And Phant’fe I tell you has Dreams that have Wings, 
Who feeds the Stars that give Ker light, And Dreams that have Honey, and Dreams that have 

And ufeth ( then her wont) more bright, Stings; . : | : 
To help the Vifion of Delight. Dreams of the maker, and Dreams of the teller, 


. _ Dreams of the Kitchin, and Dreams of che Cellar: 
Here the Night rifes, and took ber Chariot befpangled with |Some that are tall, and fome that are Dwarfs, 
Stars. | Some that were Halter’d, and fome that wear Scarfs ; 


One| 


Some that are proper, and fignifie o’ thing, 

And fome another, and fome chat are nothing; | 

For fay the French Verdingale, and the French Hood 

Were here to difpute; mutt ic be underftood. 

A Feather for a Wiflp were a fic Moderator 2? geeks 

Your Oftritch believe it’s no faithful Tranflator. az 

Of perfect Utopiaw , And then ie were an odd Piece. | 

To fee che Conclufion peep forth at a Cod: piece: 
‘The politick Pudding hath {till histwo.ends, ..”. : 

Tho’ che Bellows and the Bag-pipe were ne’er fo’ good 

(Friends : ae art 

And who can report what Offence it would be 

For the Squirrel to fee a Dog clime a Tree? 

If a Dream fhould comet in now to make you a feard, 

With a Windmil on his Head, and Bells at his Beard ; , 

Would you ftreight wear your Spectacles, here, at your 

. Toes / | a 

And your Boots 0” your Brows, and your Spurs o” your 

>) 


ofe : 7 . | 

Your Whale he will {fwallow, a Hogthead for a Pill; 
But the maker o’ the Moufe-trap, is he chat hath skill. 
And the Nature of the Onion, is to draw Tears, 
As well as che Muftard : peace, Pitchers have Ears, 
And Shictle-cocks Wings, thefe things do not mind ’em, 
If che Bell have any Sides, the Clapper will find ’em: _ 
There’s twice fo much Mufick in beating the Tabor, ° 
As i? the Stock-fith, and fomewhat lefs labour. 
Yet allthis while, no proportion is boafted 
*Twixe an Egg and an Ox, though both have been rofted 
For grant the moft Barbers can play o’ che Ciccern, 
Is it requifite a Lawyer fhould plead to a Ghitrern ? 

You will fay now, che Morris Bells were but Bribes 
To make the Heel forget that e’er ic had Kibes ; 
I fay let che Wine make ne’er fo good Jelly, 
The Confcience of the Bortle, is much i the Belly : 
For why? do but take Common Council i’ your way, 
_And tell me who'll then fet a Bottle of Hay | 
Before the old Ufurer, and to his Horfe 
A flice of Sale-butter, perverting the Courfe 
Of civil Society ? open that Gap, 

And out skip your Fleas, Four and twenty at aclap, 
With a Chain and a Trundle-bed following ac th’ Heels, 
And will they: not cry then, the World runs a Wheels: 
As for Example, a Belly, and no Face, | 


With the Bill of a Shoveler, may here come in place; 


The haunches of a Drum, with the Feet of a Pot, 
And the Tail of a Kentifhmanto it: why not ? 
Yet would I cake the Scars to be cruel, 
If the Crab, and the Rope-maker ever fight Duel, 
On any dependance, be it right, be ic wrong, 

Buc mum; a Thread may be drawn out too long. 


Here the fecond Anti-mafque of Phantafms came forth, 
which danced. — 


Phanr fie Finer” 
? this you will fay was phantattical now, 
ig Cock. and the Bull ihe Whale, and the Cow ; 
But vanith away, I have change co prefent you, 
And fuch as I hope will more truly content you : 
Behold the Gold-hair'd Hour def{cénding here, 
That keeps the Gate of Heaven, and turns che: year, 
Already with her fight, how the doth chear, 
And makes another Face of things appear. 


| the Hours de (cending , the whole Scene changed to 
age aed of Lephy rus, whilst Peace fung as followeth. 


Why look you fo, and all turn dumb! 
to fee the opener of the New-year come? 
My Prefence rather fhould invite, 
and aid, and urge, and call to your 
The many Pleafures thar I bring __ 
are all of Youth, of Heat, of Life, and Spring, 


delight, 
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And were prepai*d to warm your Blood; 
not fix ic chus asif your Statues ftood. 


| we _ : = —_ we feel, wa tafte, 
we imell the change in every Flower, 

The Quire we only with that all could laft, 

and be as new ftill as the Hour. - 


The Song ended. 


Wonder /pake. 


Wonder muft {peak, or break ; what is this ? 
The wealth of Nature here, 

s if Fevonias, Father of the Spring, | 
Who, in the verdant Meads doth Reign fole King, 
Ffad rows’d him here, and fhook his Feathers, wet 
With Purple {welling Ne@ar? and had let 
Thedweet and fruictul Dew fall on the Ground 
To force out all the Flowers that might be found ? 

Or a Minerva with her Needle had 

Th’ enamour’d Earth with all her Riches clad, . 
And made the downy Zepbyre as he flew 
Still to be follow’d with the Springs beft hue ? 

The gaudy Peacock boafts not in his Train, 
So many Lights and Shadows, nor the Rain, 
Refolving Irs, when the Sun doth court her, Le 
Nor Purple Pheafant while his Aunt doth fport her rie £6, i. 
To hear him crow; and with a pearched Pride 7 Yoaeaiees i Sal 
Wave his dif-colour’d Neck, and Purple Side ? /ttle} aad 

I have not feen the Place could more furprize, 

It looks (me thinks) like one of Natures Eyes, 
Or her whole Body fet in Art? behold ! EE Oe 
Flow the Blue-bind Weed doth it felf infold -4<« #747 . 
With Honey-fuckle, and both chefe intwine ae 77 a ea 
Themfelves with Bryony, and Jeflamine, “7*) 4, prea 


grows 
or Art? it fhows | 


| Lo caft a kind and odoriferous Shade 2. “W*voer stat ew 


Sig ata gr20D 
| Phant fie. Oe Zh tone A. Gh on 
How better then they are, are all things made LA aba 


By Wonder? Buta while refreth thine Eye, 
Ul put thee to thy oftner, what, and why ? 


Figs (to @ loud Mufick) the Bower opens, and the Maskers 


| aifcovered, as the Glories of the Spring. 


Wonder again [pake. 


Thou wilt indeed ? what better change appears? 
Whence is ic that the Air fo fadden clears, 
And all things in a moment turn fo mild, - | 
Whofe Breath or Beams,have got proud Earth with Child, 
OF all the Treafure that great Natures worth, 
And makes her every Minute to bring forth ! 
How comresie Winter is fo quite forc’c hence, 
And locke up under Ground ? that every Sence 
Hath feveral Objects? Trees have got their Heads, 
The Fields their Coats? that now the thining Meads 
Do boaft che Paunce, the Lily, and che Rofe: 
And every Flower doth laugh as Zephyre blows? 
That Seas are now more even then the Land 2 
The Rivers run as f{moothed by his Hand; 
Only their Heads are crifped by his {troke: 
How plays the Yearling with his Brow fcarce broke 
Now in the open Grafs? and frisking Lambs 
Make wanton Salts about their dry-fucke Dams 3 
Who to repair their Bags do rob the Fields? 

How is’t each Bough a feveral Mufick yields? 
The lufty Tbrostle, early Nightingale 
Accord in Tune, though vary in their Tale ? 

The chirping Saallow call’d forth by the Sun, 
And crefted Lark doth his divifion run: 
The yellow Bees, che Air with murmur fill 2) 
The Finches Carol, and the Turtles Bill ? 
Whofe Power is this? Ro God ? 


hh Phanr’fie 
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--’ . Phant’fie. 


Behold a King ” «> -. ; 
Whofe Prefenice tnaketh this aan Spring, 
The Glories of ‘which Spring grow in that Bower, 
And are the Marks and Beauties of his power. 


To which the Quire anfwered. 


’Tis he, *cis he, and no Power els, 
That makes all this what Phant’/e tells; 
The Founts, the Flowers, the Birds, the Bees, 
The Herds, the Flocks, che Grafs, the Trees, 
Do all confefs him; bue moft Thefe 
Who call him Lord of the four Seas, 
King of the Iefs and greater Ifles, 
And all thofe happy when he miles. | 
__ Advance, his favour calls you to advance, 
And do your (this nights) homage ina dance. 


Here they danced their entry, after which they fung again. 


Again, again; you cannot be- 
Of fuch a true delight too free,” 

Which who once faw would ever {ee 3 | 
And if they could the Objeé prize, 
Would while it lafts not chink co rife, 

But with their Bodies all were Eyes. 


4 


: Than Iam w 


, They Dane'd their main Dance, after which thes fang. 


[n curious knots and mazes fo 
The Spring ae firft was taught to go ; 
And Zepbire, when he came to wooe 
His Flera, had their Motions too, 
And thence did Venus learn co lead 
Th’ Idalian Brawls, and fo tread 
As if, the Wind, not fhe did walk ; 
Nor preft a Flower, nor bow’d a Stalk. 


They Dane'd with Ladies, and the whole Revels followeds. 
after which Aurora appeared (the Night and paoen): 
defcended, and this Epilogue followed. 7 


4 was not wearier where I lay as 
y frosen 7; La s fide ta meh 5 ¢ gelpssit in ss 
ling now to ftay, , ne 
And be a part of your delight. ae Sek Hae “ 
But I amurged by the Day, YT § 
Againft my will to bid you come away. 


The Quire. 


They yield to Time, and fo muft all. 

As Night)to Sport, Day doth to Action call, 
Which they the rather do obey, 

Becaufe the Morn, with Rofes ftrews the way. 


Here they Danc'd their going off, and Ended. 


PLEASURE 
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PLEASURE 


| Reconciled to 
VERTUE. 


A MASQUE. 


As it was Prefented at Court before King 


James, 1619. 


. The Scene was the Mountain ATL AS. 


Fo had his top ending in the Figure of an old Man, his Head and Beard all Hoary, and 

Froft, as if bis Shoulders were covered with Snow; the reft Wood and Rock, A Grove 

of Ivie at his Feet; out of which, to a wild Mufick of Cymbals, Flutes, and Tabers ss 
brought forth, Comus the God of Cheer, or the Belly, riding in Triumph, bis Head Crown'd 

with Rofes, and other Flowers, bis Hla. curled: They that wait upon bim, Crown’d with Ivie, 

their Favelins done about with it; one of them gomg with Hercules his Bowl bare before bim, 
while the reft prefented him with this Hymn. 


Oom, room, make room for the bouncing |and fings what pleafe him; that’s the Right andthe — 
Belly, Liberty of ic. Now’ you fing of God Comus here the 
_Firft Father of Sauce, and Devifer of Jelly ; | Belly-god; 1 fay ie is well, and I fay it is noe well : Ic is 
Prime Mafter of Arts, and the giver of Wit, | well as ic is a Ballad, and che Belly worthy of ic; I 
That found out the excellent Engine, the Spit ; muft needs fay, and ’rwere forty Yards of Ballad more, 
The Plough, and the Flail, the Mill, andthe Hopper, | as much Ballad as Tripe. Bue when the Belly is not e- 
The Hutch, and the Boulter, che Furnace and Copper, | dified by it, ic isnot well; for where did you ever read 
The Oven, the Baven, the Mawkin, the Peel, or hear, that the Belly had any Ears? Come never 

The Harch, and the Range, the Dog and the Wheel, pump for an anfwer, for yoa are defeated 5 Our Fellow 
He, he firft invented che Hogfhead and Tun, ~ Hunger there that was as ancient a retainer to the Belly 
The Gimlet and Vice too, and taught’em to run, ] as any of us, was turned away for being unfeafonable, 
And fince with the Funnel, and Hippecras Bag, not unreafonable, but unfeafonable; and now is he 
H’as made of himfelf, thac now he cries {wag ; poor thin-gut, fain to get his living with teaching of 

Which thows though the Pleafure be but of four Inches, | Starlings, Mag-pies, Parrots, and Fac daws, thofe things <* 

Yet he is a Weefel, the Gullet that pinches he would have taughe the Belly. Beware of dealing 
Of any delight, and not fpares from his Back, with the Belly, the Belly will not. be talk’d co, efpe- 

Whatever to make of the Belly a Sack! cially when heis full; then thére is no venturing upon - 
Hail, hail plump Paunch, O the Founder of Tafte, Venter, he will blow you all up, he will chunder indeed- 
For Frefh-meats, or Powder’d, or Pickle, or Pafte, la : Some in derifion call him the Father of Fares; bue 
Devourer of broil’d, bak’d, roafted, or fod; I fay he was the firft Invencor of great Ordnance, and 
- And emptier of Cups, be they even or odd ; taughe us co difcharge them on Feltival days, would we 
All which have now made thee fo wide 7? the wafte, had a fic Featt for him i’ faith, to thew his activicys I 
As fcafce with no pudding thou art to be lacd, ‘| would have fomething now fetcht in to pleafe his Five 
But eating and drinking until chou doft nod, Sences, the Throat, or the cwo Ssnces the Eyes: Par- 
Thou break’ft all thy Girdles, and breakft forth a God: | don me for my Two Sences, fot I chat carry Hercales’s 
: . Bowl 7 the Service, may fee double by my Place; for 
I have drunk like a Frog to day: I would have a Tun 
now brought into dance, and fo many Bottles: about 


To this the Boaliicaver: 


D° you hear my Friends ? to whom did you fing all 
this now? Pardon me only chat I ask you, for I 
do noc look for an Anfwer ; Pll anfwer my felf, I know 
it is now fucha time asthe Saturnals for all the World, 
that every Man ftands under the Eves of his own Hat, 


him. Ha! you look as if you would make a Problem 
of this; do you fee? do you fee? a Problem: why 
Bottles ? and why a Tun ? and why a Tun? and why 
Bottles to dance? I fay that Men that drink hard, and 
ferve che Belly in any place of Quality (as che jovial 

| Hhhh 2 Tinkers, 
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Tinkers, or the lufty kindred) are living Meafures of 
Drink, and can transform themfelves, and do every day 
to Bottles, or Tuns when they pleafe : And when they 


ha’ done all they can, they are as I fay again, (for 1} 


think I faid fomewhat like it afore) but moving Mea- 


fures of Drink, and there is a Piece 7? the Cellar can hold | 
more than all they. This will I make good, if it pleafe | 


our new God bur to give a nod, for the Belly do’s all by 
Signs ; andI am all for the Belly, che crueft Clocki the 
World to go by. 


‘Here the firft Anti-mask, after whieb 
HERCULES. 


Hat Rites arc thefe ? breeds Earth more Montters 
f et? : = 
Antens iiaice is cold : what can beget 
This Store: (and ftay) fuch contraries upon her, 
Is Earth fo fruitful of her own dithonour ? 
Or ’caufe his Vice was Inhumanity, 
Hopes fhe by vicious [fofpitality 
To work an expiation firft ? and then , 
(Help Vertue) thefe are Sponges, and not Men : 
Bottles ? meer Veflels ? half a Tun of Paunch? 
How? and the other half thruft forch in Haunch ? 
Whoie Feaft? ehe Bellies? Coys ? and my Cup 
Brought in to fill the drunken Orges up ? 
And here abus’d; that was the crownd Reward, 
~ OF chirfty Heroes, atter labour hard ? 
Burdens, and thames of Nature, perifh, dye; 
(For yet you never liv’d) but in the Sty 
Of Vice have wallow’d, and in that Swines {trife 
Peen buried under che Offence of Life : 
Go reel and fall under the load you make, 
Vill your {wollen Bowels burft with what you take. 
Can this be Ploature, ‘to‘extinguifh Man? 
Or fo giite thangeé Alm in his Figure ? can 
~The Belly love his pain ? and -bé content... 
~ With no delight bue what’s a Punifhment ? 
Theis Montters plague themfelves, and fitly too, 
For they do fuffer ; what, and all the do, 
bat here mutt be no fhelter,- nidr no: fhrowd 
For fuch,: Sink Grove, or vanithiatoe Cloud, 


At this the whole:Grove vanifhed, and the whole Mulick 
was difcovered, fitting “tthe Foot:of the Mountain, with 
Pleature, and Vertue feated above them. _ The Quire in- 


. vited Hercules.to ref with this $0 NG. 
Coxe Friend and fervant of the Gaod, - 
[ | Let cool a while thy heated Blocd; — 
| And from thy mighty labour ceafe. 
ee ‘ Lye down, lye downy: - 
And. give thy croubled Spirits Peace, : 
Whillt Vertue, for whofe fake i. 
Thou doft this God-like travail cake, 
May of the choifuft Herbage make 
(Here on this Mountain .bred,):. . 
A Crown, a Crown ree 
- Por thy Immortal Head. - | 


Here Hercules being laid down at their Feet, the fecond Anti- 
mask which was of Pigmies, appeared. 


}. PIGMIE. 


And break him in fmall Portions? give to Greece 
His Brain? and every Tra& of Earth a Piece. 
2 Pig. He is yonder. © 
I Where ? F 
3 At the Hill foot, afleep. 
1 Let one go fteal his Club. 
2 My charge, Ill creep. 
4 He’s ours. 
1 Yes, Peace. 
3 Triumph, we have him Boy. 
4 Sure, dure, he is fure. : 
1 Come, let us dance for joy. 
| At the enil of their Dance, they thought to furprife bim, 
when fuddenly being awak'd by the Mujick, be rewfed bim- 
Self, they all run into boles. | 


SONG. 
Wake Hercales, awake; but heave up thy black Eye, 


| Tis only ask’d fromthee to look, and thefe will die, 


Or fly: 
Already they are fled, 
Whom: fcorn had elfe left dead. 


At which Mercury defcended from the Hill, with a Garland 
of Poplar to Crown him. ° | 


MERCURY. 


Eft ftill chou ative Friend of Vertue, Thefe 
Should not difturb the Peace of Hercules. 
| Earths Worms, and Honours Dwarfs (at too great odds) 


| Prove, or provoke the Mlue of the Gods. 
| See, here a Crown the aged Hill hath fent thee, 


My Grand-fire Atlas, he that did prefent thee 
| With the beft Sheep thatin his Fold were found, 


| Or Golden Fruit in the He/perian Ground, 


For refcuing his fair Daughters, then the Prey 
Of arude Pirate, as thou cam’ft this way; - 
And taught thee all the Learning of the Sphere, 
And how like him thou might ft the Heavens up-bears 
As that thy Labours vertuous Recompence 
He, though a Mountain now, hath yet the fence 
Of thanking thee for more, thou being ftill 
Conftant to Goodnefs, Guardian of the Hill; 
Anteus by thee fuflocated here, 

And the Voluptuous Comus God of Chear 

Beat from his Grove, and that defac’d, but now 


| The time’s arriv’d that -Atlas told thee of, how 


B’ unalter'd Law, and working of the Stars, 
‘There fhould be a ceffation of all jars, 


f° Twixe Vertue and her noted oppofite 


Pleafure ; that both fhould meet here in che fighe 


‘| OF Hefperus, the Glory of the Weft, 


The brighteft Star that from his burning Creft 
Lights all on this fide the Atlantick-Seas, 

As far as to thy Pillars, Hercules, 

sce where he thines, Fufice, and Wifdom plac’d 
About his Throne, and thofe with Honour grae’d 
Beauty, and Love: It is not with his Brother 
Bearing the World, but ruling fuch another - 

Is his Renown, Pleafure, for his delight - 

Is reconcil'd to Vertue, and this night 

Vertue brings forth, Twelve Princes have been bred 


[In chis rough Mountain, and near Atlas Head 


Nrews dead! and Hercules yet live! | 

Where is this Hercules? what wouldI give - 
Yo meet him now ? meet him? nay, -three fuch other, 
If they had hand in murcher of our Brother? 
With three? with four? with cen? nay with as many 
As tue name yields ? pray anger chere be any 
Whereon to feed my yuft revenge, and foon: 
How fhall 1 kill him ? -hurl him ’gainft che Moon, 


f 


ee 


The Hill of Knowledge; one, and chief of whom 
OF the bright Race of Aifperas is come, ¥ 

Who fhall in time, the fame that heisbe, ~ 

And now is only a lefs Light then he 3 

Thefe now fhe trufts with Plea/ure, and to thele 

She gives an entrance to the Hefperides 

Fair Beauties Garden ; neither can fhe fear 

They thould bam loft, or wax Effeminate here; 
YS eon | Cine fr LR flutts Since 


GEE el nee 


 .& 


Since in her fight, and by her charge all’s done, 
Pleafure the Servant, Vertue looking on. 


_ 


Here the whole Quire of Mufick call'd the Twelve “Mas- 
~ kers forchfrom the top of che Mountain, which then 
opened with this SONG. 


Pe aged Atlas, open then thy Lap, 
And from thy beamy Bofom ftrike a Light, 
That Men may read in the myfterions Map 
AL Lines, | 
And figns 
Of Royal Education, and the right, 
See bow they come and (how, 
That are but born to know. 
3 Defcend 
Defcend 
Though pleafure lead, 
Fear not to follow : 
They who are bred 
Within the Hill 
. . . Of ski, - 
May fafely tread 
What Path they wil, 
No ground of good ss hollow. 


Is their defcent from the Hill, Dzdalus aie: Data before 
them, of whom Hercules gue (tioned Mercury. 


HERCULES. 
Ut Hermes ftay, a little let me paufe, 
Bwic this that leads? 
Mer. A Guide that givesthem Laws 
To alltheir Motions, Dedalas the Wife; © 
Her. And doth in facred harmony comprife 


His Precepts? Mer. Yes. Her. They may fecurely prove | 


Then any Labyrinth, though it be of love. | 
Here while they put themfelves in Form, Dedalus bad his firft 
| : SONG. | 


Ome on, comeon? and where you go, 
fo snterweave the curious knot, 
As ev nth’ obferver {carce may know 2 
which Lines are Pleafures, and which not : 


Firft Figure out the doubtful way, Crock tev 54 
at which a while all youth fhould fray, - 


"Where the and Vertue did contend, 
which fhowld bave Hercules to friend. 
Then as all Aétions of Mankind, 
are but a labyrinth, wr maze: 
So let your Dances be entayin d, 
yet not perplex Men unto gaze 3 
But meafur'd, and [0 numerom too, 
as Men may read cach a& they do; 
And when they fee the Graces meet, 
admire the Wifdom of your Feet : 
For dancing is an exercife, 
not only fhows the movers Wit, 
But maketh the Bebolders wife, 
' a be bath power to rife to it. 


The firft Dance. After which Dedalss again. 


Song 2. 
O More, and more, thw was fo well, — 
As Praife wants balf bis Voyce to tell, 
again your {elves compofe, 
And now put all the aptne(s on, 
Of Figure, that proportion, 
or Colour can difclofe: 
That if thofe filent Arts were lof, 
Defign, and Pitture, they might -boaft, 
: from you a newer Ground, 
. Inftructed by the heightning fence 
Of Dignity and Reverence, 
in their true Motions found. | . 


Begin, begin ; for look, the fair 
Do longing, ide towbat Air 

_ yous form your fecond touch ; 
That they may vent their murmuring Hymeys, 


Fist to the——— you move your Limbs, (Virme YZ . 


and wilh their own were fuch. 
Make hast, make baft, for this 
The labyrinth of Beauty x. 


The fecond Dance. That ended. D.edalsus 


Song. 3. 
ie follows now you are to prove 
The fubt'left maze of all, that’s Love, 
and if you flay too tong, 
The fair will od you ds "em se : 
Go choofe among— But with a mind 
as gentle.as the ffroaking Wind 
runs o’re the gentler ¥ lowers. 
And fo let all your AGions fmile, 
As if they meant not to beguile, 
. thé Ladies but the bourt. 9 > 
Grace, laughter, and difcourfe- may meet, 
and yet the Beauty not go le{s : 


‘For what is noble fhould be weet, 


But not difolu’d in wantonne/s. 
Will you. that I give the Law 
to all your {port and fomecit, 
It fhould be {uch fhould envy draw, 


but —--c-vercome it. 


Here they danced wich the Ladies, and the whole Re- 
vels foll 


owed ; which ended, Aercury call'd to him in 


this following Speech: which was after repeated in 


Song 


by two Trebles, two Tennors, a Bafe, and che 


whole Choris. 


joo 


Song 4. 
A” Eye of looking back were well, 
| Or any murmur that would tell 
Your thoughts, how you were fent, 
: and went | 
To walk with Pleafure, not to Uwell. 
Thefe, thefe are hours by vertue {par'd 
Her felf, fhe being her own Reward : 
But fhe will have you know, 
| that though | 
Her Sports be foft, ber Life w bards 
You muff return untothe Hill 
and their advance 
With labour, and inhabit ftill 
thas beighth and Crown, 
From whence you ever may look down 
| upon trinmphed chance. | 
She, fhe it is in darknefs fhines, 
"Tis fhe that ftill ber {elf refines, 
by ber own light to every Eye : 


More feen, more known when Vice ftands by. 


And though a ftranger bere on Earth, 
In Heaven fhe bath ber right of birth : 
There, there is Vertues Seat, - 
Strive to keep ber your own, ° 


"Tis only fhe can make you great, 
' Though place bere make you known. 


After which, they danced their laft Dance, returned 
into the Scene, which clofed, and wasa Mountain again | 
_as before. 


The E ND. 


This pleas'd the KING fo well, as be would (ee it ag .2in, 
when it was prefeited with thefe Additions. fe ty ob wd 


FOR 
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FOR 


HON 


O 


THE 


OUR 


F 


ALES. 


The Scene flanding as 


before. a Mounrarn ; but now the Name changed from 


Arras to CraicERIRIL. 


- Enter Gentlemen. 
Griffith, Fenkin, Evan, @ Wellh Atturney, 


Grif. Oe I know what belongs to this Place fym- 

4 what petter than you; and therefore give 
me laave to be pold to advife you. "Is not a {mall mat- 
ter to offer your felf into prefence of a King, and aull 
his Court? Be not too byflie and forward, till you be 
caull’d ; I tauke Reafon to you.: 

Fen. Cym, never tauke any taukes: if the King of 
Gread Prittaine keep it Affizes here, I will cym into 
Court : Loog yow, do you fee now, and pleafe Got. 

Gri. Taw, dyes ynbhyd, y, dhwytin abl i anabby, pob 


In tong j peth cth folineb, ag y tyny gwatwar ar dy wlac. 
rock ‘ en. Gad_vyn 1 Lonyth.* I fay, I will appear in Court. 
pligis * Ev. Appear as yow sud do then, Dab Fenkyn, in good 
fosle fort; do not difcredit the Nation, and pyt wrong upon 
Ob usaull by your raffnes, 47 me atme- 3. 
aegee! bef en. What do yow caull raffnefs, Evan y Gynra ? is 
By Bike f’ fot aull che Cyntrie, and aull Welfe, and the Prince of 
is oe Hi’ales too, abus’d in him ? By this Hand, I will tell ic 
the King’s own Ears every ‘oord, do you fee him now? 
Blefs your Uifip, pray God is in Heaven blefs every 
Ince of your Urfip; and Wales is commend it to your 
Urfip, from top to toe, with aull his Hearts aull over, 
by gorutch me, and would be glad as a Silling to fee 
yow in him. Come it down once a day, and try ; I 
tcll yow now, yow s’all be as welcomely there, as where 
bof fe Veoh, YOw were in your ow tries laft two Symmers, and 
ae ‘perfhance we'll made yow as good Scere too ; we'll 
‘F promife your Urfip as good a piece of Seeze, as yow 
need pyt ig your Head, and pleas’ yow s’all be toafted 
too. Goto, {ce him once upon a time your own fellive, 
is more good mean yow, than is aware of ; By Gor’ is 
very hard, bue s’all make yow a Sheftice of Peace the 
firft daics yow come; and perfhance (fay nothing) 
Knight o the Sire too: 7Is not Worffer’s, nor Pembroke’s, 
nor Afcngymeries, Sall carry him from yow. But aull 
this while s’all I cell you a liddell now ? 7Isa great huge 
deal of anger upon yow, from aull Wales and the Na- 
tion; that your Urfip would fuffer our young Mafter 
Sar':s, your Urfips Son and Heir, and Prince of Wales, 
the firft time he ever play Dance, to be pit up in a 
Mountain (Get knows where) by a palrerly Poet, how 
Go vou fy him, Evan é 


-e / / / 

Evan. Libia. wy dog. vo, Ba 

Fen. Vellly ibia. And how do yow caull him che 
Mountain 7 his name is : 
Evan. Adlas. | 

Fen. Hynno, bynno. Adlas? 1 pleafe your Urfip is a 
Welfe Atturney, and a preddilie Schollers, a wear him 
his long Coat, lined with Seepes-skin, as yow fee every 
daies o’ the week. A very fufficient litigious Fellows in 
the Terms, and a finely Poets out o’ the Terms; he 
has a Sprig of Lawrel already towards his Girlonds. 
He was get in here at Twelf-night and fee aull; what do 
you call ir, your Matters, and fays is naught, naughe, 
ftark naught. 

Evan. I do fay, and’t pleafe his Madeftee, I do not 
like him with aull his heart ; h’is plug’d in by the Ears, 
without aull piddies, or mercies of propriedies or deco. 
rums. I will do Injuries to no Man before his Madeftee ; 
but *is a very vile and abfurd as a Man would wifs, that 
I do fay, to pye the Prince of Wales in an outlandis 
Mountain; when he is known, his Highnefs has as 
goodly Mountains, and as tawll a Hills of his own, (look 
yow, do yow fee now) and of as good ftanding, and 
as good difcent, as the prowdeft Adlas chriftned. _- 

Jen. I good Evan, I pray you reckon his Madeftee 
fome of the Welfe Hills, che Mountains. 

Evan. Why there is Talgar. 

Fen. Well fayd. 

Evan. Eliennieth. 

Fen. Well faid Evan. 

Evan. Cadier Arthur... 

Jen. Toudge him, toudge him. 

Evan. Pen-maecn maur. 

Fen. Is good Boys, Evan. 

Evan. And Craig-eriri. : 

fen. Aw? Vellby? Why law you now? ’Is not Pez- 
macn-maur, and Craig-Eriri, as good found as Adlas every 
whicof hin? | 

Evan. “Is caull'd the Britifh Aulpes, Craig: Eriri, a very 
fufficience. Hills. 

‘Fen. By Got we will play wich him Hills for Hills, 
for fixteen and forty sillings when he dares. | 
. Evan. Ipray you let it alone your Wachersa liddle 
while, Coffin Davy ap fenkin, and give it leave 1 may 
give his Madeltee and the Court Informations toudging 
now the Reformations. 

Ten. Why 
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Sen. Why ? cannot yow and Itauke too Coffin? the , Mountain in Carnarvan-Seere: has as gray Beard, and 
Haull (God blefs ie) is big inough to hold both our | as much Snow upon his Head aull the year long. 


taukes, and we were twice as much as weare. 

Ev, Why, tauke ic aull then, if you think is Reafon 
«af you? 7 

Jom No; I know is no Reafon, Evan, I confefs 
him; bute every Man would thew himfelve a good Sub- 
ject as he canto his Means; I ama fubje&tby my Place, 
and two Heads is becter than one I imagine under 
correction. | 

Ev. Got’s ownes, here is no corrections man; imagine 
what yow pleafe, do in Got’s name, imagine, imagine, 
why doe you not imagine? here is no Pennyrths of 
saa eras = y a Lhe ae J, 

Grif. Awdgwin Tawlon. fait men | i 

Ev. *Is fo invincibles, fo in mercifullys are ,a 
Man knows not upo what Inces of Ground to ftand to 
him; doe’s conceive it no more, as Lam a true Welfe 
Chriftian, then (firreverence o’ the Cympany)” the Hilts 
of his Dagger. _— 

Fen. Go too, I will make the Hilts conceive a knock 
upon your Pate, and perfhance a bump too if yow tauke. 

Ev. How! upon my Pate? —_ 

Jen. Yes upon your Pate; your Poetlie Pate, and 
your Law Pate too. | 

Gr. Tawfon, Tawfon. Forgot yow will go nere to 
hazard a Thumb, and a fowre Finger of your beft 
band ; if you knock him here, you may knock him ber- 
ter s'eap at Ludlow a great deal : do you know the Place 
_where it is ? : - . 

Ev. Well, [can be patient, I truft, I truft, it is in 
Prefence I prefume that loves no Quarrels, nor Replies, 
nor the Lyes, nor the Shallenge, nor the Duels: bur— 
I will do my byflinefs now, and make this a byflinefs 
for another days hereafter : Pleas’ your Madeftee— B 
Got Iam out of my Tempers terribly well, Got for- 
give me, and pyt mein my felve again. How dos your 
Highnefs— I know not a ’oord or a fyllable what I fay ; 
"is do me chat Vexations. oo 

Gr. QO Evan? for the honour of Wales. | 

Ev. T remember him now ’tis enough, bleffings upon 
me’ is out o” my Head again; loft, quite loft: this 
_ knock, o my Pate, has knock aull my Wits out 0” my 
Brains I think, .and turn my Reafons out of doors. Be- 
lieve it I will rub, and break your S’ins for this, 1 will 
not come fo high as your Head, but I will take your 
Nofe in my way, very fufficiently. | 

Fen. Hang your fufficiency. ) 

Ev. "Tis well, very well; tis better, better, exceed- 
ingly well. | | 


Howell, and Rbeefe to them. - 


How, What ?—— you mean (hough) to make us fo 
Jong tarry here, ha? | | 

Gr. Marry, here is aull undone with Diftempers me 
thinks, and Angers, and Paflions. - 

Rbe. Who is angry ? | | | | 

Ev. Why it is I is angry, and hungry too, if you 
mark me; I could eat his Flint-feer Face now, offer to 
knock my Patein the hearing of aull thefe, and more 
too? well, before his Madeftee I do yet forgive him 


now with aull my Heart, and will be reveng’d another | 


time. © 

How, Why that is good, Evan, honeft brave Evan. 

Rbe, .Ha’ yow told the King’s Madeftee of the Alte- 
rations. | ae 

Ev. I am now once again about him : peace 3 pleafe 
your Madeftee, the Welfe Nation hearing that the Prince 
of Wales was co come into the Hills again, afore your 
Madeftee have a defire of his Highnefs for the Honour 
of Wales, co make hima Welfe Hills, which is done 
without any manner of fharfhefe to your Madeftee, on- 
ly fhanging his Name: He is caull now Craig-Eriri, a 
Me fron obgm fetter: Vl hyy Yl Loft QW 

wady gt , OD PD ef cota yy ee 

hr Yb off gf batn af waitpid 


Fen. As Adlas for his Guts. 

Ev. He tells your Madeftee true, for aull he is a liddle 
out of Scafon: but cym every Man tell as much as he 
Can now, my Quality is I hope fufficiently known to his 
Madeftee, that Iam Reéfor Chori is aull my Ambitions, 
and thae I would have ic aull Welfe ; thac is the sort, 
and the long of the Requefts. The Prince of Wales 
we Know is aull over Welle. 

Jen. And then my Lord Marquile, arg 

Ev. Both my Lord Marquile is as good, 
Briton, as any ever is come out of Wales. 
Jen, My Lord Mongimery is as found Welfe too, as 
Flefe and Blood can make him. 

Ho. And the Howard’s by Got, is Welle as ftrait as 
any Arrow, — 7 

Ev. Houghton isa Town bear his Name there by 
Pipidiauke, SO | 

fo. And Erwin, his Name is Wyn, but the Dats-men 
come here in Wales, and caull him Heer-win. 

Rb. Then Car is plain Welfe, Caerlton, Caermardin, 
Cardiffe. 


Fes. And Palmer, his Anceftors was call him 
Pen-maure. 
Rb. And Acmsooty, is Ap mouth-wye of Llanmouthwye. 
fen. And Abercromy, is aull oné as Abermarlys. 
Ev. Or Abertan. 
Ho. Or Aberdugled haw, 
Rb. Or Abes bodney. 
Fen. Or Abegeveny. 
Ho. Or Aber conway. 
_Ev. Aberconway is very like Abercromy, a liddle hard 
sift has pit’em aull into Wales; but our Defires and Pe- 


y | titions is, thac the Mufiques be aull Welfe, and the Dan- - 
ces, and no’Ercules brought in now with a gread Staff, 


and a Pudding upon him. 

Jen. Aw ; was his Diftaff, was not his Club, 

Ev. What need of ’Ercules, when Cadwallader 

Fen. Or Liuellin, or Rheefe ap Gripbin, or Cradock, or 
Owen Glendower, with a Welfe Hook, and a Goats Skin 
on his Back, had done very better, and twice as well? 

Ev. Nay, andto pyt Apparel on a Pottle of Hay, andy 
caull him Leastaus.. : 

Gr. ‘The Belly-gods too, was as proper a Monfter as 
the beft of ’em. ~ ee 

Ev. I, ftand to it, there was neither Poetries, nor 
Architectures, nor Defigns in chat Belly-god; nor a Nore 
of Muficks about him. Come, bring forth our Muficks, 
yow sall hear-the true Pritam ftrains now, the ancient 
Welfe Harp— yow tauke of their Pigmees too, here is a 
Pigmees of Wales now ; fet ‘forth another Pigmees by 


him! 


Iwo Women, and Mufick to them. 


1 Wo. Aw Diefas! what a bravely Company is here? 

This’s a finely Haull indeed! _ | 

2 What a deal of fine Candle it is? 

‘fen. I, peace; let his Madeftee hear che Mufick. 

2 Ble mae yr Brenin, Where 7 The Ais |” 

Fen. Docko ve. “Aene Ae cv. : 

1 Diefus blefshim; Saint Davy blefshim. I bring 

my Boy omy back ten Mile here to loog upon him: 

Loog Hullin, loog Hullin, [pewch hummaven nayd Dumma 

braveris: yow Sall hearhim play too. ‘ern, 

‘ Ev. Peace, no more pradling; begin ‘fee fi 
own. 


—_ 


| a Song 
phased HO! Ca Oo fat, £ of 
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SONG. 


Evan. 1, SONG. 
"Is not tome bere to tank of Brut, 
I from whence the Welfe do's take bis Root 5 
Nor tell long Pedegree of Prince Camber, 
whofe Linage would fill aull this Chambers — 
Nor fing the Deeds of old Saint Davy, 
the ur fip of which would fill a Navy. 
But bark yow me now, for a liddel Tales 
Pall make a gread deal to the Credit of Wales ; 
In which we'll toudg your Ears, 
with the praife of ber Thirteen S’eeres ; 
And make yow as glad, and merry 
as fourteen Pot of Perry. 


Still, fill well toudg your Ears with the Praife, &c. 


Chorus 


Howel. 2 SONG. 


Is true, was wear him Sherkin freize, 
T but what is that 2 we bave ftore of sCiZe, 
And Got bis plenty of Goats Milk 
that fell bim well, will buy bim Silk 
Enough to make him fine to quarrel 
At Hereford. fizes in new Apparel 5 
And get bim as much green Melmet perbap, 
all give it a face to bis Mhnmouth-cap. 


©, LS obs raw But then the ore of Lempfter, 


mR 
oo f 9 Vd, vs By Got ws never a Sempjters 
Mast | ‘7 | That when be is {[pun, ore did, 
ae 


Yet match him with bir thrid 
Still, ftill, &ec 


Rheefe: 3. SONG. 


Ull thiss the Backs now, let us tell ye 
of forme Provifions for the Belly : 
As Cid, and Goat, and great Goats Mother, 
and Runt, and Cow, and good Cows Uther. 
And once but tafte 0 the Welfe-mutton, 
your Englis-seep’s not worth a Button. 
And then for your Fifs, s'all fhoofe it your difs. 
look but about, and there u a Trout. 
A Salmon, Cor, or Chevin, 
Will feed you fix, or feven, 
As taull Man as ever fwagger, 
With Welfe-hook, or long Dagger. 
Still, fill, ®e. 


Evan. 4 SONG. 


Ut aull this while was never think 
a word in praife of our Welle drink, 
Yer for aull that, is a Cup of Bragat, 
all England S’eere, may cajt bw Cab-at. 
And what you fay to Ale of Webley, 
toudge him as well, you Il praife bim trebly, 
As well as Metheglin, or Sider, or Meath, 
S all S’ake it your Dagger quite out 0° the featb. 
And Oat-cake of Guarthenion, 
| With a goodly Leek, or Onion, 
To give as feet @ Rellis 
As ere did Harper, Ellis, 
Still, fill, ec. 


Howell. | 
A Nd yet, is nothing now all thas, 
if of our Mufiques we do wa/s; 
Both Harps, and Pipes too and the Crowd, 
muft aull come in and tauk alowd, 


5 SONG. 


Rheefe. 


M afques. 


As lowd as Bangu, Davies Bel, 
of which isno doubt yow bave hear tel, 
As well as our lowder Wrexham, Organ, 
and rumbling Rocks in S’eere Glamorgan 3 
Where look but in the Ground there, 
And you sall fee a found there, 
That put him aull togedder, 
Is fweet as meafure Pedder. 
Still, ftik, &c. 


Le 


6. SONG. 


A” but what fay yow {hould st tes too, 
that we {hould leap it in a Dance too,’ 
And make it youas great a pleafure, 
if but your Eyes be now at leafure ; 
As in your Ears s’all leave a laughter, 
to lajt upon you fix days after? 
Ha ! wella-go too, let us try to do 
as your old Britton, things to be writ on. 
Come put on other Looks new, 
_ And lay away your Hooks too; 
And though yet yow ba’ no pump, firs, 
Let em bear that yow can jump, firs. 


Stil, fiill, &c. 


Fen. Peak it your Confcience now ; did your Urfip 
ever fee fuch a Song in your days; ’is not as 
finely a Tunesas a Man would wifs to put in his Ears. 
te Come, his Madeftee s’all hear better to your 
ance. 


Here a Dance of Men. 


Ev. Haw, well danc’d, very well danc’d. 

jen. Well plaid, Howell, well plaid Rbeefe : Da wharry 
vellbee ; well danc’d i’ faith. 7 | 

Ev. Good Boys, good Boys; pold, and Prittan, pold, 
and Prittan. 


After the Dance. 


Fen. Is not better this now than Pigmies? this is Men, 
this is no Monfters, and you mark him : Well caull forth 


_ | you-Goats now,. your Urfip: s’all {ge a properly natural 


Devife come from the, Welfe Mountains ; Is no Tuns, 
nor fio Bottils : Scand’ by there, Yow: his ’Urfip’ the 
Hills, was dronkenry in his Eyes, that make that Devife 
in my Mind. But now, marg, marg your Urfip I pray 
yOw now, and yow s/all fee Natures, and Propriedies ; 
the very Beafts of Wales s’all do more than your Men 
pyt in Bottils and Barrils, there was a Tale of a Tub 
i faith. Is the Goat-herd and his Dog, and his Son, 
and his Wife make Mufiques to the Goats as they come 
from the Hills ; give °em rooms,give ’em rooms,now the 


| cym: The elderly Goats is indifferently grave at firft,be- 


caufe of his Beard,and only tread ic the meafures;byt yow 
will fee him pyc off his Gravicies by and by welbenough. 
and frisk it as fine as ere aa Kid on’em aull. The Welfe 
Goat is an excellent dancer by Birth, that is written of 
him, and of as wifely Carriage, and comely Behaviours 
a Beaft (for his footing efpecially) as‘fome one or two 
Man, God blefs him. 
Ev. A Haull, ahaull; come a haull, As velbee. 


Here the Dance of Goats. 


After the Dance. 


1 W». Nay, and your Madeftee bid the Welfe Goats 
welcom: The Welfe Wen-ces s’all fing your Praifes, and 
dance your Healths too. | 


_ Song . 


ee : 


Berd: 


: Song. ; : - - 


A W, God blefs is our good King Samet, . 
His Wife, and bis Sildren, and aull bis Reams, 


bap 


2 And aull bis’urfipful Sistice of peece about bim, 
1 And fend that bis Court be never without bim. 
2 Ov, that ber would come down into Wales, 
1 Her sud be very welcom to Welfe Ales. 
2 I bave a Cow, 
1 And I baveas Hen; 
2 Sal give st Milk, 
1 And Eggs for aull bis Men. 
CHORUS. 


"It felf all bave Venifon, and other Seere, 
And may it be ftarved, that fteal bim bis Deere, 
there, there, and every where. 


Fen. Cym dance sow, let us hear your dance, dance. 
Ev. Ha! well plaid Ales. 
Ho. For the Hoseur of Wales. 


Here was the Dance of Men and Women. 
| 1, After the Dance. 

ch. Iggon, Enough, enough, Diggcn. Well now 
j D i the re > mone and clear’d; 
the refit and ’pleafe your Grace s’all tarry ftill, and go 
on as it was; Vertue and Pleafare was well enough, in- 
differently well enough: Only we will intreat Pleafure 
to cym out of Driffimdore, that is the Gildes Volley, or 
Geltbleedore, that is the Golden Grove, and is in Care 
Marden the Welfe Garden. *Is a thoufand Place in Wales 
a finely Places as the Efperides every Crum of him: 
Merlin was born there too, put we would not makehim 
rife now and wake him, becaufé we have his Prophecies 
already/of your Madeftee’s Name to as good Purpofe, 
as if he were here in Prefence, Po d by geller Evan 2” 

Ev. You will ftill pye your felve to thefe plunfes, you 
mean his Madeftees Anagrams of Charles Fames Stuart. 
Fen. I that is Claimes Arthurs Seate, which is as much 


"yet ad Jo at “onl af VO Cane Ff. 
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as to fay, your Madeftee s’ud be the firft King of gread 
Prittan, and fit in Cadier Arthur, which is Arthur's Chair, 
as by Gods Blefftag you do: And then your Son Mafter 
S’barles his, how do you caull him? is Charks Stuart, 
cals true hearts, that is us, he calls us, che Welle Nation 
to be ever at your Service, and love you, and honour 
you, which we pray you underftand it his meaning. 
And that the Muficians yonder, are fo many Brittis bards 
that fing o’pen che Hills to let out the Prince of Wales, 
and his Welfe Friends to you, and all is done. 

Gr. Very homely done itis I am well affur’d, if not 
very rudely : But # is hep'd your Madeftes will aot in- 
— the Honour, Merits, Love, and Affection of fo 
noble a Portion of your Peoplé, by the poverty of 
thefe who have fo imperfe@ly uttered it: Yow will rather 
for their fakes, who are to come in the Name of Wales, 


‘my Lord the Prince, and the otherss pardon what is 
| patt, and remember the Cyntry has always been fruit- 


tul of Loyal Hearts to your Majefty ; a very Garden 
and Seed-piot of honeft Minds and Mea: What Lights 
of Learning hath Wales fent forth for your Schools ? 
What induftrious Seudients of yoiy Laws? What able 
Minifters of your Juftice ? whence hath the Crown in 
all times better Servitors, more liberal of their Lives 
and Fortunes? where hath your Court or Councel (for 
the prefent) more noble Ornaments or better Aids? I 
am glad co fee it, and to {peak it, and though the Na- 
cion be faid to be unconquer’d, and moft loving Li- 
berty, yet it was never Mutinous (and pleafe your Ma- 
jefty ;) bue Stout, Valiant, Courteous, Hofbpitable, 
Temperate, Ingenious, capable of all good Arts, moft 
lovingly Conftaat, Charitable, greac Antiquaries, Re- 
ligsous prefervers of their Gentry, and Genealogy, as 
they are zealous and knowing in Religion. 
In a word, It is a Nation better’d by 
far, as to the prefent happinefs it enjoys under your 
Moft Sacred Majefty, #« wifbes nothing to be added, 
but to fee te perpetual in You and your Iffue, 


Profperity fo 


God of bis great goodne/s grant it, and (how be is an errant 
Knave, and no true Brittain does not fay Amen too with bis 
Heart. | eats a $ ; 


Le fak Le Keds. Loe, Hen flarnivee J, 
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ON 


A MASQUE 


_ As it was Prefented at Court before King 7 AMES, 1620. 


oN Nafcitur é tenebris :. & fe fibi. vindicat Orbis. 


=) 


- Enter 1 Herald, 2 Herald, Printer, Chronicler, Fafor. -- 


1 Her. Ews, news, news. 
2 Her. Bold, and brave new! 
1 Her. New as the Night they are bornin; 


2 Her. Or the Phant’fie thac begot ’em. 

1 Her. Excellent news! 
_ 2 Her, Will you hear any news? 

Print. Yes, and thank you too, Sir; what’s the price 
of ’em ? 

1 Her. Price, Cocks-comb! what price, but the price 
o’ your Ears? As if any Man ufed co pay for any thing 
here. | 

2 Her. Come forward, you fhould be fome dull 
Tradefman, by your Pig-headed Sconce now, that think 


tthere’s nothing good any wheres but what’s to be fold. 


Print. Indeed I am all for fale, Gentlemen, you fay 
true, Iam a Printer, and a Printer of News; and I do 
hearken after "em, where-ever they be at any rates; I'll 
give any thing for a good Copy now, be’t true or falfe, 
fo *¢ be News. — 

1 Her. A fine Youth! 

Chro. And IT am for matter of State, Gentlemen, by 
confequence, ftory, my Chronicle, to fill up my great 
Book, which muft be three Ream of Paper at leait; I 
have agreed with my Stationer aforchand to make it fo 
big, and I wane for ten Quire yet. I ha’ been here ever 


fince feven a Clock i’ the Morning to gee matter for one 


Page, and I chink I have it compleat 3 for I have both 
noted the, nugyber, and the capacity of the Degrees 
here ; and coldtwice over how many Candles there are 
? th? Room lighted, which I wiil {ec you down to a Snuff 


precifely, becaufeI love to give Light to Pofterity in 
the eruth of things. =~ - = ae 

1 Her. This is a finer Youth! 

Facé?. Gentlemen, I am neither Printer, nor Chrono- 
loger, but one that otherwife take pleafure i? my Pen: 
A Factor of News for all the Shires of Englands I do 
write my thoufand Letters a Week ordinary, fometime 
twelve hundred, and maintain che bufinefs at fome 
charge, both rohold up my reputation with mine own 
Minifters in Town, and my Friends of correfpondence 
in the Country ; I have Friends of all Ranks, and of all 
Religions, for which I keep an anfwering Catalogue of 
difpatch ; wherein I have my Puritan News, my Pro- 
teftane News, and my Pontificial News. 

2 gr Superlative this ! ; i, 

Fadi, And I have hope to ereé& a Staple for News e’er 
long, whither all fhall be brought; and thence again 
vented under the name of Staple-news ; and not trufted 


to your printed Conundrums of the Serpent in Sufix, Wv- 
or the Witches bidding the Devil to dinner at- Derby : 


News, that when a Man fends them down to the Shires 
where they are faid to be done, were never there to be 
found. | 

Print. Sir, that’s allone, they were made for thecom- 
mon People; and why fhould nor they ha’ their plea- 
fure in believing of Lyes are made for them, as you 
have in Pauls thac make ’em for your felves. 

1 Her. ‘There he {peaks reafon to you, Sir. 

Faé. I confefs it, butitis the Printing I am offended 
at, I would have no News printed ; for when they are 
printed they leave to be News; while chey are written, 
though they be falfe, they remain News ftill. 

: Print, 


{ 


| Mafques. 
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Print. See Mens divers opinions! Ie is the Printing of 
em makes em News to agreat many, who will indeed 
believe nothing bute what’s in print. For thofe Ido 
keep my Preffes, and fo many Pens going to bring forth 
wholfome relations, which once in half a {core Years 
(as the Age grows forgetful) I print over again with a 
now Date, and they are of excellent ufe. 

Chro. Excellent abufe rather. 

Print. Mr. Chronicler do not you talk, I fhall —— 

1 Her. Nay, Gentlemen, be at peace one with ano- 
ther; we have enough for you all three, if you dare 
take upon truft. 

Print. I dare, I affure you. 

. Fa. And I,as much as comes. 

Chro. I dare too, but nothing fo much as I ha’ done; 
I have been fo cheated with falfe relations 1’ my time, 
as I ha’ found ie a far harder thing to correct my Book, 
than collec it. 

Fa. Like enough ; bute to your News Gentlemen, 
whence come they ? 

1 Her. From the Moon, ours Sir. 

¥ ai. From the Moon! which way? by Sea? or by, 
Land? 

1 Her, By Moon-fhine, a nearer way [ take it. 

Print. Oh by a Trunk !/1 know x, a thing no bigger 
than a Flute-cafe;~A Neighbour of mine, a Spectacle- 
maker, has drawn the Moon through it at the .bore of 
a Whiftle, and made it as great asa Drum-head twénty 
times, and brought it within the length of this Room to 
ine, { know not how often. | 

Chro. Tut that’s no News; your perplexive Glaffes 
arecommon. No, it will fall out to be Pythagoras way 
I warrant you, by writing, and reading i’ th’ Moon. 


Print. Right, and as well read of you, [’ faith: for] — 


Cornelins Agrippa has it, In difco Lune,there *tis found, 

1 Her. Sir, you are loft I affure you ; for ours came 
to you neither by che way of Cornelins Agrippa, nor Cor- 
melicss Drible. 

2 Her. Nor any Glafs of — | 

1 Her. No Philofophers phantafie. 

2 Her. Mathematicians Perfpicil. | 

1 Her. Or brother of the Rofie crofles Intelligence, 
no forc’d way, bucby the neat and clean power of 
Poetry. | 

2 Her. The Miltris of all difcovery. 

1 Her. Who after a World of thefe curious uncertain- 
ties, hath employed chither a fervane of hers in fearch 
of eruth : who has been there—— 

2 Her. In the Moon. 

I Her, In Perfon. 

2 Her. And is this Night return’d. 

Faét. Where? which ishe? I muft fee his Dog at his 
ae and the Bufh of Thorns at his Back, eer I be- 

ieve it. 

1 Her. Do not trouble your faich then, for if that Buth 
of Thorns fhould prove a goodly Grove of Okes ; in 
what cafe were you, and your expectation. 

2 Her. Thofe are ftale Enfigns o’ the Stages, Mani’ th’ 
Moon, deliver’d downto you by mufty Antiquity, and 
are of as doubrful credit as the makers. 

Céro. Sir, nothing again Antiquity I pray you, I muft 
not hear ill of Antiquity. 

1 Her. Oh! you have an old Wife belike, or your ve- 
nerable Jerkin there, make much of ’em: Our relation 
Tell you {till is News, 

2 Her, Certain, and fure News. 

I Her. Of anew World. : 

2 Her. And new Creatures in that World. 

1 Her, In the Orb of the Moon. | 

2 Her. Which is now found to be an Earth inha- 
bired ! , 

1 Her. With navigable Seas, and Rivers. 
2 Her. Variety of Nations, Polities, Laws. 
1 Her, With Havens in’c, Caftles, and Port-Towns ! 


2 Her. In-land Cities, Boroughs, Hamlets, Fairs, and 
Markets! 
1 Her. Hundreds, and Weapontakes! Forefts, Parks, 
Coney-ground, Meadow-pafture, what not ? | 
2 Her. But differing from ours. 
Faé. And has your Poet brought all this? 
Céro, ‘Troth, here was enough ; ’tis a pretty piece of 
Poetry as ’tis. | 
1 Her. Would you could hear on, though, 
°2 Her. Gi? your minds to’e a little. 
Fact. What inns, or Ale-houfes are there there? does 


| he tell you ? 


I Her, Truly I ha¥e not aske him that. ° 

2 Her. Nor were you beft, I believe. 

Fad. Why, in travel a Man knows thefe things with- 
out offence; I am fure if he be a good Poet, he has 
difcover’d a good Tavern in his cime. 

1 Her. That he has, I fhould think the worfe of his 
Verfe elfe. | 

Print. And his Profe too 7’ faith. 

ave Ishe a Mans Poet, ora Womans Poet I pray 
you ; 

2 Her. Isthere any fuch difference ? 

Faé. Many, as betwixt your Mans Taylor, and your 
Womans Taylor. : 

1 Her. How ? may we befeech you ? 

Fad. Vit fhew you; your Mans Poet may break out 
ftrong and deep 3’ th’ Mouth, as he faid of Pisdar, Monte 
decurrens velut amnz. But your Womans Poet muft 
flow, and ftroke the Ear, and ( asone of them {aid of 
himfelf fweetly ) | 4 


In which there is no Torrent, nor {carce Stream. 
. 


2 Her. Ha’ you any more on’t ? a “a ; 

Fait. No, I could never arrive but to this Rem- 
nan. | 
1 Her. Pity! would you had had the whole Piece for 
a Pattern to all Poetry. | 

Print. How might we do to fee your Poet ? did he 
ae this journey (J pray you ) tothe Moon o’ 
oot ! 

1 Her, Why do you ask ? 

Print. Becaufe one of our greateft Poets (I know 
not how good a one) went to Edinburgh o’ foot, and 
came back; marry he has been reftive they fay ever 
fince, for we have had nothing from him; he has fee 
out nothing Iam fure. 

1 Her. Like enough, perhaps he has not all in, when 
he has all in, he will fee oue (I warrant you) at leaft 
thofe from whom he had ie, ict isthe very fame Party 
that has been i’ th Moon now. | 

Print. Indeed ! has he been there fince? belike he rid 
thither chen. | 

Fact. Yes Poft, upon the Poets Horfe for a wager. 

1 Her. No,I affure you, he rather flew upon the Wings 
of his Mufe. ‘There are in all but three ways of going 
thither; one is Endymion’s way, by rapture in Sleep, or 
a Dream. The other Afinipus his way, by Wing, which 
the Poet took. The third, old Empedocles way ; who 
when he leapt into e£:va, having a dry fear Body, and 
light, the fmoke took him and whift him up into the 
Moon, where he lives yet waving up and down like a 
Feather, all Soot and Embers coming out of that Coal- 
pit: our Poet met him, and talkt with him. 

Chro. In what Language, good Sir? 

2 Her. Only by figns and geftures, for they have no 
articulate Voices there, bue certain motions to Mutlick : 
all the difcourfe there is Harmony. . 

Faé. A fine Lunatick Language ? faith ; how do their . 
Lawyers then? 

2 Her. They are Pythagcreans, all dumb as Fifhes, for 


Ithey have no controverfies to exercile chemfelves in. 


Titi 2 Fad}, How 


Muft write a Verfe as {mooth, and calm as Cream, j Ianint 
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Fact. How do they live then ? | 

1 Her. O' th’ Dew o' th’ Moon 5) se a and 
confer with the Doppers. duatayTa fins 9: | 

Fat?. Ha’ you Dophars ? VF a af 

2 Her. A world of Doppers! but they are there as 
lunatick Perfons, walkers only ; tbat have leave only to 
hum, and ha, not daring to prophefie, or ftart up upon 
Stools to raife doctrine. 7 

1 Her. The Brethren of the Refe-Cro/s have their Col. 
ledge within a Mile o’ the Moon; a Caftle i th’ Air chat 
runs upon Wheels with a wing’d Lanchorn—— . 

Print. Tha’ feen’cin princ. os 

2 Hr. All-the phantaftical Créatures you can think 
of, arethere. 7 

_ Fact. ?Tis to be hop’d there are Women there then ? 

1 Her. And zealous Women, that will out-groan the 
groaning Wives of Edinburgh. _ | 

Fat?. And Lovers as phantaftick as ours? . 

2 Her. But none that will hang themfelves for Love, 
or eat Candles ends, or drink to their Miftris’s Eyes, tll 


their own bid’em good night, as the Sublunary Lovers 


do, 

Fad. No, Sir? . - 2s le Pe ee 

2 Her. No, fome few you fhall have, that figh or whi- 
{tle chemfelves away; and thofe are prefently hung up 
by the Heels like Meteors, with Squibs 7’ their Tails, to 
give the wifer fore warning. | t 3 

Print. Excellent! _ 7 

Fact. Are there no felf Lovers there? 
'. 2 Her, There were, but they are all dead of late for 
want of Taylors. 

Fact. *slight what luck is that? we could have {par’d 
them a Colony trom hence. | 

2 Her. I think fome two or three of them live yet, 
but chey are curn’é Moon-Calves by this. 
Print. O, I, Afoon-Calves ! what Montfter is that I pray 
‘OU: 
: 2 Jhr. Monfter? none at all 
dike our Fool here on Earth. 


1 Her. The Ladies there, play with them inftead of 


little Dogs. : 

Fad. Vhen there are Ladies? 

2 Her. And Knights, and Squires. 

Fact. And Servants, and Coaches? — ; 

. t Her. Yes, but the Coaches are much o’ the nature of 
the Ladies, for they go only wich Wind. 

| Chro Pritty, like China Haggons. 

. Fact. Ha’ they any places of mecting with their 
Coaches, and taking the frefh open Air, and then covert 
when they pleats, as in our Hide-Park, or fo ? 

2 Her. Avove all the Hide-Parks in Chriftendom, far 
more hiding and private, they do all in Clouds there 5 
they walk i’ che Clouds, they fit? the Clouds, they lie 7? 
» the Clouds, they ride and cumble 1’ the Clouds, their 
very Coaches are Clouds. 7 


Print. But ha’? they no Car-men to meet and break | 


their Coaches ¢ : 

2 Her. Alas! Carmen, they will over -a Car-man 
there, as he will do a Child here; you fhall have a 
Coachman with Checks like a Trumpeter, anda Wind 
in his Mouch blow him atore him as far as he can fee 
him ; or skir over him with his Bats Wings a Mile 
and a halt, eer he can fteer his wry Neck to look 
where he ts. 

Faé. And they ha’ their new Wells too, and phyfical 
Waters IT hope to vifie all time of Year ? 

1 Her, Your Fanbridze, or. the Spaw it felf are meer 
Puddle co ’em: When the pleafane Months o’the Year 
come, they all flock co certain broken [flands which are 
called there, the ies of Delight. 

' Fad. By Clouds fill? | 

1 Hers What elie? Their Boats are Clouds too. 

2 Her, Orin a Miit ; the Milts are ordinary i’ the 
Moon, a Man that owes Money there, needs no other 


; avery familiar thing, | 


Mafques. felon [horn orp aed. 4, 


protection 3* only buy a Mift and walk in’t, he’s never 


difcern’ds a matter of a Baubee do’sit.’ - 

1 Her. Only one Ifland they have, is call the Ifle of 
the Epicenes, becaufe there under one Article both kinds 
are fignified, for they are fathioned alike, Male and Fe- 
male the fame ;[(not_Heads and broad Hats, fhore Dou- 
blets, and long Points ; neither do they ever untrufs for 
diftinétion , but laugh and lie down in Moon-fhine, 
and ftab with their Poniards;. you do not know the de- 
light of che Epicencs in Moon-fhine. 

2 Her.And when they ha’ tafted the Springs of Pleafure 
enough, and bill'd,and kift, and are ready to come away ; 
the She’s only lay certain Eggs (for they are never with 
Child there,) and of thofe Eggs are difclofed a Race of 


| Creatures like Men, but are indeed a fort of Fowl, in 


part covered with Feathers (they call ’em Volatees,)~ 
that hop from Ifland to Iflands you fhall fee a Covey of 
’em, if you pleafe, prefently. | 7 | 

1 Her. Yes faith, *tis time to exercife their Eyes, for 
their Ears begin to be weary, | 


2 Her. Then know, we do not move thefe Wings fo foom, 
On which our Poet mounted to the Moon | 
Menippus-/ike ; but all twixt it and xs, 

Thus clears and helps to the prefentment, thus. 


The Antimafque of Volatees. 


2 saci," dee have all this while (thoughthe Adufes 
Heralds ) adventured to. tell your Majefty 
no News; for hicherto we have mov’d rather to your 
delight, than your belief. But now be pleafed to expe& 
a more noble difcovery worthy of your Ear, as the ob- 
jet will be your Eye; A Race of your own, form’d, 
animated, lightned, and heightned by you, who rapt 
above the Moon far in {peculation of your Vertues, 
have remain’d there intrane’d certain Hours, with won- 
der of the Piety, Wifdom, Majefty refle@ed by you, on 
them, from the Divine Light; to which only you are 
lefs. Thefe, by how much higher they have been car- 
ried from earth to contemplate your greatnefs, have 
now conceiv’d the more hafte and hope in this cheir re- 
turn home to approach your goodnefs; and led by that 
excellent likencfs of your felf, the truth, imitating Pro- 
critus endeavour, chat all their motions be form’d to the 
Mufick of your Peace, and have their ends in your Fa- 
vour, which alone is able torefolve and thaw the cold 
they have prefently contracted in coming through the 
colder Region... | 


They defcend and fhake off their Ifcles. 
rSONG. 


HY? e’er the brightne/s may amaze, 
Mdove you, and ftand not ftill at gaze, 
As daxeled with the light ; 

But with your motions fill the place, 
And let their fulnef{s win your Grace, 
Till you collect your fight. } 
So while the warmth you do confefs, ‘ 
And temper of thefe Kays no lefs, 
To quicken than refine : 
You may by knowledge grow more bold, 


And fo more able to bebold a 
The Body whence they fhine. 
The firft Dance follows. 
‘ II. SONG. 


@ 
ere 


= im eer reest 


rT SONG. 

Ow look and fee in yonder Throne, 
How all thofe Beams are caft from one. 
-.-.....  Lbisis that Orb fo bright, 
"Has kept your wonder fo awake ; a 

| Whence you as from a mirrour take 
. The Suns reflected light. = 
. Read him as you would do the Book : 
- Of ald perfection, and but look 
What his proportions be ; 
No meafure that is thence contriv’d, 


Or any motion thence deriv’ d, 
But ts pure harmony. 


Main Dance, and Revels. ; 


“ WLSONG i: 


pare ~ <=” 


Ot that we think you weary be, 
for be 
That did this motion give, 
And made it fo long live, 
Could likewife give it perpetuity. 
Nor that we doubt you bave not more, 
and ftore 
Of changes to delight, 
For they are infinite; 


As is the power that brought forth thofe before. 
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*, ‘The laft “Dance. co oe 
| a ‘ tis \ . 3 
{ , W. SONG po | 
| | ae look already here I am, _ a 
bright fame, 
. ee Got up unto the Sky, 
Pigg = thus bigh, 
Upon my better wing, 
_ to fing 
. The knowing we | 
"And make the Mujick bere, 


me: 
o + a 


= 


But fince the Earth is of bis mame, ~~ - 


and fame 
So full you cannot add, 
Be both the firft, and glad 
To {peak him to the Region whence you came. 


With yours on Earth the fame. 
C Foin then to tell bis name, 
and fay but Jamesis he; 


And in the Tune rejoyce, 
(Or truth bath left to breathe,and fame bath left to be. 


nae Saar —_ All Ears will take the Voice, 


I Her: See, what a that this Mufick brings, ° ~*~ 


And is. fo carried inthe Air about ? 


2 Her. Fame that doth nourifh:the renown of Kings, 


. And keeps that fair, which Envy would blot cut. 
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OF 


THE 


Metamorphos d Gyplies. 


As it was ‘Thrice Prefented to 


Fir, at Burtercn onthe Hill: 


KING JAMES 


Next, at Bervorr: And lafily, 


at Winpsor. Anguft 161. 


THE 


PROLOGUE 
At WINDSOK. 


S many Bl ffings as there be Bones 
In Ptolomy’s Fisgers, and all at ones, 
Held up in Andrew's €rofs for the nones. 
Light on you, good Mafter, | 
I dare be no wafter 
$Of time, or of {peech, 
Where you are in place: 
I only befeech 
You take in good Grace, 
Our following the Court, 
Since’tis for your fport, 
To have you flill merry, 
And not make you weary. 
We may ftrive to pleafe, 
So long Cfome will fay) till we grow a Difeafe. 
But you, Sir, that twice 
Have grac’t us already, enconrage to thrice; 
Wherein if’ our boldnefs your patience invade, 


'The SPEECH at the KING’s En- 


trance at BUR LEIGH. 


F for our thoughts there could but {peech be found, 
And all that fpeech be uttered in one found, 

So that fome Power above us would afford 
The means to make a Language of a Word, 
It fhould be welcome : In that only voice 
We would receive, retain, enjoy, rejoice + 
And all Effects of Love, and Life difpence, 
Till it were call'd a Copious Eloquence : 
For fhould we vent our Spirits (now you are come), 
In other Syllables, were as to be dumb. 
VVelcome, O welcome then, and enter bere, y 
The Houfe sah Bounty hath built, and till doth rear 
With thofe bigh Favours, and thofe heapt Increafes, — 
Which frews a Hand not griev'd, but when it ceafes. 
The Mafter is your Creature, as the Place 5 
And every Good about him as your Grace : 
Whom though be ttand by filent, think not rude, 
But as a Man turn’d all to Gratitude. 
For what be never can hope, bow to restore, 
Since while be meditates one, you beap on more. 
Vouchfafe to think, be only ss oppreft _ | 
With their abundance, not that in bys Breast : 
His Pow’rs are ftupid grown : for pleafe you enter 
Him, and bis Houfe, and fearch them to the Center : 
You'll find within no Thanks, or Vows there {horter, 
For having trufted thus much to bis Porter. 


Forgive us the Fanlt that your Favour hath made. v9 4: Cutter Le arp agtie, Aa! Fiat) 
: . wn Ar fe om DesarIn nan, fulays cnn 
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Enter a Gypfie, pares a Horfe laden aish Five little Chil-\. 


dren bound in a Trace of Scarffs npon him. A Second, 


leading another Horfe laden with frol’s Poultrey: The Firft | 


leading Gypfie fpeaks, being the Lr Deter por) 


rer: 
Jackman. Fs “/ thifug « 


| Ra for the Five Princes of egy ft, mounted 
: ee 


121 


all upon the Horfe, like the Four Sons of .y- 
mon, to make the Miracle the more, by ahead, 
_ if it may be: Gaze upon them, as on the Off 
fpring of Psolomy, begotten upon feveral Cleopatra’s, in 
their feveral Countries ; efpecially on this brave Spark 
ftruck out of Fiist-fhire, upon Jultice Fup’s Daughter, 
then Sheriff of the County ; who running away with 
a Kinfman of our Captain’s; and her Father purfuing 
her co the Marfhes, he great wich Juftice, the great with 
Juggling, they were both, for the time, !rurn’d Stone, 
upon che fight each of other, in Cheffer: Till at laft (fee 
the Wonder) a Jug of the Town-Ale reconciling them, 
the Memorialof both their Gravitiesy his in Beard, and 
hers in Belly, hath remain’d ever fince preferv’d in Pi- 
Gure upon the moft Stone Jugs of the Kingdom. The 
famous Imp yet. grew a Wretchceck and though for’ 
Seven Years together, he were very carefully carried at} 
his Mothers Back, rock’d in a Cradle of Welch-Cheefe, 
like a Maggot, and there fed with broken Beer, and 
blown Wine o’ the beft daily 5 yet looks he, as if. he ne- | 
ver faw his Guimquennium.f ’Tis true, he can thread Nee- 
dies o’ Horféback, to draw a Yard of Inckle through 
his Nofe: But what's that to a grown Gypfie, one of the 
Blood, and of his Time, if he had thriv’d': - Therefore, 


$ 


the Infant’s Equi Sh let Alafeaty DF 


With the Convoy, Cheats, and Peckage Ole brn, ; 
taatmeae Bat of Clutch of Harman Beckage, oo oe dy hep 
OG Ty shee lib kiwe ai he Coackman’s, UP-jpn) Be 


2 Gyofie. tees ep | . , 4 
/ fenton bt AY for 
Here the Cacklers, but no Grunters,; | 2: 
Shall uncas’d be for the Hunters: 7 
Thofe we ftill muft keep alive; eae 
I, and put them out co thrive _ 
In the Parks, and in che Chafes, . _ | 
And the finer walled places; _— 
at yay See prttas Seton ona, 
yyy A Ht Last, , AAs (vy af 
AL ble Sotto gasakT. Be 


x. 
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we are refolv'd not to be underftood: yet if any ‘Man 
doubt of the Significancy of the Language, we refer 
him tothe-Fhird Volume of Reports, fee forth by the 
Learned in the Laws’ of ‘Canting, and publithed in the 
Gypfies Tongue! Give me my Guitterra, and room for 
our Chief. oo = tt 


| Wo.. Quit your i not caufe you cut your Laces. 


Oe: od + cage, 


As Saint James's, Greenwich, Tibbals, - 
Where the Acorns plump as Chibbals, 
Soon fhall change both Kind and Name, 
And proclaim ’em the King’s Game. 
_ Sothe A& no harm may be 
| a their Keeper — a : 
t will prove as good a Service, | 

As did ever Gypli ees Cab erty 9 eaten A "me 
To our Captain Charles, the tall Man, . 

‘And a part too of our Salmon. | 2,4 PL RY 


| St, Jal Oia The Ln 
Jackman. | A a oe ‘ 


F we here be a little obfcure, it is our pleafure ; for 


rather than we will offer to be our own Interpreters, 


| Dance. 


Which is the Entrance of the Captain, with fix more 


attendant: After which the Jackman fings. 
SON G. 


And the Devil’s Arfe there bard 
Where we yearly keep our Mujters, 
Thus the Egy ptians throng inclufers. 

Be not frighted with our falhion, ~ 
Though we feem a tattered Nation; - 
We account our Rags our Riches, 

So our Tricks exceed our Stiches. 

Give s Bacon, Rindes of Walnuts, a is 
Shells of Cockles, and of Small Nuts ; 
Ribbands, Bells, and Saffron’d Linen, 
All the World ss curs to win in, 

Kuacks we have that will de ight you, 
Slight of Hand that will invite you 
To endure our Tawny Faces. 


Rom the Famous Peak of Darby, 
by, 


yA Wry, 
At Kirk Lad not taryZ 
ee 


All your Fortunds we can tell ye, 
Be they for the Back or Belly: 
In the Moods too, and the Tenjes, 
That may fit your fine Five Senfes. 


Dran 
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— Malques. 


Draw but then your Gloves, we pray you, 


~~ Drawn out of a Pot; 


td, 


And fit ftill, we will not fray you; 
For though we be bere at Burley, 
We'd be loth to make a burly. 


| ; 
Pats; A Feng L pane 
ae We 2 : 
Tay,my fweet Singer, . 
Thetouch of thy Finger, 
A little, and linger ; 
For me that am bringer - 
Of bound to the border, 
The Rule and Recorder, | 
And Mouth of the Orger, — a 
As PrieR of che Game, S. 
And Prelate of the fame. 


AM an 
Here’s a Gentry Cove here, 

Is the top of the Shire, 7 ‘osha 
Of the Bever Ken, eet 


A Man among Men; . 
You need notto fear, 


fon bie 


Ag~ 
I have an Eye, and an Ear 2pe & Tay XC 
SAtre. 


That turns here and there, 
To look to our Gear. 
Some fay, that there be 
One or two, if not three, 
That are greater than he. 


a 


Nd for the Roorm-Morts, pra 7 a, 


I know by their Ports, 

And their jolly Reforts, 
They are of the forts 
That love the true Sports -- 
Of King Ptolomeus, 
Or Great Coriphaus, | 
And Queen Cleopatra, — 
The Gypfes grand Metra. ~ 

Then if -we fhall fhark it, 
_’ Here Fair is, and Market. 
Leave Pig by, and Goofe, 
And play faft and loofe, 
A fhort Cut, and long, 
Some Inch of a Song, 
Pythagoras Lot, 

With what fays Alchindus ? 
And Pharaotes Indus, 
Fobn de Indagine, 

Wich all their Pagine 

Of Faces and Palmefiry, 

And this is Alm fry. 
Lay by your Wimbtles, 
Your boring for Thimbles, 
Or ufing your Nimbles, | 
In diving che Pockets, 
And founding the Sockets 
OF Sin 
Or angling the Parfes yo he wae 
OF fach as will curfe us: 7-776" Sou es 
But in che ftri@ Duel,  7eae“e 7 ne 
Be merry, and cruel, foun LA ke 
Strike fatr at fome Jewel, A eee A rs er ad 
That mine may accrue well,” Ye 7. 
For that is the Fuel, - “ 
Tomakethe Townbrew well, __ . ae 
Andthe Pot wring well, v/s D pao (sty 
And the Brain fing well, ti ea 
Which we may bring well 7° <2 
About by a Scring well, 7 
And do the thing well. | 


the Cackets 3 fpuiper a /. eee, | 
kKroe ( 


[Ady webs Coc eed 
ME fn. Gathiccon Lair € Y, 


It is but a Strain 
OF true Legerdemain, 
Once, twice, and again. 
Or what will you fay now, 
If with our fine Play now, 
Our Feats, and our fingring, 
Here, without lingring ; 
Cozening the fights 
_  Ofthe Lords,and theKnights. 
*-- Some one of their Georges 
. Come off to fave Charges. _ 
Oc what will you fay now, 
If with our fine play now, 
Our Knacks, and our Dances, 
We work én the Fanciés 
Of fome of thefe Nancis, 
Thefe Trinkets and Tripfies, 
And make ‘em turn Gy pfies. 
Here's no Juftice Lippus 
Will feek for to nip us, | 
fetter, In Crampering, or Cippus, cle I, fog ~~. 
And then for to ftrip us, 
_ And after to whip us. 7 
His Juftice ro vary, 
- While here we do tarry, 
But be wife, and wary, 
And we may both carry 
re Kate and the Mary, 
And all she bright airy, 
‘Away tothe Quarry. 
The George and the Garter,’ 
Into otir own Quarter: 
Or durft I go further 
In Method and Order: 
There’s a Purfe and a Seal, 
I havea great mind to fteal. 
That.when our Tricks are done, 
We might feal our own Pardon : 
; All this we may‘do, 
~ And a great deal more too, 
If: our brave Prolome 
Will but fay, Follow me. 


\ 


3. Gypjie. 


Aptain, if ever at the Bozing Ken, _ | 
You have in draught of Darby drill'd your Men; 


‘And we have ferv’d there armed all in Ale, 


With the brown Bowl, and charg’d in Br 

If mufter’d chus, and difciplin’d in Driok, . 
In our long Watches we did never fhrink, 
But fo commanded by you, kept our ftation, 
As we preferv’d our felves a Royal Nation ; 
And never yet did Branch of Statute break, 
Made in your famous Palace of the Peak. 


If we have deem’d chat Mutton, Lamb, or Veal, 


Chick, Capon, Turkey, fweeteft we did {teal 
As being by our Magna Charta taught — 
To judge no Viands wholefome that are bought. 
If for our Linen we ftill usd the liff, y 
And with the Hedge (our Trades increafe) made thifc 5 
And ever at yout folemn Feaft, ang Calls, | 
We have been ready with the e&gyptian bralls ; 
To fet Kit Callof forth in Profe or Rhime, </, 
Or who was Cleopatra tor the time. 
If we have done this, that, more, fuch, or fo; 
_-Now lend your Ear but to the Patrico. _ 


y WE SE Sf aie Tlie, Jal he 


Captatn. 


ec ftale: 


1 gett 5 sg ae 
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Captain. After which, the Xing’s Fortutie is purfued by the 
Captain, 
Biny any doube that faw this Hand; 
Or who you are, or what command 
You have upon:the Fare of things, | 
Or would not fay, you were let down, 
From Heaven, on Earth, to be the Crown, 
And top of all your Neighbour-Kings? - 
To fee the ways of truth you take, 
To fallance bufinels, andto make 
All Chriftian Differences ceafe. 
Or till-che quarrel, and the caufe 
You can compofe, ‘to give them ‘Laws, 
As Arbitor of War and Peace. : 
For this, of all ‘the World, you thall 
Be ftiled Fames che Juft, and al!" * 


! ' 


Their States difpofe, their Sons and Daughters, 


Well, dance another Strain, and we'll think how: 
| ‘Dance 2. | 
1 Strain. Song 2. 


“He faery Beam upon you, _ 
T The Stars to glifer os you, 
A Moon of Leght, co 
Ins the Noon of Night, = 
Till the Fire-drake bath o’ergone you, 
The Wheel of Fortune guide you, | 
The Boy with the Bow befide gous. 
Run aye in the way, 
Till the Bird of Day, 


And the luckser lot betide you. 
| And for your Forturie, you alone, 
Among them all, fhall work your own, 
Captain. By peace, ngt by Humane Slaughters. 


But whydoI prefume, though erue, 
To tell a Fortune, Sir; to you, ; | 

Who are the Maker here of all; 
VVhere none do ftand, or fit in view, 
Bue owe their Fortune unto you, - 

Ac leaft what they Good Fortunes call ? ' 

My felF a Gypfe here do thine, Re tl ang. Mau raighom jst 
Yet are you Maker, Sir, of ming. 2. Ca,cu'do 7 SEL 


Lefs my fweet Mafters, the Old, and the Young, 
From the Gall of the Heart, and the Stroke of the 
Tongue. 

With you, lucky Bird, I begin, let me fee, | 
T aim at the beft, and Itrow you arehe: 2 <<e/tet 


-Here’s fome Luck already, if I underftand fe 
‘The Grounds of mine Art ; here’s a Gentleman’s Hand. 


esd 3 > 1: Oh chat Confeffion could content --9 eA ann GG 
Til kils ic for Luck’s fake ; you fhall by thisLine, __ : , 
Love a Horfe and a Hound, but no part of a Swine. “ high eerie ? “ doth know - hth. § 
To hunt the brave Stag, not fo much for the Food, O par : _ Motion, but to flow, 
As fag he of your Body, and the Health o’ your May fil roa hel Hand, 
- Blood. yi tyour Ha 

You're a Man of good Means, and have Territories ftore, ce welee or ay » OF dees a oo, 

Both by Sea, and by Land ; and were born, Sir, to more, And Been Ce Gi : Be phaliag al | 7 

Which you, like a Lord, and the Prince of your Peace, In per your soodne oe Mi F a 

Content with your havings, defpifé to increafe ; me whom you have made, a Mind, é. 


You are nogreat Wencher, I feeby your Table, As thankful as your own is large. 


Although your Mons Venerss fays you areable: -s 
You live chafte, and fingle, and have buried your Wife, 
And mean not-to marry, by che Line of your Life. 
‘Whence he that conje@ures, your Quality learns, 

You are an honeft good Man, and careof your Barns, 
Your Mercuries Hilltoo, a Wit doth betoken, 


2. Dance, : 2. Strain, - 


§ 


After which, the Prince's Fortune is offered at by the 


Some Book-Craft you have, and are pretey well-fpoken. 
But ftay, in your Sapiver’s Mount, what’s here ? 

A King, a Monarch! What Wonders appear! . 

High, Bountiful, Just; a Fove for your Parts, 

A Matter of Men, and that Reign in their Hearts. 


‘Pil cell ic my Train, 
And came to you again. 


Song 3. 


fe the Old, long Life and Treafure, | 
To the Young, all Health and Pleafure ; 
‘To the Faw, these Face - | 
With Eternal Grace, 
And the Foul to be lov’d at: leifure. 


Tothe Witty, all clear Mirrors, — 


2 Gypfe 


AS my Captain hath begun 
With the Sire, I take the Son, 
Your Hand, Sir, 

Of your Fortune be fécure, 
Love, and the, are both at your 

i Command, Sir! 
See what States are here at ftrife, 
Who fhall tender you a Wife, 


And a fitter for a Man, 
Than is offerd here, you can 


Nor have one. 
She is Sifter of a Star, 7 
One the nobleft now that are, | 
Bright He/per. 
Whom the Indians in the Eaft, 
Pbofphore call, and in the Weft, 
Hight Ve/per. 


To the Fool:{h, their dark Errors: _ Courfes even with the Sun, [@ 
— * «To the loving Sprite, Doth her mighty Brother run, | 
A fecure Delight : For Splendor. 


To the Fealom bss own Falfe Terrors. 
¥ Ben gh LEIP. 2. | 


~ 


What can to the Marriage-Night, ‘ 
More than Morn, and Evening Light, 
Actend her ? 


Kkkk 


A brave one; 


Save 
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Save the promife before Day, __ ; 
OF a little ‘Fames to play _ 
-- Hereafter — 
>Twixe his Granfires K nees, and move 
All the pretty ways of Love, : 
| And Laughter. 
Whilft wich care you ftrive to pleafe, 
In your giving his Cares Eafe, 
| And Labours: 
And by being long the aid et 
Of the Empire, make afraid 
Ill Neighbours. 
Till your felf thall come to fee 
What we with, yet far to be © 
Attending : 
For it skillsnot when, or where 
That begins, which cannot fear be a 
: | An ending. 
Since your Name in Peace, or Wars, 
‘Noughte fhall bound until the Stars 


On ole rt ,: Mp take you. 
Wonlin ty ALY 1 ah Yau, 
‘2 Dance. 


Strats 36 es My our, 
After which the Lady Marquefs Buckingbam’s by the 
3 Gypfien | 


HU after an old Shooe, 
Pll be merry, whatever I do, 
Though I keep no time, — 
My woids fhall chime, 
Pil over-take the Senfe with a Rhime, © 
‘Face of a Rolfe, 

: _- . JT pray thee depofe © : 
Some {mall piece of Silver: It fhall be nolofs, 
But only to make the Sign of the Crofs : 

If your Hand you hallow, ~ 
Good Fortune will follow. 
I {wear by thefe Ten, feywr, £: 
You (hall have ic agen, 
I do not fay when. 
. But, Lady, either I am tipfie, — 
: Ve aes Or you are to fall in love wich a Gyp/ies 
- L' Bluth not, Dame Kate, 9 
' For early, or late, 
I do affure you, ie wall be your Fate: 
Nor need you be once afham/d of it, Madam, 
He’s as handfome a Man asever was Adam. 
A Man out of Wax, 
As a Lady would ask: 
Yet he’s not to wed ye: | 
H? has enjoy’d you already, 
And I hope he has {ped ye. 
A dainty young Fellow, — 
And though he look yellow, 
He never will be jealous, 
But love you moft zealous. 
There’s never a line in your hand but doth tell us. 
And you area Soul, fo white, and fo chafte, | 
A Table fo fmooth, and fo aewly ra’fte, 
As nothing call’d foul, 3 
Dare approach wich a blot, 
Or any leaft {pot ; 
But ftill you coneroul, 
Or make your own lot, 
Preferving Love pure, as it firft was begot: 
But, Dame, I mutt tell ye, 
The Fruit of your Belly, 
Js chat you mult tender, 
And care fo to render ; 
‘That as your felf came 
In Blood, and in Name, 


Mafques. 


From one houfe of fame, 
So that may remain 
The glory of twain. 


2 Dance. 4. Strain. 


After which, the Countef Of Rutland’s by the 


3 Gypfie 


yo {weet Lady, have a Hand too, 
And a Fortune you may ftand too; 
Both your Brav'ry, and your Bounty, 
Stile you Miftris of the County : ° 
You will find ie from this Nighe, | 
Fortune fhall forget her Spighe, 
And heap all the Bleflings on you, 
That fhe can pour out upon you; 
-Tobelov’d, where moft you love, 
Is che worft that you fhall prove ; 
And by him to be embraced, 
Who fo long hath known yon chafte, 
Wife, and fair; whilft you renew 
Joysto him, and he co you: 
And when both your Years are told, 
“Neither think the other old. 


And the Countefs of Exeter’s by the 


Patrico, 


fotf hen filaum re 2%, a 


Adam, we know of your coming {fo late, 
We could not well fie you a nobler Fate 
_ Than what you have ready made: 
An Old Man’s Wife, 
Is che light of his Life, 
A young one is but his thade. 
You will not importune, 
The change of your Fortune: 
For if you dare cruft to my fore-cafting, 
’Tis prefently good, and will be lafting. 


Dane 2. 5 Strain. 


After which, the Countefs of Buckingham’ by the 
 & YiuulG M eV -nTen Gg, ; 
—- 4 .Gypfie. 


you pardon, Lady, here you ftand, 
If fome thould judge you by your Hand, 
- The greateft Felon in the Lan | 
. Detected ; 
I cannot tell you by what Arts, 
But your have ftoln fo many Hearts, 
As they would make you at all parts 
Sufpeéted. 
Your very Face firft, fuch a one 
As being view’d, it was alone, 
,. Too flippery to be look’c upon ; 
in fal ey g nals XAnd threw Men. 
But chen your Graces they were fuch, 
As noné could e’er behold too much ; 
Both ev’ry cafte, and ew’ry touch _ 
So drew Men. 
Still bleft in all you think, or do, 
Two of your Sons are Gpfies too, 
You thall our Queen be, and fee who 
Importunes 
The Heart of either yours, or you; 
And doth not with both George and Sue, 
And every Bairn befides, all new 
Good Fortunes. - 
e 


The Lady Purbeck’s by the 


2 G7pfie. 


J 


Elp me, -wonder, here’s a Book, 
Where I would for ever look: . 
Never yet did Gyp/ie trace . 
Smoother Lines in Hands, or Face: 
Venus here doth Saturn move, | 
That you fhould be Queen of Love: 
And theother Stars confent, =i. 
Only Cupid not. content: 7 
For y non gb you the Theft difguife, - 
You have told him of hisEyes: 
And to thew his Envy further, 
Here he chargeth you'wich Marther? 
Says, alehough that at your fight, 
"He muft all his Torches light ; 
Though your either Cheeks difclofes, 
Mingled Baths of Milk and Rofes:| 
Though your Lips be banks of Bliffes, 
Where he plants, and gathers Kifles ; 
And your felf the Reafon why, 
Wifeft Men for Love may dic, | 


You will turn all Heares to Tinder, — 
And thall make the World one Cinder. 
“And the Lady Elizabeth Hatton's, by rhe. 
a Gfer v7 f+ CCK IALRY Te f- 
5 Opfe. 
RR Alftris, of a fairer Table 


@ Hath not Hiftory, nor Fable; i 
Others Fortunes may be fhown, 


You are builder of yourown, = 1 


And whatever Heav’n hath given you, = 
You preferve the State ftill in you, | 
That which time would have depart, 
Youth without the help of : Arc, 

You do keep ftill, and che. Glory 

Of yoor Sex, is but yourStory. 


_ - ;Tbe Lord Chamberlain, dy the 


. ee ee 


ackman. 


3 . 


PyAHongh you, Sir, be Chamberlain, I have a Key 
To open yaur Fortune a Jitcle-by the way : 

You are a good Man, 

Deny it that can: . 

And faichful yon are, 

Deny it that dare. : an 8 
You know how toufe your Sword and your Pen; 
And you love not alone che Arts; but che Mea; 
The Graces and Mufes ev'ry where follow 
You, as you were their fecond: Apolo; =. 
Only your Hand here tells youto your Face,.. - . 

| You have wanted one Grace, a 

To perform, what has been a right of your Place: 
For by this Line, which is Mars his Trench, - _ 
You néver-yet help’d' your Mafter to a Wench. 


Tis well for your Honour he’s pious -and chafte, 
- Or-you had moft certainly been dilpiac’t. 


j 
LJ 

N 

e ae 
tage eo ce ee 


Yours fliall be co miake true Gentry known 
’ : 4 


Dance 2.0 Strain 3. 


The Lord Keeper’s Fortune, by the 
Patrico. oo 


AS happy a Palm, Sir, as mofti’ the Land, 
Ic fhould be a pure, and an innocent Hand ; 
| And worthy the truft, 
For it fays you'llbejuft,, =: 
And carry that Purfe, an 
Without any Curfe | 
Of the Publick-Weal, . . 
When you take out the Seal. 
You do not appear, : 
A Judge of a Year. 
Pil venture my Life, a 
You never had Wife, 
Buc Pil venture my Skill, 
You may when you will. | 
You have the King’s Confcience too in your Breaft 
And that’sa good Gueft; | 
Which you will have true touch of, 
Ard yet not make much of, *. 
More than by truth your felf forth to bring, — 
The Man that you are, for God, andthe King. 


The Lord Treafurer’s Fortune, by the | - ae 
ee Gypfie. - 


a bom to borrow, and you'll grant my demand, Sir, 


Since *tis for no Money, pray lend me your Hand, Sir3 
And yet this good Hand, if you pleéafe to ftretch it, 
Had theErrant been Money, could eafily fetch it : 
You command thé-King’s Treafure, and’ yet on my Souk 
You handle not much, for your Palm isnotfoul: ~~ 
Your Fortune is good,:and willbe to fet ~  .[::. 
The Office upright, and che King out of Debt: § | - ' 
To put all that Have Penfions foon out of their Paing | 
By bringing th’ Exchequer in credit again. 


The Lord Privy-Seals, 
Oneft, and Old, ar re a ome a 


In thofe the good partof a Fortune is told ; 
God fend you your Health, | 


-| The reft is provided, Honour and Wealth : 


All which you poffefs, = s_ 
Without the making of any Man lefs, 
Nor need you my Warrant, enjoy it you (hall, . 
For you have a good Privy-Seal for ir all. : i 


The Earl Marthal’s, Ae ee 
3 Gypfie. 
NE the great Matter, who is the Donor, 


Tread you here the Preferver of Honour, 
And {py ic in all your fingular parts, . | 


_ | What a Father you are, and a Nurfe of the Arts. 
' | By cherifhing which, a way you have found, 


How the free to all, coone may be bound; 
And they again love their Bonds ; for to be | 
Obliged co you, is the way to be free : 

But this istheir Fortune; Hark to your own, 


Rkkk Fiom 
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From the fiitious, not to prize blood A Gypfe in his thape, 
So much by the greatnefs, as by the good: More calls the Beholder, 
To thew, and to open clear Vertue the way, Than the Fellow with the: Ape, . 
Both whether fhe fhould, and how far fhe may: ° feck. | Orthe Ape on his Shoulder. 
And whilft you do judge ’twixe Valour, and Noite Fi’ is a fight that. will take 
To extinguifh the Race of the roaring Boys. An Old Judge from his Wench, 
7 I, and keep him awake. 
The Lord Steward’s, by the | Pat. Yes, awake onthe Baneh. : + 
: — ere ag pala see 
Gypfte. ough he fit.i’ the Stocks, - _ 
4 Gypfe He will draw che Girls forch, - 
> by this Hand, Jack ‘I, forthi’ their Smocks. . 
You have the Command ‘Tut, aMan’sa Mani; 
Of the very beft Man’s Houfe ? the Land : Let the Clowns with their Sluts 
, Our Captain, and we, Come mend us, if they can, : 
Ere long will fee | Petr. If they can, for-cheisr Gats.: 
If you keep a good Table: Come, mend us, come, lend us, their. Shouts, and cheir 
Your Mafter’s able. Noite, | , 
And hefe be bountiful Lines, that fay Both. Like Thunder, and wonder at Prolomy’s 
You'll keep no part of his Bounty away. ~ Boys. a + ee ? 
— written to Frank | 1 she ex 
n your Vinss bank : ” 7 Se 
To sion a Falfe Seeward, you'll find much ado, 2 Dance. 6 Strain, which leads into Dance 3. 


Being atrue one by Blood, and by Office too. a: 
e by z During which, Enter the Clowns, 


2 ; ° ’ ; - bt 
Lora Marquifs Hamilton’s, by the Cockrel, Cled, Teswnfoead, Puppy. 


fe. . 
| 5 Ope. Cock. (\H. the Lord! what be thefe? Zam, doft thou 
ON your Hand, and welcome to Court, ~ know ? Come hither, come hither; Dick, didft 
Here is a Man both for Earneft, and Sport. ; thou ever fee fuch? the fineft Olivecolour’d Spirits, 
You were lately employ’d, \ they have fo danc’d, and gingled here, as if they had 
AnJ your Mafter is joy’d : been a Set of over-grown Farics. ea 
To have fach in his Train Clo, ‘They fhould be Morris-dancers by their gingle, 
So well can fuftain 7 - | bute they have no Napkins —s_ 
His Perfon abroad, Co. No, nor a Hobby-Horfe. : 
And not fhrink for the load. Ci. Oh, he’s often. forgotten, that’s’ tm Rule; bue 
But had you been here, _. | there is no Mayd-marien, nor Friar among& them, which 
You thould have been a Gypfie, I fwear, _- | is the furer Mark. cue 
Our Captain had fummon’d you by a Dory, Co. Nor a Fool that I fee. | 
To whom you would not have anfwer'd by Proxy, C/. Unlefs they be all Fools. - 7 
One, had the come in the way of your Scepter, Tow. Well faid, Tom Fools why thou fimple pith Afs 
"Tis odds, you,had laid ie by to have leapt her. _ | thou ! didft thou never fee any Gypfes ? Thefe are a Co- 
‘ Pa cel Crpfies and a — new-come, that ever Con- 
’ able flew at; | s, they are jes O° 
mn Bah: Buc coue by ; = this Year, o° thé Moon inm Cees _ 
Patrico. Ch Oh, they are called the Moon-men, I remember 
now ! Sh Gnas oh ned . 
A Hunter you have been heretofore, | Coc. One fhall hardly fee fuch Gentleman-like pies 
And had Game good ftore: | | though under a Hedge, in a whole Summers-day, i they 
But ever you went . be Gypjies. a tts 
Upon a New Scent, | °F. Tow. Male Gypfes all, not a Mort. among them. 
| And thifted your Loves - __ : Pup. ‘Where? where ? I could never endure the. 
As often as they did theirSmocks, or their Gloves: of thelé Rogwe-Gyp/ies : which be they ? I would fai 
But fince that your brave Intendments are "em. a He oe 
Now bent for the War, OS Ci Yonder they are. <. P28 
The World fhall fee BC Pyp.-Can they Cant,:or Ail]? are they Mafters of 
You can conftant be, - | IF their Arts ? cL thins Ys 
One Miftris to prove, | | Zo. No Batchellors chefe, they cannot have proceed- 
And court her for your Love. ed fo fats they have fcarce had their time-to loatte 


Pallas, thall be both your Sword, and your Gage ; yet. i Se, a 
Trath, bear your Shield, and Fortune your Page. Py. All the better: ¥ wonld be acquainted with them 
| 2 ee while they are in clean Life, they'll do their Trickg she 


Patr. \ N / Hy, this is a Spore, . ¢ ,, | Cleanlier. | We Bas 
See it North, feeit South; =: ¢*: Coc. We muft have fome Mufick then, and take out 
For thetafteof the Comwt, ” ~ | the Wenches. ye Ae ee 
Jack. — FortheCourtsown Mouth. ; Pup. Mufick, we'll-have’a: whole Povérty of Pipers, 
Come, Windfor, the Town, +. {call Cheeks upon the Bag-Pipe, and Tom Ticklefoot with 
With the M.yor, and oppofe, | [his Tabor; feewhere he comes!. - sd 
We'll put them all down, ee Co. I, and-alf the pood ‘Wenches of VVindfor'.; gher 


Tow. And Frances o’ the Caftle. 
Pup. And Long Meg of Eaton. 
Glo. And Christsan 0° Dorny. 


Patr. ° Do-do-down, like my Hofe. =  — -_| him, yonder is Pswe o’ the Park. 


Tow. 


SRE KE en 


4 
Tow. See the Miracle of aMinftrel. - 
Co. He’s able to muftet ‘up*the Smocks' of the Two 
' Shires, _ 
Pa. And fet the Codpieces and they by th’ ears at ploa- 
{ure. or \ 
To. I cannot hold now, thete’s my Groat, ‘let’s have a 
- fie for mirth fake.. a er | 
Co. Yes, and they'll come about us for luck fake. 


fake. : . | 

Ci. I, [have the greateft charge; gather the Money. 
Co. Come, Girls, here be Gypfies come to Town, let’s 
dance ’em down. : : 


: The Clowns take out sheir Wenches. 
7, Prudence, Frances, Meg, Chriftian. 
7 | 7 - Countrey-Dance. 
"During which, the Gy 
| __ prying, a 
oe eee 


fies come about chem 
after che 


Weet Doxies, and Dells, 
My Rofes and Knells, 
Scarce out of the Shells, 
Your Hands nothing Ells,- 
We ring you no Knells | 
W,tb our Prolomy’s Bells, 
Though we come from the Fells, 
But bring you good Spells, — 
And tell you fome Chances, — 
wl be mmid ft of your Dances, 
—- That: Fertune advances, | 
To Prudence, er Frances; . 
Yo Sifly, or Harry, 
Zo Roger, or Mary) 
Or Peg of the Dary; 
- Lo Maudlin, or Thomas, 
Then do not run from us, 
Although we look tawny, 
We are healthy, and brawny ; 
Whate’er your Demand #3, | 
VVe'll give you no Faundis. : ; 
Pup. Say you fo, Old Gypfie? *Slid, thefe. go to’ in. 
Rhines; this is better es lh byone half. 
_ To Nay, you hall hear °em; peace, they begin with 
Prudence : mark that. an | 
Pu. The wifer Gypfie's the Marry. 
Zo. Are youadvisd? . '- ae | 
Pu. Yes, and Pil ftand to’e, that a wife Gypfie (take 
him at time o' year) is as polliqne a piece of fieth, as 
moft Juftices in the County where he ftalks. | 
3 Gyp.. To love a Keeper, yourFortune will be 
But the Doncets bereer than him, or his Fee. - 
Zo, Ha, Prwes has he hit you i? ch’ teeth with a fweet 
bit? fod | | 
Pw. Let her alone, fhe’ll {wall6w well enough; alearn- 
c/n 
To-. ‘oul hear more hereafter. i | ve Re 7 
Pu. Marry, and Pil kften: who ftands next? Jack, 
Cockrel ? 0 a Be Aa oe! 
You'll ha’ good luck to Horfe-fleth, o” my Life, — 
You ploughd fo late with the Vicar’s Wife. 
Pa. A Prophet, a Prophet, nd Gypfes or if he be'a.Gyp- 
fe, a Divine Gypfe. score ae he 
To. Mark Francer, now the’sigoing to’t, the Virginity 
o” the Parifh. | a. a oe 
Pat. Fear not, in Hell you'll never lead Apes ; 
A mortifi'd Maiden, of five {capes. ae 
_ Pa. Birlady he toucht the Virgin-ftring there a little 


Px. But look to our Pockets, and Purfes, for our own [| 
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too hard, they are arranit Learned Men all, 1 fee; 
what fay they upon Tom, Clod. Lift. 
1 Gyp. Clod's Feet will in Chrif mas go near to be bare, 
When he has loft all his Honayls at Poft and Pair. 
Px. Has hie the righe Nail o’ ch’ Head, hisown Game. 
Zo. And the very Metal he deals in at play, if you 
‘mark it. 
Pa. Peace, who’s this? 


Long Meg? | 
To. Long, and foul Aég, if the be a Meg, as ever I faw 
of her Inches: pray God they fit her with a fair Fortune: 
Pu. They flip her, and treat upon Tickle- foot. 
I o. el Sundays yourob the Poors Box with your 


abor, — | 
The Collectors would do it, you fave them a labour, 
_ Pup. Faith, bue‘a little, they'll do it non apftant. 

To. Here’s my little Chrifian, forget, ha’ you any For- 
tune left for her? a ftraight-lac’d Chriftien of fixteen. 

Pat. Chrifian thall get her a loofe body’d Gown, 

In tri’mage, how a Gentleman differs from a Clown. 

Pup. Is that a Fortune for a Chriftian? a Turk, or aGyp- 
fre could not havetold her a worfe. | 
_ To. Come, Pil ftand my felf, and once venture the 
poor Head’ o” the Town, ‘do your worft, my Name’s 
Town{bead, and here’s my Hand, Pll not be angry. 

3 Gyp. A Cuckold you mutt be, and that for three Lives 
Your own, the Parfon’s, and your Wives, 

Yo. I {wear Pll never marry for that, an’t be but to 
give Fortune my Foe the Lye: Com Pax Puppy, you mutt 
in too. | | 
. Pup. No, Pm well enough, I would -hz’ no good For- 
tune an I might. ‘ 

Pat. Yet look to yourdelf, you'll ha’ fome ill luck, » 
And fhortly, for Ihave his Purfe at a pluck. 


Away birds Mum, 
I bear by the Hum, 
Jf Beck-harman come, 
He'll ftrike us‘ all dumb, 
With a noife like a Drum, 
Let’s give bims our room, 
Here, this way fome, 
And that way others, 
. We are xot all Brothers ; 
Leave me to the Cheats, 
LT'Ul {hew ene fome Feats, 


Pup. What! are they gone ? flown all of a fudden? 
This is fine ? faith : -A Covy call y’em? they are a Co- 


’ 
? 


| vy foon fcatter’d methinks who fprung’em Imarl ? 


To. Marry your felf, Puppy, for ought I know, you ques | 
aft. : 


fted laft 


Clo, Would he had ‘quefted firft, and fprung y’em an 
’our ago, for me. | : 

Jo. Why ! what’s the. matter, Man ? 

Clo, 'Slid, they ha’ fprung my Purfe, and all I had a- 
bout me. gee 

Yo. They ha’ not, ha’chey? | 

Ch. As lam true Clod;.ha they, and ranfacled me of 

every peany, outcept I were with Child with an Owl, ' 
(as they fay) I never faw fach luck, it’s enough to make 
a Man a Whore. oe a, 

Pup. Hold thy peace, chou talk’ft as if thou -had'ft a Li- 
cenfe to lofe thy Purfe alone in this Company : flid here 
be thofe can lofe a Purfe in Honour of the Gyp/ies, as well 
as thou for chy Heart, and.never make word of it: I ha? 
loft my Purfe too. oe 

Coc. What was there i’ thy Purfe, thou keep ft fuch a 
whining ? was the Leafe of thy Houfe in it ? 

Px. Or thy Grannams Silver Ring. 

Ci. No, but a Ag Six. Pence I lov’d as dearly, anda 
Two Pence I had to {pend over and above ; befides, the 


| Hlarpes/that was gathered amongit us, to pay the Piper. 


Tom. Our whole. Stock, is chat gone? How will Zor 
Tickle-foot do to wet his whiftle chen 2 


apeende LW frta 5 as ee, : Pap. 
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Puppy? 
Pup. 


Hearts Ale a Mornings; with a Row of White-Pins, thae 
ae prick me tothe very Heart, the lofs of them. st 
Clo. And Ihave loft, betides my Purfe, my beft Bride- 
Lace I had at Foan Turner’s Wedding, and a halpworth of 
Hobnails: Francis Addlebreech has loft fomewhat too, be- 
fides her Maiden-Head. ~ 
2, Fra. Lhaveloft my Thimble, and a Skein of Coven- 
/ “try-Blue [had co work Gregory Litchfield a Handkerchief. 
47. And I, unhappy Céristian asI am, have loft my 
Praétice of Piety, with a bowed Groat; and the Ballad of 
Whoop Barnaby, which grieves me cen times worle. 
Cle. And Tickle-foot has lott his Clout, he fays, witha 
Three Pence, and Four Tokens in’t ;_befides his Tabor- 
ing-ftick ev’n now. 
Co. And Imy Knife and Sheath, and my fine Dogs 
Leather Gloves. : 
_ To. Ha? we loft never a Dog amongft us? Where's 


Here, Goodman Townfhead, you have nothing to 


lofe it feems, bue the Zown-Brains you are trufted with. 


Ol” dear Marrows! wavy Golofrtin 
No fhooting of Arrows, | A 
Or Shafts of your Wit, 

Each other to bit, 

Is your skirmifhing fit ! 

Your Store s but {mall, - 

Then venture not all. 

Remember each mock, 

Doth {pend o° the Stock 

And what was bere done, 

Being under the Moon, 

And at Afternoon, 

Will prove right foon 

Difceptio vilus, 

Done Gratia rifus. 

There’s no fuch thing 

As the lofs of a Ring, 

Or what you count worfe, 

The mi{s of a Purfe. 

But hey for the main, 

And pals of the frrain, 

Here’s both come again. 

And there’s an old twinger:. 

Can (how yethe Ginger’ 

The Pins and the Nutmeg 

Are [afe bere with Slut Meg: 

Then Strike up your Tabor, 

And there’s for your labour ; ; 
The Sheath and the Knife, poy ee ae 
Pll venture my Life, . 
Shall breed you no ftrife, 


But like Man and Wife, 


Or Sifter and Brother, 
Keep one with another, 
And light as a Feather, 
Make bafte to come hither. 


He Coventry-Blue 
Hangs there upon Prue, 
And here's one opens 
The Clout, andthe Tokens ; 
Deny the bow'd Groat, 
And you lie # your throat. 
Or the Taborer’s Nine Pence, 
Or the Six fine Pence. 


Mafques. 


Pup, Marry, a new Collection, there’s no Mufick elfe, 
Matters; he can ill pipe chat wants his upper Lip; Money. 
Pra. They have robb’d me too of a dainty Race of 
Ginger, anda Jet-Ring I had, to draw Sack Straw hi- 
ther a Holy-days. seks | 
| Tom. 1s’ poifible ? Fine finger’'d Gypfies i faith. 
rhe; Me. And Vhaveloft an inchanted Nutmeg, all_gilded 


Teg ‘Sver, wasinchanted at Oxford for me, to put 1 my Sweet- 


As for tha Baiiad, 2, 
Or the Book what yon call it; : 
Alas our Societ 
Mell’s not with Piety, 

Himfelf bath forfook it, 
That frit wndertook it, 

For Thimble or Bride-Lace, 
_ Search yonder Side-Lafs. 

_ AAIPs to be found, 
Hf yon look your felves round : 
We fore to take from ye, 

We bad rather frend on ye. 
If any Man wrong ye, 
The Thief’s among ye. 


Tow, YF Xcellent i’ faith, a moft Reftorative op , all’s 
here agen; and yet by his learning of Legier- 
— he would make us believe we had robb’d our 
elves. | | 
_ Co. A Gypfie of Quality, believe it, and one of the 
King’s Gypjies 5 this a Drink-alian, or a Drink-braggaten? 


Ask him. 
The King has his Noife of Gypfies, aswell asof Bear-wards, 
and other Minftrels. 
Pw. What Sort or Order of Gyp/ies, I pray, Sir. 


A Flagon-fekian, 

A Devils-arfe-a-Pekian ; 
Born firft at Niglington, 
Bred up at Filchington, 


Boarded at Tappington, o 
Bedded at We Sie re tbo fherrg 
To. Fore me, a dainty deriv'd Gypfiee 
Pw. But I pray, Sir, if 2 Man might ask on you, how 


| came your Captains Place firft to be call’d 


The Devil's Arfe? 


Pat. For that take my/Word, 

We have a Record, 
That doth it afford, Ss 
Cocklorel he hight, “ely 72 
Cocklorrel he hight, mn. ae 
On a time did invite Gk UM fax? — 
The Devil to a Feaft 240-4 A p+ BSFu | 

,  Thetailof the Jeft,y ~ py Peep fCee", 
Though finceit be long, 6 227, av 
Lives yet ina 5 Ugod, Ze 
Which if you would hear, 
Shall peu a ; 
Piicall in my lerk, 
Shall fing like a Lark: 
Come in my long Shark, 

_ With thy Face brown and dark; 
With thy Tricks, and thy Toys, 
Make a merry, merry noife, 
To thofe mad Country Boys, | 

And chant out the Fart of the Grand Devil's arfe. 


bin b SONG Je i 
OH Meee ica aor 
Ock-lorrel woald needs have the Devil bu Gueft, 
/ And bad bim once into the Peak to Dinner, 
Where never the Fiend bad {uch a Feaft, 
Provided bim yet at the charge of a inner. 


His Stomach was queafie (for oe there Coacht), } 
The jogging bad caus'd fome Crudivie rife; is 
To help st, be call'd for a Puritan poacht, — 

That ufed toturn up the Eggs of bus Eyes. 


‘And 


And {0 recover'd unto bss-awifh, 3 

He {ate him down, and be ‘fell to eat 5 
Promooter in Plum-broth was the firft difh, 
His own privy Kitchin bad no fuch Meat. 


Yet though with this be much were taken, : 
Upon a {udden be fhifted bs Trencbir = 
As foon as be {pid the Bawd, and Racon, 

By which you may wote the Devil's a wenchers — : 


Six pickP'd Taylors fliced and cut, 


Sermpfters, Tyrchwomen, fit for bis palats 


With Feathermen, and Se ecgelld Se 

Some twelve in a Charger to make « grand Sallet.: 
A rich fat Ufurer ftu'd in bis Marrow, a 
And by him a Lawyers Head and Green-fawee; - 
Both which bis belly took in like a Barrow, — 
As if till then be bad never fees Sawee. 


Then Carbonadoed, and Cook’t with pains, 
Was brought up a cloven Serjeants Faces 

The Sawce was made of bis Yeamans Brains, 
That had been beaters out with bis own. Mace. 


e : ae as, eee eo 
Two roafted Sheriffs came whole tothe Board; 
(The Feaft bad nothing been without.’em ) : 
Both living, and dead, they were foxt,and fur'd, 
Their Chains like Sawfages bung. about ’em. 


The very next difh, was the Mayor of a Town, 
With aPudding of maintenance thrust in bis Belly ; 
Like a Goofe sm the Feathers dreft in bis Gown, — 
And his couple of Hinch-boys bosl'd to a Felly. 


A London Cuckold, bot from the Spit, : 
And when the Carver up bad broke.bim, + 

The Devil chopt up bs Head atabit, = =. 
But the Horns were very near like to have chooks him. 


The Chine of a Lecher too there was roasted, 
With aplump Harlots Haunch and. Garlick 

A Panders Pettitoes.that bad boafted. : 
Himfelf for a Captain, yet never was warlike. 


A large fat Pajty of a Mid-wife bot ; 

And for acold bak’t Meat sn to the ftory, 

4 reverend painted Lady was brought, - 

And coffin’ d in Crust, till now {he was boary. 
f 


To thefe, an over grown Fuftice of Peace, 
With a Clerk like a Gizzard thruft under each Arm ; 
And Warrants for Sippets, laid in ba own Greafe 
Set oer aChaffing-dif to be kept warm. . | 


The Joul of 2 Faylor, ferv'd for a fh, 
A Conftable [ous'd with Vinegar by.; 
In'0 Aldermen Lobfters afleep in a difh, - 
A Deputy Tart, a Churchwarden Pye. 


All which devour’d ; He thes for a clofe, 

Did for a full draught of Derby ‘cak 5 

He beav'd the huge Veffel up.to bw Nofe, 
And left net till be had drunk wp all. a 


Then from the Table be gave a ftart, =e 
Where Banquet, and Wine were nothing {carce, 

AR which bé flirted away with a Fart, 
From whence it was cal’d the Devils Arfe. 


And there be made fuch a breach with the Wind, 
The hole too ftanding open the whiles 

That the (cent of the Vapour, before, and behind, 
Hath foully perfumed moft part of the [fle. 


Whee: 
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And this was Tobacco, the learned Suppofe ; a. 
Which fince in Country, Court, and Taw, :+- 


In the Devs!s Glifter-pipe {moaks at the Nofeé: 
Of Polleat and Madam, of Gallant and Clown. 


oe. 3 
From which wicked Weed, with Swines-fefh, ana Ling ; 
Or any thing elfe that’s feaft for the Fiend:...  , 
Our Captain, and we, cry God fave the King, — 
And fend him good Meat, and Mirth witbout.end. 


Pup. — excellent: Song, and a fweet. Songfter, and 


would have done rarely in 'a Cage, wich a difh 


of Water, and Hempfeed ; a fine. Breaft of his own Tolan 
Fir= 4° 94 


Sir, you are a Prelate.of the Orden, J;underftand, and 
have acerrible grudgipg now upon mme;to be one of 


your company; will your Captain ‘rake a Prentice, Sir 2 

{ would bind my felt t@ him body and Soul, either for 

one and twenty Years, or as many. Lives:as he would. 
Clo. I, and put in my life for one, fpr; Lam come about 


coo, I am forry I had no more Money i? my Purfe 


when you came firft upon us, Sir ; If I.had known you 
would have pickt my Pocket fg like. a’Gentleman, I 
would have been: better provided ; I'thall be glad to ven- 
ture a Purfe with your worfhip at any time you’'l appoints, 
fo you would prefer me to your Captain; Vil put in fe- 
curity for my truth, and férve out my time, though I 
die to morrow. -_ co an ae 

Coc. I, upon thofe terms, Sir,-and in hope your Cap- 


| tain keeps better, Cheer than he made the Devil, for my 


Stomach will ne’er agree with that Dier, -we’ll be all his 
followers ; Pll go home and fetch a little Money, Sir, all 
I have, and you fhatl pick my.Packet to my Face, and 
Pil avouch sic; A Man would noc. defire,‘to have his 
Pocket picke in better company. --.° | 
Pup. Tut, they have other manner of gifts than pick- 
ing of Pockets, or telling Fortunes:; if chey would but 
pleafe to thew ’em, of thought us poot Country mortals 
worthy of them ; what might a Man do to be a Gentle: 
manof your company, Sir? 5 weit 
I, a Gipfie in ord’nary, or nothing... ., . 
Pat. F‘Riends not torefel ye, .s. 
Fo: any way quell tl 


To buy or'to fellye; = 


I only muoft tell ye; ee 
". Yeaim ata myltery, © | a oe 
Worthy a Hiftory; , © ae 
There’s much tobe done, . ~ £25 
Eer you can bea Son, = 
Or Brother of the Moon. | 
°Tis not fo foon ee 
Acquir’d,asdefir’d. sg, 
You mult be Ben-bow/ie, . 
And fleepy, and drowfie, 
And lafie, and lowfie, 
Before ye can roufe ye, 
In fhape that aroufe ye. 
And then you may ftalk | 
_ The Gipfes walk; ° 
To the Coops, and the Pens, : 
And bring in the Hens, 
Though the Cock be fullen 
For lofs of the Pullen: 
Take Turky, or Capon, 
And Gammons of Bacon, 
Let nought be forfaken ; 
We'll let you go loofe, 
Like a Fox to a Goofe, 
And thew you the Sty 
Where the litele Pigs lie ; 
Whence if you can take 
One or two, and not wake 
The fow.in her Dreams, \ 
But by the Moon-beams; 


fb pr bongs, 


So 


ZL 


So warily hie, 


And ’tis not long fine. | 


As neither do cry. 7 | Ye drank of his Wine, . 
You fhall the next day | | And it made you fine; - i 
Have licenfe to play 3 Both Clarret, and Sherry, . | 
Ac the Hedge a flirt, | | Then let us be merry ; 
For a Sheet, or a Shirt ; — . . And help with your call, ~ R oe 
If your Hand be light, | For a Hall, 2 Hall. . ae 4 
Ti thew you the flight Stand upto che Wall, oor 
OF our Prolonse’s knot, Both good Men, andtall,. .. - 5 
It is, and ’tis not, We are one Mans all. —_ 
To change your complexion, Be pe ae dur gli 4.4tZ> wWhh > 
With the noble confedion ) ever.~5™ He fift of Awenf, oy a 
OF Wall nuts,and Hogs greafe, Will not let daw-dut: 
Better than Dogs-greajfe : Lie in your Throats, a 
And to milk the Kine, Or Cobwebs, or Oats; 
E’er the Milk-maid fine But help to {cour‘ye. ge sie 
. Hath open’dher Eine. — This is no Gowry, Lemdgsnv oe by 
Or if you defire Has drawn Fameshither, 4 5° Pe, ft 
To {pit, or fare fire, | 3 But the goodman of Bezer, | 
Til feacl you the knacks, s Our Buckingbam’s Father 5 
Of eating of Flax; Then fo much the rather 
And out of their Nofgs, Make ic a jolly nighe, 
Draw Ribbands, and Pofies. For’tis a holy night, : 
As for example, | Bee Spight of che Conftable, —s_ 2 
Mine own is as ample, : Or Mas Dean of Dunftable. ° 
And fruittul a Not, | | we wi 
As a wit can fuppofe ; Al. A Hall, a Hall, a Hall. | 
Yet: it fhall go hard, , | 
Bat there will be {par’d, The Gipfies chang'd dance. 
Each of you a Yard, 7 | 
And worth your regard. -Pasvico, 
When they collour, and fize | 
Arrive at your Eyes. | | . WHE now ye behold, 
Andif youencline = = —-— >*Twas truth that I cold, 
Toacup of good Wine, . And no device ; 
-, When you fup, or dine; - é, 4 They are chang’d in a trice, 
If you chance itto lack, — ai 4 And fo willl 
Be ic Claret, orSack;  « * : Be my felf, by and by. . 
Vl make this Snouc, a: -Tonly now 
To deal ie about, : Mutt ftudy how 
Or this to run out, 7 Tocome off with a grace, 
As ic were from a Spout. With my Patrico’s place: 
| Some (hort kind of bleffing, 
ow. A Dmirable Tricks, and he does’m all fe defen- Ic felf addrefling | 
| dendo, as if he would not be taken in the Unto my good Matter, 
Trap of Authority, by a frail fiefhly Conftable. Which light on him fafter, 
Pay. Without the aid of a Cheefe, Than withes can fly. 
Cl Or help of a flicch of Bacon. And you that ftand by 
Go. Oh, he would chirp in a pair of Stoeks fumptu- Be asjocund asi; 
oufly ; I'd give any thing to fee him play loofe with his Each Man withhis Voice, 
Hands, when his Feet were faft. i Give his heart to rejoice, 
Pup. O’ my confcience he fears not that, and the . Which Pll requite, 
Marfhal himfelf were here; I proteft I admire him. If my Art hic right, 
| | : Though late now at night, 
da | this worth your wonder Each Clown here in fight, 
Nay then you thall under- Before day-lighe, — 
Stand more of my skill. ao Shall prove a good K»sight 5 
I can (for I will) | And your Lafes Pages 
Here at Burley o’ th’ Hill, Worthy their wages, 
Give you all your fill, Where fancy engages 
Each Jack with his Gill, Girls tq their ages. 
And thew you the King, | | | _ 7 
The Prince too and bring ; Clo. Oh any thing for the Patrice, what is’? what is't? 
The Gipfies were here, Pat. Nothing, but bear.che bob of the clofe, 
Like Lords to appear, | It will be no burthen you may well fuppofe. 
Wich fuch chere ateenders, But blefs the Sov’rain, and his fentfes, - 
As you thought offenders, And to with away offences, | 
Who now become ew men, Clo. Let us alone, blefs the Sov’rain, and his fences. 
You'll know them for true wen ; Pat. We'll take them in order, as they have being, 
For he we calt Chief, And firft of feeing. 
Pilcell’e ye inbrief, —- 
: yi , Is fo far from a Thief, 
{fuw ye hy Ashe gives ye relief | , ee 
ane 7 With his Bread, Beer, and Beef. © qo to etn, Se I. Pat. 


Miu. SCSC~*«S 


om a Gipfe, in the morning, 
Or a pair of fquint-Eyes tur 
From the Goblin, and the Spectre, 7 
Or a Drunkard, though with Neéfar ; 
From a Womantruetono Man, + 
Which is ugly, befides common ; 
A Smock:rampant, and the itches, . 
To be putting on che Breeches : 
Wherefo’er they ha’ their being, 
BlefS the Sov'rain, and his feeing. 


om a Fool, and ferious Toys ; _ 
From a Lawyer, three parts noife; ~ “ 
_ From impertinence, like a Drum. . 
Beat at dinner in his Room 5 7 
From a Tongue without a File, | 
Heaps of Phra/es,and no ftile. 
From a Fiddle out of tune, 
As the Cuckoe is in June. 
From the Candlefticks of Lothbury, 
rZ.. And the loud pure Wives 0 
, Or along pretended fit; : 
~ ‘Meant for mirth, but is not it:7~ * 
Only time, and Ears out-wearing, 
Blefs the Sow’rain, and his hear 


om a ftrolling Tinkers Sheet, 
Or a pair of Carriers Feet : 
From a Lady that doth breathe, 
Worfe above, than underneath: 
From the Diet, and the knowledge 
Of the Students in Bears-colledge. 
From Zobacco, with the tipe 
Of the Devils Glifter-pipe ; 
Or a ftink all ftinks excelling, 
A. Fifhmongers dwelling. 
Blefs the Sov’raign, and his fmelling. 


Rom an Oy/er, and friy’d Fith, 

From icocrc peer ry 

~ From bad Venifon, and worle Wine. 

what Cook fo’er it boil, 

- Though wich Muftard fawe'd andOil, 

Or what elfe would keep Man fafting, 
Blefs the Sow’raign, and his cafting. 


Oth from Birdlime, apd from Pitch, 
From a Doxy, and her itch, 
From the Brifles of a Hog, 
Or the Ring-worm in a Dog. 
From the courtfhip of a Brier, 
Or St. Anthony’s old Fier. 
From a Needle, or a Thorn; 
I’ the Bed at ev’en, or morn: 
Or from any Gouts leaft grutching. 
Blefs the Sov’raign, and his couching. 


Lefs him too from all offences 

In his Sports, as in his Sences. 
From a Boy tocrofs his way, 
From a fall, or a foul day. 


‘ pane 4. ” epak t 
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{| PD Lefs him, O blefs him Heav’n, and lend him long 
} To be che facred burthen of all fong; 
. | The Ads, and Years, of all our Kings t’ out-go 3 

And while he’s mortal, we not think him {o. 


a After which, afcending uP, the J ackman fogs. 7 i i“ 
| SONG. es . _ - , 


He Sports are done, yet do not let : coe | : _ 
Your Foys in fuddes filence fet; . . © 
_ Delight, and dumbue(s meu met. 
— In one felf-fubjeEt yet. | 
If things oppes'd weuft mixt appear, <2." 3 
| Then add a-boldne/s to your fear, ue : 
| And {peak a Hymn to hop; 
Where all your duties doef right belong, a 
Which Iwill fweeten with an under-fong. 
| Captain. 
Lory of orus, and grace of all the Barth ; : 


beat 


How well your Figure doth become your Birth, 


‘ge 


| As if your Form, and Fortune equal ftood, 
*| And only Vertue got above your Blood. 


7 — SONG 4 
VV Eee; bis Kingly vertue which did merit 


This Ifle entire, and you are to inherit. 


sone + oN 


4 Gypfie. 


H°x right he doth confefs him in his Face, 

His Brow, his Eye, and ev’ry mark of State; 
As if he were the iffue of each Grace, 

And bore about him both his Fame,and Fate. 


SONG. 3. 


Ook, look, is be not fair, 
And frelh, fragrant too 
As Summer Sky, or purged Air, 
And looks as Lillses do, 
That were this morning blown. 


4. Gypfie. 


Oh more! that more of him were known: 


3 Gypfe. 


Ook how the Winds upon the Waves grown tame, 
Take up Land founas upon their purple Wings 5 
And catching each from other, bear the fame 
To evry angle of their facred f{prings. 
So will we take his praife, and hurl his name 
About the Globe, in thoufand airy Rings, 
If his great vertue be in lore with fame, 
For that contemn’d, both are neglected things. 


SONG. 4. 


Ood Princes foar above their fame, 

And in their worth, 

Come greater forth, 

Than in their name. 
Such, fuch the Father is, 
Whom ev’ry title ftrives to kifs 5 
Who on his Royal grounds unto himfelf doth raife, 
The work to trouble Fame, and toaftonith Praife. 


4. Gypfie. 
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Mafques. 


| 4, Gypfe. 
Ndeed he’s not Lord alone of all the State, 


But of the love of Men, and of the Empires fate. 
The Mujfes Arts, the Schools commerce,our honours Laws, 
And Vertwes hang on him,as on their working caufe. 


2 Gyp. His Hand-maid Fuftice is. 
3 Gyp. Wifdom, his Wife. | 
4 Gyp. His Miftris, Mercy. 
5 Gyp. Temperance, his life. 


prove. 
3 Gyp. His Guards are Magnanimity, and love. 
4. Gyp. His Uthers, Cosncel, Truth,and Piety. 
5 Gyp. Andall that follows him, Felicity. 


SONG. 5. 


OC? that we underftood 
~~ Ae Our good 3 — 
There’s happine/s indeed in Blood, 
a And ftore, 
But bow much more, 
: When Vertue’s flood 
Inthe fame Stream doth hit ? . 


As that grows high with Years, fo Happine{s with it. 


Captain. 


Ove, love his Fortune then, and Vertues known, - 
Who is the top of Men, rn 7 
But makes the happinefS our own} 
Since where the Prince, for goodnefs is renown’d, 
The fubje& with Felicity is crown’d. 


Th EPILOGUE. . 


2 Gyp. His Pages bounty, and grace which many’ F. Burley, Bever, and now laff at Windlor, 


Which fhews we are Gypfies of no common kind, Sir : 
You have beheld ( and with ah ae their change, 
And bow they came transforma, may think st ftrange. 


| It being a thing not touch’t at by our Poet, 


Good Ben flept there, or elfe forgot to fhew st ; 
But left st prove like wonder to the fight, — 
To fee a Gypfie, as an FEthiope, i 

Know, that what dyd cur Faces, was anOyntment | 
Made, and laid on by Mr.Woolte’s appointment, . 
The Court Lycanthropos; yet without Spells, 

By a meer Barber, and no Magickells:  ” 

It was fetcht off with Water, and a Ball, 

And to our transformation, thi isall, — 

Save what the Mafter Fafhioner calls bz, 

For to Gypfies Metamorphofis ; | 

Who doth di(gusfe bis habit, and bis Face, 

And takes on a falfe Perfor by bis place : 

The power of Poetry can never fail ber, 


" Afifted by a Barber, and a Taylor. 


‘ 


THE END. 


With the feveral 


ANTIMASQUES ©,, 
Prefented on TWELFTH - NIGH T, 1622. 


P : 


The firf ANTI-MA sau E bad for the ScENE, 
The Court Buttery-hatch. 


The Prefenters were from Sc. Katharine’s. 


Notch @ Brewers Clark, Slug a Lighterman, Van-goofe 
a rare Artift; Lady Alewife, ber tao Women, three dan- 
cing Bears, Urfon the Bear-ward, Groom of the Revels. 

Notch. Ome, now my Head’s in, I'll even ven- 

" ture the whole: I ha’ feen the Lyons 
e’er now, and he that hath feen them 
may fee the King. | 
Slug. I think he may 5 but have a care you go not too 

high (Neighbour Notch) leaft you chance to have a 


Tally made of your Pate, and be clawed with a Cud- 


gel ; there is as much danger going too near the King, as 
the Lyons. 

Groom. Whither? whither now Gamefters? what is 
the Bufinefs? the Affair? ftop I befeech you. 

Notch. This muft be an Officer, or nothing, he is fo 
peart and brief in his demands! a pretty Man! and a 


pretty Man isa little o’ this fide nothing; howfoever we 


muft not be daunted now, I am fure I am a greater Man 
than he out of the Court, and I have loft nothing of 
my Sire fince I came to it. | 

Groom. Hey-da! what’s this? A Hogfhead of Beer 
broak out of the King’s Buttery, or fome Dutch Hulk! 
whither are you bound? The Wind is againft you, you 
muft back; do you know where you are ? 

. Notch. Yes, Sir, if we be not miltaken, we are at the 
Court, and would be glad to fpeak with fomething of 
lefs Authority, and more Wit, that knows a lietle in 
the place. . | 


Groom. Sir, I know as lietle as any Man in the place. 
Speak, what is your bufinefs, Tam an Officer, Groom of 
the Revels, that is my place. 

Notch. To 


fetch Bopee'of Court a parcel of invifible =~ 
Bread, and Beer for the Players ( for they never fee ig \dytin 97 
or to miftake fix Torches from the Chandry, and iver : 


them one. ~ —, Elhacust Yon a, 
- Groom. How, Sir ‘ Ply - 

Notch. Come, this is not’ the firft time vein Car- 
ried Coals to your own Houfe, I mean that thould 
have warm’dthem. _- 

Groom. Sir, I may do it by my place, andI muft que- 
{tion you farther. | 

Notch. Be not fo mufty, Sir, our defire is only to know 
whether the King’s Majefty, and the Court expea& any 
difguife here to Night. 

Groom. Difguife! what mean you by that? do you 
think chat his Majefty fics here to expect Drunkards ? 

Notch. No, if he did, I believe you would fupply chae 
place better than you do this: Difguife was the old Eng- 


lifh word for a Mafque, Sir, before you were an imple- - 


ment belonging to the Revels. | 

Groom. There is no fuch word in the Office now] af- 
{ure you, Sir, I have ferv’d here, Man and Boy, a’Pren- 
tifhip or twain, and I fhould know. But, by what name 


fo-ever you call it, here will be a Mafque, and thall bea 


Mafque, when you and the ref? of your Comrogues 
fhall fie difguis’d inthe Stocks. - 


Notch. Sure by your Language you were never meant 


for a Courtier, howfoever it hath been your ill fortune’ 


to be taken out of the Neft young ; you are fome Con- 


| ftables Egg, fome fuch Widgin of Authority, you are 
Lill. | ~-° fo 


-Vhed 
a 
ee ae 


633 


fo eafily offended! Our coming was to thew our Loves, 
Sir, and to make a little merry with his Majefty to night, 
and we have brought a Mafque with us, if His Maje- 
{ty had not been better provided. 
Groome, Who you? you a Mafque? why you ftink 
like fo many Bloat-fiefrings péwly caken otic of-.che 
Chimny / In the naine of — whence came 
you,? or what are yop? yourRave been Hahg’d in the 
Smoak fufficiently, tliat is - 


{ingle out already, 

" Noteb. Sir, we do éemé freth among the Brew#-houfes 
in Saint Katharines, that’s true, there you have {moak'd 
us (the Dock comfort your Noftrils,) and we may have 
lived in a Mift there, and fo mift our Purpofe ; but for 

: mine own part I have brought my Properties with me 
; to exprefs what I am ; the Keys of my Calling hang here 
at my Girdle,and this the Regifter Book ofmy Function 
fhews me no lefs than a Clerk at all Points, and a Brew- 

ers Clerk, and a Brewers head Clerk. | | 

Gro. A Man of accompt, Sir! Icry you mercy. 
A { Slug. I, Sir, I knew him a fine Merchant, a Mer- 

chant of Hops, till all hopt into the Water. 

Notch. Nomore of that, what I have been, I have 
been: whatI am, Iam: I Peter Notch, Clerk, ‘hearing 
the Chriftmas Invention was drawn dry at Court ;_ and 
that neither the King’s Poet, nor his Architect had where- 
withal left to entertain fo much as a Baboon of Quality, 
nor fcarce the Wel/; Embafladour, if he fhould come 
there : Out of my Allegiance,’ to wit, drew in fome o- 
ther Friends that have as it were prefumed out of their 
own Naturals,to fill up the vacuums with fome pretty Pre- 
fentation, which we have addreffed, and conveighed 
hither in a Lighter at the general Charge, and landed at 
the back Door of the Buttery, through my Neighbour 
S/ug’s Credit there. 

Slug. A poor Lighter-man, fir, orté that hath had the 
Honour fometimes to lay in the Kings Beer there 5 and 
Taffure you I heard it in no worfe Place than the very 
Buttery, or acertain, there would be no Mafque, and 
Ci {uch as could command a Jack of Beer, two or 
three... we ro ae = 


‘Van. Datis all true, exceeding true, de inventors be | 


barren, loft, tivo, 03e, vour mile, 3 know that from mp 
felben s pep ave no ting, no ting ban bdeir clon, but vat 
Dep take bom De eard, 02 De 3ca, 0} De heaven, 02 de bel, 
02 De rett ban de weir Clementen, de place a, Dat be fo 
common as de bench tr De Burdello.’ Rot me would 
bring in fone dainty nem ting, Dat neber twas, no? never 
fall be in de rebus natura; dat bas Reber ban DE materia, 
no2 De forma, 102 be hoffen, no? de oot, but a mera devifa 
of ve Brain. 


Groom. Hey-da! what Hans Flutterkin is this? What 
Dutchman does build or frame Caftles in the Air? 

Not. He is no Dutchman, Sir, he is a Britain born, 
but hath learn’d to mifufe his own Tongue in Travel, 
and now {peaks all Languages in ill Englifh ; a rare Arcift 
he is, Sir, and a Projector ‘of Mafques. His Project in 
oursis, that we fhould all come from the three dancing 
Bears in Sainte Katharines (you may hap know it, Sir) 
hard by where the Prieft fellin, which Alehoufe is kepe 
ey a diftreffed Lady ; whofe Name (for the Honour of 

nighthood) will not be known; yet fhe is come in 
Perfon here Errante, to fill up the Adventure with her 
two Women that draw drink under her 3 Gentlewomen 
born all three, I affure you. | 
Slug. And were three of thofe Gentlewomen that 
r., | fhould have acted in ghat famous matter of England’s Joy 
6» ¥ in Six hundred and three. 


fur. 5 


Ln “ ° , 
-/«s yonder are pafling away the time, with a cheat Loaf, and 
+ fe} . a bumbard of broken Beer, how will Py difpofe of chem ? 


i, Ar ‘ teats, 7, Jofter 
Ade 


° Ae : (ar oe , 


| Mafques. 


Gro. Cattel ! what Cattel does the mean ? 

Lady. No worfe than the King’s Game I affure you ; 
Thd Bears, Bears both of Quality and Fafhion, righe 
Béars, true Bears. 

Not. A device only to exprefs the Place from whence 
we cofhe,fy Ladies-houfe (for which we have borro@ed 
three‘very Bears that (as her Ladifhip aforafaid fays) 
are well bred, and can darice to prefent the Sign, and the - 
Bearward to ftand for the Sigh-poft. ke ae 

Gro. “Dhét is pretty ; but are you fure you have fafh, 
cient Bears for the Purpofe. 

Slug. Very fufficient Bears as any are in the Ground, 
the Parifh Garden, and can dance at firft fighe, and play 
their own Tunes if need be. Fob» Urfow the Bear- 
ward, offers to play them with any City-dancers chrift- 
ned fora ground Meafuré. | , 

Not. Marry, for lofty Tricks, or dancing on the 
Ropes, he-will not undertake, itis out of their Elemente 
he fays. _Sir, all our requeft is, fince we are come, we 
may be admitted, if not fora Mafque, for an <Antick- 
mask; and as we fhall deferve therein, we defire to be 
returned- with Credit co the Buttery from whence we 
7 for’ etal or tg the Porters Lodge with Difcre- 

it, for our Punifhment.a7 LuZ. Ai a7. D . 

Gro. To bé whipt with = Bears? Well, 1 Sula 
willing to venture a good word in behalf of the Game, 
if I were affured the aforefaid Game would be cleanly, 
and not fright the Ladies. 7 

Not. For that, Sir, the Bear-ward hath put in fecuri- 
ty, by warranting my Lady and her Women to dance 
the whole changes with them in fafety ; and for their 
abufing the Place you fhall not need to fear, for he hath 
given them a kind of Dyet-bread to bind them to their | 
good Behaviour. — | | | 

Gro. Well, let them come; if you need one, Pil 
help you my felf. 3 


Enter John Urfon with bis Bears fixging. 
BALLAD. 


Tee it may feem rude 
For me to intrude, 

_ With thefe my Bears by chance-a 5 
"Twere fport for a King, — - 
If they could fing 
As well as they can dance-a, 


Then to put you out 
Of fear or doubt, 
We came from St. Kacharinva ; 
Thefe dancing three, 
By the help of me, | 
Who am the Poft of the fign-a. 
We fell good Wate, 
| And we need not care | 
Though Court and Country knew it. 
Our Ale’s 0° the bef, 
And each good gueft | 
Prays for their Souls that brew its/ a” 


For any Ale-boufe, 
We care not a Loufe, 
Nor Tavern in all the Town-as 
Nor the Vintry Cranes, 
Nor St. Clement’s Danes, 
7 Nor the Devil can put ws down-a. 


Who bas once there been, 
Comes thither agen, 
. The Liguor is fo mighty; 
Beer ftrong and ftale, 
find fo is our Ale, 
And it burns like Aqua vite. 


To « ftranger there, 

appear, | 
F "Wie mcoee before be bas bin :° 
We fhew th’ Iron Gate, 


Di foboo» The Wheel of St. Kate, 


And the Place where the Pricft fell in. 
othe Hp Aka 
Wives of Wapping _ 

They trudge to our tapping, 


, _ And fill our Ale defire; 
And there fit and drink, 
Til they {pue, and tink, 

And often pifs out our Fire. 


Brom morning to night, 
find about to daylight, 
They fit and never grudge it 
Till the Fifh-wives join 
Their fingle Coyn, 
And the Tinker pawns bis Budget. 


If their Brains be not well, 
Or their Bladders do fwell, 
To eafe them of their burden ; 
My Lady will come : | 
With a Bowl and «a Broom, 
And ber Hand-maid with a Forden. 


From Court we snvite 
Lord, Lady, and Knight ; 
Squire, Gentleman, Yeoman and Groom. 
Aud all our ftiff drinkers, 
Smiths, Porters, and Tinkers, 


: And the Beggars {hall give ye room. 


Van. Bow like pou? bow like pou z 
Gro. Excellent! The Bears have done learnedly, and 
{weerly. i 


Van. Wis noting, tis noting ; vill pou fee fometing ¢ 
Xk fall bying in de Turkfchen, mee all sin Bathaws, 
and Zin birty tolwfand Yanicfaries met all sin Whoojen, 
Cunuken, all met an auver, de Sofie ban Perfia, ve Tartar 
Cham met de groat ing of Mogull, and mabe Deir men, 
and deir Hozle, and deir Elephanten be {een fight iu de apr, 
and be all killen, andaliven, and no (uch ting. And all 
bis met de Ars ban be Catropricks, bp de reflefhie ban de 


. glaffen. 


Not. Oh, he is an admirable Artift. 

Slug. And ahalf, Sir. | 

Gre. But where will he place his Glaffes? 

Van. Jot, dat is all ean, as it be two, dree, veir, vife 
totofand Pile off : Ick fall multipliren de vizioun, met an 


ander fecret dat Ick heb: Spreck, bat vil pou haven ¢ 


Gro. Good, Sir, put him to’t, bid him do fomething 
that is impoffible ; he will undertake it I warrant you. 

Not. Ido not like the Mogul, nor the great Turk, nor 
the Tartar, their Names are fomewhat too big for the 
Room ; marry if he could thew us fome Country Play- 
ers, ftrolling about in feveral Shires, without Licence 
from the Office, that would pleafe I know whom, or 
fome Welth Pilgrims. 

Van. Pilgrim ¢ now pow talk of de Pilgrim, iccome 
in mp head. ck vill thot pow all ve whole brave Pil. 
giim o° de TlozId : de Pilgrim dat qo now, now at de inz 


‘fant, two, de towland Pile to de great Mahomet, at be 


Mecha, 03 bere, dere, every where, make be fine Rabys 
tints, apd thew all ve boave erro? in de Wozld. | 

Slug. And fhall we fee it here ? 

Van. Pau, bere, here, bere in dis Roont, tis berp 
Room : bel vat is dat to pots if Ick vo de tinge bat an des 


vil, bera boten Devt 2 


Gro. Nay, good Sir, be not angry. | 
Not. "Tis a Difeafe that follows all excellent Men, 


MaJques. - 


| Which was a perplex’d Dance of ftrayi 


of $i 
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they cannot govern their Paffions ; but let him alone, 
cry him one ’bout. — se © s po 

Gro. I would try him, but what has all this to do with 
our Mask ? a 
Van. D Si, all be better bo3 an Antickemask, de moze 
ablucb it be, and dzom de purpote, if be ever all de better. 
St it go from de nature of ne ting, i¢ ig ne more Att: faz 
bear ts Art, and dear is Mature, pow fall fee. Hochos, 
pochos, Paucos, Palabros, ) 


The Second Astimask. 


and deform’d Pii- 
grims taking feveral Paths, till with the opening of the 
Light above, and breaking forth of Apollo, they were all 
[righted away, and the Main Mafque begun. | 


(?) Apollo defcending, -fung. 


. is no dream, you all do wake, and fee ; 
Behold, who comes! (>) far fhooting Phoebus be 
That can both burt and (°)beal ; and with bis(4)}woyce 
Rear Towns, and make Societies rejoyce 3 

That taught the Mufes all their harmony, 

(°) And men the taneful of Art Au ury. 

Apollo ftoops, and when a God de{cends, 

May Mortals think be bath no vulgar ends. 


(*) Artes eximias quaruor Apollini acceptas tulit antiquitas. (» ) Sa- 
ttandi peritiam, unde apud Homerum, frequens illud ’ Epitheron 
exnZora@-, longe jaculans.. (*) Medicinam, unde medici nomen a- 
depuis. (4) Muficam, unde jzvonytmms appellatps. (¢) Et Divinatio- 
nem (in qua etiam Augurium) unde Augur Apollo didtus. Virg. 
Aineid, lib. 4. 8 Horat. Car. lib1. Ode 2. Nube cadentes bumeros 
amittus Augur Apolo. Et Car, facul ult. ubi doGiffiraus Poeta has ar- 
tes totidem verfibus compleGiwr. Augur ¢9' fulgente decors arcu Phee- 
bus, acceptusque novem camenis, Qui falutari levat arte feffos corporis 
ATU. | 


Being near the Earth, be call'd thefe Perfons following, who 
came forth as from their Tombs. _ 
| peie 7 


(TT Inw, and (2) Orpheus, (*) Branchus, (1) Idmon, all 
My Sacred Sons, rife at your Fathers call 
From your immortal Graves; where flsep, not death, 
Yet binds your Powers. 
Linus. Here. | 
Orpheus. Here. | 
7 Brenchus. What facred Breath 
Doth re-infpire us ? 
Idmon. Who is this we feet? 
(©) Phemone. 
What heat creeps through me, as when burning Steel - 


Is dipt in Water ? | 
Apollo. I, Phoemonce, 

Thy Father Phebws’s fury fillech thee ; 

Confefs my Godhead ; once again I call, 

Let whole Apollo enter in you all, 

And follow me. : 


CHORUS. 


We fly, we do not tread, 
The Gods do ufé to ravifh whom they lead. 


(f) Linus Apollinis & Terpfichores filius. Pauf. (Orpheus, &- 
pollinis & Calliopes, de quibus Virg. in Ecloga infcript. Non me Car- 
minibus vincet, nec Thractws Orpheus. Nec Linus, buic mater quamvit, 
atque burc pater adfit Orphei CaMiopea Lino formofus. Apolo. (*)Branches,A~ 

llinis & Jances filius, de quo vid. Scrab. lib. 4. 8 Scatium Thebaid. - 
wb. 3---patrioque zqualis honori Branchus. (5 Idmon, Apollinis & 
Afteries filius, De illo vid. Valer. Flac. lib. 1. Argonauric.—= Contra 
Phebiue Idmon non pallore viris-non ullo bonore comarwm terriblis plenus fatis, 
Pheboque quieto, cut genitor tribuit prenofcere Divum Omina, feu Flammar, 
feu lubrica cominus exta,feu plenum certis interroget ava pennis ((*)Phoemeen 
filla Phoebi qua prima carmen herolcum ceciait. Hefiod. in Theog. 


Apollo 
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Apollo defcended, fhesed them where the King fate, and 
fung forward, ° 
Ebold the Love and Care of all the Gods 
Of the Ocean, and the happy Iles; 
That whilft the World about bim w at odds, 
Sits Crowned Lord here of himfelf, and {miles. 


CHORUS. 


To fee the erring maxes of Mankind ; 
Who feek for that, doth puns{h them to find. 


Then he advanced with them to the King. 


Apollo. 


Rince of thy Peace, fee what it is to love 
| The Powers above! 
Jove bath commanded me 
7 To vifit thee ; 
And in thine Honour with my (!) Muafique rear, 
| — (™) aCollege bere, 
Of tuneful Augures, whofe divining skill, 
| fhall wait thee fill, 
And be the Heralds of bis bigheft Wil. 
The Work is done, 
And Ihave made their Prefident thy Son ; 
Great Mars too, on thefe nights, 
. (") bath added Salian Rites. 
; Yond, yond afar, 
They clofed in their (°) Temple are, 
And each one guided by @ Star. 


| CHORUS. 
Hajfte, bate, to meet them, and as they advance 
na rwixt every Dance, — 


wr: 
Let us interpret their Propbetick Trance. 
(1) Allufioad illud Ovidtt Epiftol. Epift. Parid. Ilton 
tag; turribws altis Menta Apollinee ftructag avere lyre 
feientia nobilis erat ¢y antiqua, apud Gemges’ prafertim Hetrufeos : quibus 
erat Collegium ¢y Domicilium celeberrimum Augurum, quorum furnma fuit 
Authoritas ¢ Dignitas per totam Italiam, potiffimum Roma. Romulus, 
urbe condita, Collegium ¢y Augures ibi inflitutt, ipfe nobilis, ut apud Liv. 
Lib. 1. Cy Tull. 1b. 1. Optimus Augur. Eorum offictum fuit aufpicta cap- 
tare, ¢y ex its colligere figna futurarum rerum, Deorumg; monita confiderare 
de eventibus profperis vel adverfis. Sacer erat Romanis ¢y res regia kabi- 
ta, dignitafgs penes patricios principes viros manfit,etiam apud Imperato- 
“ves obtinuit, unde ab Apolline noftro, tales Prajes pulchré defignatus (" ) Sal- 
tationes in rebus facris adhibebantur apud omnes pene gentes : ¢y a faliendo, 
feu faltatione facra ad faliave carmen inftitutd. Sali di&ti (x Marti con- 
fecrati. Ommes etiam qui ad cantum dx tibiam ludebant Salii¢y Salifubjuls 
—“dicebantur, Salis, vpuvedts vet. gloff. ¢ Pacuv. Pro Imperio fic Sa- 
lifubfulus ve§tro excubet Mars. Cy Virg. fEneid. lib. 8. Tum Saliy ad Can- 
tus incenfa altaria circum Populeis adfunt evincli tempora ramis. (0) Au- 


afpicies, firma- 
(*) Angurandi 


garia captaturi celum eligebant purum dx ferenum, aéreq, nitido. Lituurm | 


(qui erat baculus incurvus, Augurale Signum) manutenebat Augur. Eo celt 
regiones defignabat, (y metas intra quas contineri debebant Auguria : OF 


he vocabantur Templa : unde Contemplatio diéta eft Confideratio, Cy medita- | 


tio rerum facrarum, ut dextrum finiftrumq; latus obfervaret. Inimpetrito 
fibi ipfo regiones definiebat ; in oblato manum fuam refpextt levam aut dex- 
tram. Regiones ab Oriente in occafum terminabat limite decumano, @' car- 
dine ex tranver(o figno metato, quo oculi ferrent quam longiffime. Artica 
in Ortum vergebat. Poftica regiod tergoad ee Pa Dextra ad meridi- 
em. Siniftra ad feptentrisnem. Obfervationes flebant Augure fedente, ca- 
pite velate, toga duplict Augurali candida amitlo, a media notte ad mediam 
diem, crefcente non deficiente die. Neq, captabantur Auguria poft menfem 
Julium, propterea quod Aves redderentur imbiciliores ¢y morbide, Pulliq; 
eorum “Jens imperfecti. a 


Here they fetch’d out the Maskers, and came before them 
with the Torch-bearers along the Stage, finging chis full 
Song. | 
Apollo and Chorus. 
Hich way, and whence the Lightning flew, 
Or how tt burned, bright, and blue, 
Defign, and Figure by your Lights : - 
Then forth, and fluw the feveral flights 
Your (2) Birds have made, or what the Wing 
Or Voyce in Augury doth bring. 


Which hand the Crow cried on, how bigh 

The Vulture, or the Hern did fly, - | 

What iwing the Swan made, and the Dove, 

The Stork, and which did get above: 

Shew all the Birds of Food or Prey, 

But pafs by the unlucky Fay, 

The Night-Crow, Swallow, or the Kite - 

Let thofe bave neither right, Chor, Nor part, 
In this nights srt. 


(P) Augurandi fcientia cpvJouavleta digta. Divinatio per aves. Aves 

| aut Ofcines, aut Prapetes Ofcines, quae ure, Prepetes, que volatu Augurtun 

Significant. Pulli tripudio, Aves aufpicate, Uy Preperes, Aquila, Vultur 

| Sanqualis feu offifraga, Triarches, frve Buteo, ImmufJulus, Accipiter, Cre 

nus, Columba, Ofcines, Cornix, Corvus, Anjer, Ciconia, Ardea, Nogfua;, im- 
aufpicate, Milvus, Parra, Nythicorax, Striges, -Hirundo, Picus, &c. 


Lhe Torch-bearers danced. 


After which the Augures laid by their Staves, and Dan- 
ced their Entry, which done, Apolo and che reft in- 
terpreted the Augury. - 

Apollo: 

He Signs are (4) lucky all, and (4) right ; 
Titer Sars not been ees or hiebe - 
Of ill Prefage. Linus. The (*) Bird that brings 
Her Augury alone to Kings, 

The Dove, hath flown, Orpheus: And to thy peace 
Fortunes and the Fates increa/e. 


\ 


Branchus. 


(f) Minerva’s Hernfhaw, and ber Owl, 

Do both proclaim, thou fhalt controul 

The courfe of things. Idmon. As now thry be 

With tumult carried. Apollo. And live free 
. From hatred, faction, or the fear, | 
To blaft the Olive thou doft wear. 


CHORUS. 


More ws behind, which thefe do long to fhow, 
And what the Gods to fo great Vertue owe. 


(3) Habebant dextra ¢y leva omnia antica ¢s* poflica ; Orientalia ty 
Occidentalia. Grect cum fe ad Septentrionem obverterent, Ortum ad dex- 
tram habuere. Romani Meridiem in aufpicando cum tuerentur Ovtwm 
ad lavam habuere, Itaq, finiftre partes eedem funt Romanis que Gracts 
dextre ad ortum,  Siniftra igitur illis meliora, Dextra pejora . Gracis con- 
tra, Siniftra, pertinentia ad ortum: Salutaria, qui ortus luc index ¢ 
auébor. Dextra, quia {pectant occafum triftia. (™) Columbe anguris nn 
nift regibus dant ; quia nunquam fingule volant : ficut Rex nunquam folus 
incedit. Nuntte pacis. (‘) Ardea, ¢y Ardeola, rerum ardwarum aujpiciai. 
Minerve facra. Apud Homer. Iliad, K. deziw eewdits. 


The main Dance. 
CHORUS. 
Still, ftill the (*) Aufpice is fe gacd, 
We wifh it were but underftood ; 
It even puts Apollo 
To all his Strengths of Art, to follow 
("} The flights, and to devine 
What's meant by every Sign. « 


Thou canft not lefs be, then the charge 

of every Deitie. : 
That thes art left bere to inlarge, 

And flicld their Pretie ! 
Thy Neighbours at thy Fortune lung have eax d, 
But at thy Wifdom, all do jtand amaxd 

And wifh to be, 

O’ercome, or governed by thee! 

Safety it felf fo fides thee, wiere thou goef, 
dnd Fate ftill offers what thou covet [t weft ! 


(*) Aufpicium, ab ave fpecienda, Paul, Nam guod nos cun prep fitine 
dicimus AS VIC IO, apud vereres fine prapofittone SP IC 10 Licebat wr. 
(%) Signa que fefe offerent, evant multifaria: nam fr objecerctar avn alt- 
qua, confiderabatur quo ~oldty ferretur, an obliguo vel promo, vel fupine mo- 
ru Corporis, quo flecterer, Grtorjueret, aut contraheret membray qua in 
parte fe occultaret 5 an ad dextram vel finiftram canerent Ojcines, &Cs 
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_ The REVELS. _ 
After which Apollo went up to the King. and fung. 


Do not expect to bear of all | 
Your good at once, left it foreftal - 
A fweetne{s would be new : 
Some things the Fates would have conceald 
From a he Gods; left being reveal d 
Our Powers fhall envy you. 
\ It is enough your People learn 
The reverence of your peace, 
As well as Strangers do ds(cern ae 
7 ’ The Glories, by th? increafe ; a 4 
— “* “And that the (*) princely Augur bere, your Son 
A~ oe “Do by bis Fathers Lights bis Courfes rum. 
| CHORUS. 
>" Hin hall you fee triumpbing over all 
Both ss a wices : i aes young and tall 
&. Nephews, bis Sons grow up in your tmbraces, 
To give this I/land Princes in long Races. 


=) Romulus au it, Cy Numa, Cy reliqu reges Romani frcut ante 
ane Rae J alii. Lacedamonii fuis regibus Augurem Affe{p- 


vem dabant. Cilices, Lycii, Cares, Arabes, in fumma ventratione babuee |: -- 


vunt Augurid. 


Here the Heaven opened, and ove, with the Senate of 
the Gods, were difcovered, while Apollo returned to 
his Seat, and afcending fing. : 


Apollo. 


SE Heaven expecteth my return, 
The forked Fire begins to burn, 
Beckons to me come. 


Jove. 


Though Phoebus be the God of Arts, 
| He muft not take on bim all parts: 
But leave bis Father fome. 


Apollo. 
My Arts are only to obey. Jove.(¥) And mine to [wey 


Jove és that one, whom Srft, midft, laft, you call 


The power that governs, and conferveth all ; 
Earth, Sea, and Air, are {ubje to our check, 
And Fate with Heaven, moving at our beck. 
Till Jove it ratife, 
It sno Augu 


Though uttered by the Mouth of Deftiny. 


- 3 Apollo. | 
Dear Father, give the Sign, and feal it then. 


The Earth rifeth. 


Ut ss the uit of Earth and Men. 


Jove. 


What do their Mortals crave without our wrong? 


Earth with the reff. 
That Jove will lend us this our Soveraign long ; 
Let our Grand-children, and not we, 
His want or Abfence ever (ee. 


4 Jove. 
Your wifh is bleft. 


 .. (2) Jove knocks bis Chin against bis Bref, 


And firms it with the reft. 


| CHORUS. . 
Sing then bis Fame, through all the Orbs; in even 
___ Proportions, rifing Still, from Earth to Heaven < 
And of the lating of it leave to doubt, 
The Poser of time (ball never put that out. 


1) Vide Orpheum in hymn. de onnip. quis, (*) Atos Fouls, annuen« 
C ¢& firmandis omnibus. Apud Heme Ge ) fools 


] This done, the whole Scene fhut, and the Maskers 


danced their laft Dance. 
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To HIMSELF andto his HONOURS. 


In the Prefentation at Court on Twelth-night, 1623. 


eee es gut Jemirantur, in ills LG Pi felt 77 7~ 


Lipuia 


ye fe 


Virus babe : nos hac novimus effe nib 


Al 


TIME VINDICATED 


* + A Trumpet founded. 


EB AME aatreth, folloy'd | b hi Curious, the Ey'd, the Ear’d, and the Nos d, 


Df MosKen fs vielen Ce gin » Gem ny 


Ive éar, the Worthy, hear. what Fame 


Fame. . 
. Procilaims- : 
Ears. What 2 what? Pit worth our 
Ears ? 


Eyes. Or Eyes? 
Nofe. Or Nofes? 

For we are curious, Fame : 
Eyes. Wecome to {py. 
Ears. And harken. 
Nofe. And {mell out. _ 
Fame. More than you underftand, my hot Inquifitors. 
Nofe. We cannot tell. 

Eyes. It may be. 

Ears. However, go you on, let us alone. 

Eyes. We may {py out, that, which you never meant. 
No/z. And nofe the thing you fcent not. Firft, whence 

come you? . .. 2 a 
Fame. came from Saturn. 

Ears. Saturn! what is he ? 
Nofe. Some Proteftant I warrant you, 2 Time-ferver, 

As Fame her {elf is. 

Fame. You are near the Right. 

Indeed, he is Time it felf, and his Name Kronos. 

Nofe. How ! Saturn! Chronos: and the Time ie felf! 

You're found: enough. A notable old Pagan: 

5 Ears. Oneof their Gods, and eats up his own Chil- 

. dren. | 
Nofe. A Fencer, and do’s travel with a Sithe 

In ftead of a long Sword. 

Eyes. Hath been oft call'd from it, 
To be their Lord of Mifrule. 
Ears. As Cincinnatus 
Was from the Plough, to be Dséfator. 
Eyes. Yes. 
We need no Interpreter, on, what of Time? 


indeed, the Curions. 


Fame. The Time hath fent me with my Trump toSum- 


mon. : | 

All forts of Perfons worthy, to the view 
Of fome great Spectacle he means to night 
T exhibit, and with all folemnicy. 

Nofe. O, we hall have his Saturnalia. , 

Eyes. Hisdaysof Feaft, and Liberty again. 
esas Where Men might do, and talk all that they 
ift, 

Eyes. Slaves of their Lords. 

. Nofe. The Servants of their Mafters ! 

Ears. And Subjects of their Soveraign. 

Fame. Not fo lavith. 

Ears. It was a brave time that! 

Eyes. This will be better : , 

I {py it coming, peace. All the Impoftures, 
The Prodigies, Difeafes, and Diftempers, 
The Knaveries of the Time, we fhall fee all now. | 

Ears. And hear the Paffages, and feveral Humours 
Of Men, as they are {waid by their Affeétions : 
Some grumbling, and fome mutining, fome {coffing 
Some pleas’d, fome pyning ; at all thefe we laughing. 

Nofe. Lhaveit here, here, ftrong, the fweat of it, 
And the Confufion (which I love) [ nofe it, 

It tickles me. : 

Eyes. My four Eyes itch for it. 

Ears. And my Ears tingle, would it woulg come 
forth ; 

This room will not receive it. 

Nofe. That’s the fear. 


S 
- Enter Chrono-Maftix. 


Chron. What? what? my Friends, will mot this 
Room receive ? 
| Eyes. That 


Eyes. That which the Time is prefently to fhew us. 


Chro. The Time? Lol the Man, that hate the time — 


That is, that love it not; and (chough in Rhime, 
" Yhere do fpeak it) wich this Whip you fee 
Do lath the Time, andam my felf Lath-free. 
Fame. Who's this ? : 
Ears. ’Tis Chronomajftix, the brave Satyr. 
Nofe. The Gentleman-like Satyr, cates for no body, 
‘His Fore-head tip’t with Bays, do you not know him ? 
Eyes. Yes Fame muft know him, all che Town ad- 
mires him. @+7 om Shy 7 
Chro. If you would fee Time quake and thake, but 
age eee ae ey ee 
tis for chat, we are o a 
; Eyes. We know, Sir. But the Time's NOW come about. 
Ears. And promifech all Liberty. 
Nofe. Nay Licenfe. 
Eyes. We thall do what we lift. 
Ears. Talk what we lift. 
Nofe. And cenfure whom we lift, and how we lift. 
Cbro. Then I will look on Time, arid love the fame, 
And drop my whip: who’s this! my Miftris ! Fare ! 
_ The Lady whom I honour, and adore! 
. What luck had I not co fee her before ! 
Pardon me, Madam, more than moft accurft, 
That did not fpy your Ladifhip at firft, 
T have giv’n theftoop, and to falate the Skirts 
Of her, to whoin all Ladies elfé are Flirts! 
It is for you, I revel fo in Rhime, 
Dear Mittris, not for hope I have the Tire 
Will grow the better by it. To ferve Fare 
Is all my end, and get my {elf aname. 
Fame. Away, I know thee not, wretched Impoftor, 
Creature of Clovy, Mountebank of Wie 
Selfloving Braggart, Fame doth found no Trumpet 
To fach vain empty Fools : ’Tis Infamy 
Thou ferv’ft, and follow’ft, fcorn of allthe Mujes, 
Go revel with thine ignorant Admirers, 
Let. worthy Names alone. 
Chro,O, youthe Curtom, ~ 
Breath you to fee a Paffage fo injurious, ~ 
Done with defpight, and carried with fuch Tumour 
>Gainft me, that am fo much the Friend of Rumour ? 
(I would fay Fame ?) whofe Adufe hath rid in Rapture, 


On a foft ambling Verfe to every Capture, J 
From the ffrong Guard to the weak Child that reads me; 


And wonder both of him that loves, or dreads me! 

Who with the Lafh of my immortal Pen 

Have fcourg’d all forts of Vices, and of Men! 

Am I rewarded, thus? have I, I fay, 

From Envy’s felf torn Praife, and Bays away, 

With which my glorious front, and word at large, 

Triumphs in print at my admirers charge. 
Ears. Rare '! how he talks in Verfe, juft as he writes} 
Chro. When have I walk’t the Streets, -but happy he. 

That had the Finger firft co point at me, 

Prentice, or Journy-man! The Shop doth know ie! 

The unletter’d Clerk ! Major and Mincr Poet! 

The Sempfter hath fate {till as I pafsd by, — 

And drope her Needle! Fith-wives ftaid their Cry ? 

The Boy with Buttons, and the Basket-wenck! 

To vent their Wares into my works do trench! 

A Pudding-wife that would defpife the Times, 

Hath utter’d frequent Pen’worths, through my Rhimes, 

And, with them, div’d into the Chamber-maid, 

And fhe unto her Lady hath convey’d 

The feafon’d Morfels, who hath fent me Penfions, 

To cherifh, and to heighten my Inventions. 

Well, Fame thall know it yet, I have my Fadtion, 

And Friends about me, though it pleafe detraction, 

Todo me this affront. Come forth that love me, 

And now, or never, fpight of Fame, approve me. 


Tne Prk pape afi Tn axfiton fp 4G 


\ 


mM” 


That he has favourers, Fame, 


‘Is turning all bis Works too, into Latin, 
T 


1’Twill prove but deifying of a Pompien. 
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Mt this the Mutes come in. 


The ANTIMASQUERS. 


Fame. How now! what’s here ? Is Hell broke loofe ? 

Eyes. You'll: fee. 

and great ones too. 

That un&yous Bounty, is the Bofs of Belin{gate, M fucguce 
Ears.Who feafts his Mu/e with Claret, Wine and Oyfters, 
Nofe. Grows hig with Satyr 5 
Ears. Goes as long as an Elephant: 
Eyes. She labours, and lies in of his Inventions, 
Nofe, Has a Male-poem in her Belly now, 

Big as a Colt, 
Ears. That kicks at Time already, 
Eyes. And is no fooner foald, but will neigh Sulphur: 
Fame. The next ? ? 
Ears. A quondam Juftice, that of late 

Hath been difcarded out 0’ the Pack o’ the Peace, 

For fomeleud levity he holds in capite, 

But conftantly loveshim. In days of yore, 

He us’d to give the Charge out of his Poems, 

He carries him about him in his Pocket, 

As Philip’s Son did Homer, in a Casket, 

And cries, O happy Man, to the wrong Party, 

Meaning the Poet, where he meant the Subje& : 
Fame. What are this Pair ? 

Eyes. The ragged Rafcals 2 
Fame. Yes. - 


Eyes. Meer Rogues, you'ld think them Rogues, but f £97 + 
they are Friends, Md Le 4 San Kf fo. of 
Pile a @ 


One is his Printer in difguife, and keeps 
His Prefs in a hollow Tree, whereto conceal him, ftuy A> 
He works by Glow-wotm light, the Moon’s too Open. [au 37 
‘The other zealous Ragg is the Compofitor , a 
Who in an Angle, where the Ants inhabit, AIO aed, 
(The Emblem’s of his Labours) will fie curl’d ; 
Whole days and nights, and work his Eyes out for him. 

Nofe. Strange Arguments of Love ! There is a School- ose 

mafter WEIS 
UF 


htj4 
Pa _ 


O pure Satyrick Latin; makes his Boys in | 
To learn him; calls him the times ‘Fuvenal ; Prerfior’ Saw 
Hangs all his School with his fharp Sentences 4 “ed _peviact 907 
And o’re the Execution Place hath painted Poe ae aie 
Time whipt, for terror to che Infantry. — | 


Eyes. This Man of War, i the Rear, Hé is both 
Trumpet | 


And Champion to his Mufe. 
“Ears, For the white City. 

Nofe. Has him by rote, recites him atthe Tables, | ae 
Where he doth governs {wears him into Name, as de of 
Upon his Word, and Sword ; for che fole Youth OFF ox 
Dares make Profeflion of Poetick Truth, sae de oe 
Now militant amongft us: To th’ incredulous, / <x Joe off, 
That Dagger is an Article he ufes, 
To rivet his refpe@ into their Pates, 

And make them faithful, Fame, yot'll find you ’ave : 
wrong’d him. a 
Fame. What a Confederacy of Foy is-here ! | 
They all dance but Fame, and make the firft Antima{que, In 
which they adore, and carry forth the Satyc, and the Cu- 

d 


riOUS come up again. 


Eyes. Now Fame, how like you this? 
Ears. This falls upon you 

For your negleé. 
Nofe. He {corns you, and defies you, 

Flas got a Fame on's own, as well asa Fadion. ; 
Eyes. And thefe will defie him, to defpite you. ! 
Fame. T envy not the ‘Ambion, 


vt 


~ zat, a. & 
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Eyes. What Gambols? what Devices? what new 
Sports ¢ 
Ears. You promis’d us, we fbould have any thing. 

Nofe. That Zime would give us all we could imagine. 

Fame. You might imagine fo, J never promis’d it. 

Eyes. Pox, then tis nothing. I had now a fancy 
We might have talk’d o’ the King. 

Ears, Or State. 

Nofe. Or all the World. 7 

Eyes. Cenfur’d the Counfel, eer they cenfure us.” 

Ears. We do it in Panls. ; 

-Nofe. Yes, andin all the Taverns! | 

Fame. A comely licence. They that-cenfure thofe 
They ought'to reverence, meet they that old curfe, 
To beg their Bread, and feel eternal Winter. 
There’s difference ’twixt liberty, and licence. 

Nife. Why if ic be not char, let it be this then 
(For fince you grant us freedom, we will hold it,) 
Let’s have the giddy World turn’d the Heels upward, 
And fing a rare black Sané/us, on his Head, 7, Zu. 


Ay 


OF all things out oF order. +4 Py. Hpennrhy & 
Eyes. No,theMan cftay ra ed 


ware 
Tacovl: 


* TY’ the Moon dance a Corranto, his Buth tej. 
‘At’s Back, a fire; and his Dog piping Lechrime. p 
Ears, Or \ct’s have all the People in an uproar, fa 
one knowing, why, or to what end: and in of 
MY. 


The midft of all, ftare up an old mad Woman 

Preaching of Patience. | | 
Nofe. No, no, Ud ha’ this, 

Eyes. What ? | 
Fame. Atry thing. 
Noje. That could be monftrous : | 

Enough, I mean. A Rabel of wild humours. — 
Ears. And all difpucing of all things they know not. 
Eyes. And talking of all men they never heard of. 
Ears. And all together by the Ears o’the fudden. 
Eyes. And, when the matter is at hotteft, then 

All fall afleep. | | 
Fame. Agree among your. felves, 

And what it is you Is have, Pll anfwer you. 

Eyes. O, that we thall never do. 

Ears. No, never agree. 
Nofe. Not upon what. Something that is unlawful. 
Ears. I, or unreafonable. 
Fyes. Or impoflible. 
Nofe. Let’t be uncivil enough, you hit us right. 
. Ears. Anda great noife. 
Eyes. To little, or no purpofe. 
Nye. And if there be fome mifchief, *ewill become it. 
Eyes. But fee there be no caufe,as you will anfwer it. 
Fame. 'Thefe are meer Montfters. og 
Nofe. J, all the betcer. 
Fame. You do abufe the Time. Thefe are fit freedoms 

For lawlefs Prentices, on a Shrovetue/day, 

When they compel the Zime to ferve their Riot. 

For drunken Wakes, and ftrutting Bear-baitings, 

That favour only of their own abufes. 
Eyes. Why, if not thofe, then fomething to make fport. 
Ears. Weonly hunt for novelty, not truth. 

Fame+ Vil fit you, though the Time faintly permit it. 


The fecond Anti-mafque of Tumblers; and Fuglers, brought 
in by the Cat*and Fiddle, who make {port with the Curi- 
ous, and drive them away. 


Fame.. Why now they are kindly us’d, like fuch fpeda- 
tors, 
That know not what they would have. Commonly, 
The curious are ill natur’d, and like Flies, | 
Seek Times corrupted parts to blow upon: 
But may the found ones live with fame, and honour, 
Free from the moleftation of thefe Infedcts: 


Who being fled, Fase now perfues her errand. | 


vf —.. 
raw bes ¢ 


Mafques. 


Nofe. Well, what is that the Time will now exhibit? | 


«lod MUSICK. 


To which the abole Scene opens ; where Saturn fitting with’ 
Venus is difcover’d above, and certain Votaries coming 


forth below, wbich are the Chorus. 


Fame. For you, great King,to whom the Time doth owe 
All his refpe@s, and reverence, behold 
How Saturn, urged at requelt of Love, 

Prepares the Object to the place to night, 

Within yond’ darknefs, Venus hath found out 

That Hecate (as fhe is Queen of fhades) 

Keeps certain glories of the Zime obfcur’d, 

There, for her felf alone to gaze upon, 

As fhe did once the fair Endimion, 

Thefe, Time hath promisd at Loves {uit to free, 

As being fitter to adorn the Age, 

By you reftor’d on Earth, moft like his own: 

And fill this World of Beauty here, your Court: 

To which his Bounty, fee, how Men prepare 

To fit their Votes below, and thronging come \ 
With longing Paffion to enjoy th’ effea ! é 
Hark, it is Love begins to Time. Expect. | = 


Venus. — 
Befide, that it is done for Love. 
It 3 awork, great Time, wil prove . 
Thy honour, as Mens bopes abve. 


Saturn. 
If Love be pleafed, foam I: 
For Time could never yet deny | 
FHrhat Love did ask, if Love knew why. 


Votaries. 
She kwew, and hath expreft it now. 
And fo doth every publick vow . 
That beard ber why, and waits thy bow. - 


| saturn. 
Yiu fhall not long expe: with eafe 
The things come forth, are born to pleafe: 
Look, bave youfeen fuch Lights as thefe ? 


The MMafquers are difcovered, and that which obfcur’d 
: them, vanifheth. | 


Votaries. 
Thefe, thefe muft fure fome wonders be i 


| CHORUS. 
O, what a glory ’tis to fee | 
Mens wifhes, Time, and Love agree. [A Panfe. 
There Saturn and Venus pafs away, and the | 
: Mafquers detcend. 


CHORUS. 


Witt grief, or envy bad it been, | 

That thefe, and {uch hid not been feen, 

| But ftill obfcur'd in fhade ! 

Who are the glories of the Time, 

Of ‘Youth, and Feature too, the prime, 
And for the Light were made ! 


-Votaries. 


1 Their very number, bow it takes ! 
2 What Harmony their prefence makes ! 
3 How they inflame the place ! 


CIIO- 


CHORUS. 
Now they are neerer feen, and view d; 
For whom could Love bave better {ue d ? 
Or Time bave done the grace ? 


Hereto a loud Mufick, they march into their Figure, 


and dance their Entry, or firft Dance. 


After which Venus. 


The nighs could not thefe glories mis, 
Good ‘Lime, 1 hope, ss ta°ne with thus. 


Saturn. 
If Time were sot, Pam {ure Love #. 
Between us it fhall be no firife: 
For now ‘tis Love gives Time be life. 


Votaries. 
Let Time then fo with Love coufpire, 
As ftraight be fent into the Court 
A little Cupid, arm’d with fre, 
Attended by a jocund Sport, 
To breed delight, and a defire : 
Of being delighted, in the nobler fort. 


Saturn. 
The wifh is crown'd, as foon as made. 


Votaries. 
And Cupid conquers, eer be doth invade. 
His Victories of lighte/t trouble prove. 
For there is never labour, where % Love. 


Then follows the main Dance; which done, Cupid, 


with the Sport, goes out. 
Cupid. . 


| Take breath awbile, young Bloods, to bring. 


Your Forces up, whilft we go fing 
Frefh charges, to the Beauties bere. 


Sport. 
Or, if they charge you, do not fear, 
Though ie be better arm'd than ‘yous 


[To the Mafquers. 


Paufe.] 


Paule. ] 


eo, , 
e e 


\ 


| Cupid. * = [TotheLords © 
My Lords, the Honours of the Crown, 
Put off your fowrenes, do not frown, 
Bid cares depart, and bufine{s bence: 
A little, for the Time difpence. 


| Sport. . 
Truft nothing that the Boy lets fal, 
My Lords, be bath plots spon you all, 
AA Penfioner unto your Wives, | 
To keep you inuxorions: gives, 
And fo your fenfe to fafcinate, 
To make you quit a thought of ftate, 
Fits amorous queftions to. debate. - 
But, hear bis Logick, be will prove 
There is no bujine/s, but to be in love. 

- Cupid. roa: ote 

The words of Sport, my Lords, and cour fe. 
Your Ladies yet,will not think worfe [| Tothe Ladies, 


Of Love for this: they fall command 
My Bow, my Quiver, and my Hand, 


- Sport. 
What, bere to ftand 
And kill the Flies > 


. Alas, thy fervice they defpife. 


One Beauty here, bath in her Eyes, 
More Shafts than from thy Bow e’er few, 
Or that poor Quiver knew. 
Thefe Dames, 


They need not Love's, they have Natures flames. 


_ Cupid. 


I fee the Beauty, that you fo report. 


Sport. 


Cupid, you mult not point in Court, 


Where live fo many of a fort. 
Of Harmony thefe learn’d their Speech, 
The Graces did them footing teach, 

And, at the old \dalian Bralls, 


They danc’d your mother down, She calls. 


f . Cupid. 
It 6 but flanding the firft view - 
And then they yield. ° . Arm, arm then all. 
’ Sport. 
Cupid. Young Bloods come on, 
Or quit the Field. _ And charge: Let every Man take one. 
— Sport. i | Cupid. - 
Nay, that they'll never do. And try bis fate. | 2 
They'll rather fall upon the place, Sport. 


Paufe.) 


Than fuffer fuch difgrace. 
Yiu are but Men at beft, they fay, 
And they from thofe ne'er ran aweay. 


: Cupid. 
You, Sir, that are the Lord of ‘Time, 
Recetve st not as any crime 


"Gainft Majefty,that Love and Sport 
To wight have entred in your Court. 


Sport. - 
Sir, doubt him more of fome furprife 
Upon your felf. He hath bis Eyes. 


(To the King. 


__ _Lhbefe are fair Wars. 

And will be carried without fears, 
Cupid. 

A joyning, but of feet, and Hands. 

Is all the Time, and Love commands, 
Sport. 


Or if you do their Gloves off-/trip. 


Or tajte the Nectar of the Lip: 
See, fo you temper your defies, 
For kiffes, that yet fuck not Fires. 


The Revels follow ; which ended, the Chorus appear 
again, and Diana defcends to Hippolitus, the whole 
Scene being chang’d to a Wood, out of which he 
comes. 


Lou are the nobleft ObjeE bere, 
And’tis for ycu alone I fear : 
For here are Ladies, that would give 
AA brave reward, to make Love live 
Well all bis life, for fuch a draught. 
And therefore, look to every {haft, 
The Vi'ags a Deacon in his craft. 


Mmmm 3 GHO- 


| The Time, of any glories t 


CHORUS. 
The Courtly ftrife ss done, it fheuld appear, 
Between the Youths, and Beauties of the Year, 
We bope that now thefe Lights will know their Sphere, 
And ftrive hereafter to fhine ever bere : 
Like brighteft Planets, ftill to move 
In th’ Eye of Time, and Orbs of Love. 


~ Diana. 
Hippolitus, Hippolitus. 
Hippolitus. 
Diana ? 
| Diana. 
She. 


Be ready you, or Cephalus, 
To wait on me. 
Hippolitus. 
We ever be. 
Diana. 
Your Godde/s bath been wrong’d to night, 
By Loves report unto the ‘Time. 
Hippolitus. 
The injury, it felf will right, 
Which onlyFame bath made a crime. 
For Time is wife, 
And bath bis Ears as perfect as bs Eyes. . 
Satirn. 
Who's that defcends ? Diana? 
Votaries. 
Yes. 


Venus. 
By like ber Troop fhe bath begun to mis. 
Saturn,  *° 
Let’s meet, and queftion what ber Errand is. 
Hippolitus. _— 
She will prevent thee, Saturn, not Pexcufe 
Her [elf unto thee, rather to complain _ 
That thou and Venus both fhould (0 abufe 
The name of Dian, as to entertasn 
A thoaght, that fhe bad pa pele to defraud 
at were bs: 
To do Time honour rather, and applaud 
His worth, hath been her ftudy. | 


Diana. 
And it 3. 


Mafques. 


I call’d thefe Youth’s forth, in thetr Blood, and prime 
( Out of the honour, that I bore their parts ) 

To make them fitter fo to ferve the Time 

By labour, riding, and thofe ancient arts, 

That fir/t enabled Men unto the Wars, 

And furnifi'd Heaven with fo many Stars : 


Hippolitus. 


As Perfeus, Caftor, Pollux, and the ref, 

Who were of Hunters firft, of Men the beft ; 
Whofe (hades do yet remain within yond’ Greves, 
Themfelves there {porting with their nobler loves : 


| Diana. 
And fo may thefe do, if the Time give leave. 
Saturn. | 


Chaft Dian’s purpofe we do now conceive, 
And yield thereto. 


Venus. 
And fo doth Love. 
Votaries. 
All Votes do in one circle move. 
CHORUS. 
Turn Hunters then, 
agen. 


Hunting, it # the nobleft exercife, 
Makes Men laborious, ative, wife, 
Brings Health, and doth the Spirits delight, 
It helps the Hearing, andthe Sight : 
It teacheth Arts that never flip 
The memory, good borfemanfhip, 
Search, fharpne/s, courage, and defence, 
And chafeth all ill habits thence. 
Turn Hunters then, 
| , agen,” 
But not of Mien. 
Follow bis amples ae 
And jujt example, 
That hates all chace of Malice, and of Blood : 
And ftudies only ways of good, 
.. To keep foft Peace in breath. 
Man fhould not bunt Mankind to death, 
But ftrike the Enemies of Man; 
Kill Vices if you can: 
They are your wildeft Beafts. (Feafts. 
And when they thickeft fall, you make the Gods trwe 


THE END. 
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UNES 


THE 


RETURN of ALBION 
Celebrated ina Masque at the Court on the T welth-night, 1624. 


Omnis < ad reducem jam Iitat .ara Deum. 


Marr. lib. vin. Epig. xrv. 


NEPTUNES 


TRIUMPH 


His Majefty being fet, and the loud Mufick ceafing. All that is difcovered of a Scene, are two 
ereSted Pillars, dedicated to Neptune, with this Infcription upon the one, NEP. RED. 


yor Veh Cok. 


por bof Lig fh Lofty re top. 9, 


~«-T," On the other, SEC. JOV. 


The Poet entring onthe Stage, to difperfe the Argument, 1 
cal’d to by the Mafter-Cook. 


Cook. | 


finefs? what is the affair, chat you pluck for fo, 
under your Cloak ? 


1D you hear, you, Creature of diligence, and bu- 


| Poet. 

Nothing,but what I colour for, I aflure you ; and may 
encounter with, I hope, if Lack favour me, the Game- 
fters Goddefs. 

Cook. 

You are a Votary of hers, it feems by your Language. 
What went you upon ? may a Man ask you? 


Poet. 
Certainties, indeed Sir, and very good ones ; the pre- 
fentation of a Mafques youllfee’t, anon. 


Cook. | 
Sir, this is my Room, and Region too, the Bangquetting: 
And in matter of Feaft, the Solemnity, nothin 
1s to be prefented here, but with my acquaintance, an 
allowance co it. | | 
Poet. 
You are not his Majefties Confectioner ? Are you? 


Cook, - 


No, but. one that has as good title to the Room, his 
Mafter-Cook. What are you, Sir? 


| : Poet. 
The moft unprofitable of his fervants, I, Sir, the Poe. 
A kind of a.Céhrifmas Ingine: one that is ufed at leaft 
once a Year, for a crifling inftrument of wit, or fo. 


‘ Cook. 

‘Were you ever a Cook? 

Poet. 

A Cook? no furely. | 
“Cook. 

Then you can be no good Poet : for a good Poet differs 
nothing at allfrom a Majffer.Cook. Eithers Art is the 
wildom of the Mind. 
a Poet. 
As how, Sir ? 7 
| Cook. , | ; 

Expect. I am by my place, to know how to pleafe 
the Palates of the guefts ; fo, you are to know the Pa- 
late of the times: f{tudy the feveral taftes, what every 
Nation, the Spaniard, the Dutch, the French, the Walloun, 
the Neapolitan, the Britan, the Sicilian, can expe@ from 

OU. 
a : Poet. 

That were a heavy and hard task, to fatisfie Expeéfae 
tion, who is fo fevere an exadtrefs of duties; ever a ty- 
rannous Miftris: and moft times a prefling Enemy. 


Cook. 


She is a powerful great Lady, Sir, at all times, and 
mult be fatisfied: So muft her Sifter, Madam Csriofity, 
who hath as dainty a Palate as the, and thefe will expeé, 


Bue 
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an Poet. 
But, what if they expedt more than they uaderftand ? 
a 6° “s Cook, 


That’s all one; Mr. Poet, you are bound to fatisfie 
them. For there is a Palate of the Underftanding, a§ 
well asof the Senfes. The Tafte is taken with good re- 
lifhes, the Sight with fair objects, the Hearing with de- 

~ jicate founds, the Smelling with pure {cents, the Feeling 
with foft and plump bodies, but the Underitanding 
wich all thefe: for all which you muft begin at the Kit- 
chin. “There the 4s of Poetry was learn’d, and found 
out, or no where: and the fame day, with the Art of 
Cookery. 
Poet. 


I thould have giv’n it rather to the Cellar, if my fuf 


frage had been aske. ; 
Cook. 


O, you are forthe Oracle of the Bottle, I fee; Hogs- 
head Tri/megiftus: he is your Pega/us. ‘Thence flows the 
{pring of your My/es, from that Hoof. | 
Seduced Poet, I do fay to thee, 

A Boiler, Range, and Dreffer were the Fountains 
Of all the Knowledge, in che Univer/e, ease 
And that’s the Kitchin. ‘ Where, a Mafter-Cook i rd 
Thou do’ft not know the Man! sor canit thot’ know 
him! | Aoke, D+F 

Till thou haft ferv’d fome years in that deep School, 4’ 

- ‘That’s both the Nurfe and Mother of the 4rts, 
And hear’ft him read, interpret, and demonttrate. 
A Master-Cook! why, he is the man of men, 
For a Protetfor! He defigns, he draws, 
He paints, he carves, he builds, he fortifies, 

_ Makes Citadels of curious Fowl, and Fifh, 
Some he dry-ditches, fome motes round with Broths; 
Mounts Marrow-bones; cuts fifty-angled Cuftards; 
Reais Bulwark Pies; and, for his outer Works, ~ 
He raifech Ramparts of immortal ‘Cruft ; 


- My And teacheth all the tadficks at one Dinner : 


What Ranks, what Files, to put his Difhes in 
The whole Art Military! Then he knows 
The influence of the Stars, upon his Meats 
And all their feafons, tempers, qualities, 
And fo, to fit his Relifhes, and Sawces! si 
He, has Nature in a Pot! ’bove all the Chimifts 
Or bare-breech’d Brethren of the Rofie-Cro/s! 
 Heisan Architect, an Inginceer, ; 
_A Soldier, a Phyfician, a Philofopber, 
_ A general Mathematician! 
Poet. : 
It is granted. 
| Cook. ° 
And, that you may not doubt him for a Post, 
= Poet. 
This Fury fhews, if there were nothing elfe. 
And ’tis Divine! | 
Cook. | 
Then, Brother Poet, 
Poet. 
Brother. 
Cook. 


T havea fui. 
Poet. 


What is it 2 


Cook. 
Your device. — 
; Poet. 
As you came in upon me, I was then 
_ Offering the argument, and this it is. 
Cook, 
Silence. 


Carling 


| The A4ufes then might venture, undeterr’d, 7% jet 


| I would have had your Ifle brought floting in, now 


Poet. 

The mighty Nepruse,mighty in his ftiles, 
And large command of Waters, and of Ifles; 
Not as the Lord and Scveraign of the Scas, 
But, Chief in the Art of riding, \ate did pleafe 
To fend his 4/bicn forth, the moft his own, 
Upon difcovery, to themfelves beft known, 
rea ae : aig to affift his courfe, 

ave him his powerful Manager of Hor/e, | a gory 
With divine Pie Father of ipute, ee oe 
To wait upon them with his C ounfels wife, “4-7 Sy fre a” 
In allextremes. His great commands being done, Zz 
And he defirous to review his Son, - 
He doth difpatch a floting Ife, from hence, 
Unto the He/perian fhoars, to waft him thence. 
Where, what thie arts were,us’d to make him ftay. 
And how the Syrens woo’d him, by the way, 
What Monfters he encountred on the Coaft, . Gate © 
How near our general Joy_was to be loft, py! LLL -Y pos 
Is not our fubject now : though all thele make pwn. ¢ 
The prefene gladnefs greater, for their fake. XK" 
But what the Triumphs are, the Featt, the Sport, 
And proud Solemnities of Neptune’s Court, 
Now he is fafe, and Fase’s not heard in vain, 
But we behold our happy pledge again. 
That with him, loyal Hippiw is return’d, 
Who for it, under fo much envy, burn’d 
With his own brightnefs, till her ftarv’d Snakes faw 
What Neptune did impofe, to him was Law. - 


| Cook. 
But, why not this, till now ? 


TIO 


Poet. 

: ~—— It was not time, 
To mix this Mufick wich the vulgars chime. 
Stay, till th’ abortive, and extemporal din 
Of Balladry, were underftood a fin, 
Minerva cry’d: that, what tumultuous Verfe, 
Or Profe could make, or fteal, they might rehearfe, 
And every Songfter had fung out his fice; * 
That all the Country, and the City-wir, --_ 
Of Bells, and Bonfires, and good Cheer was fpent, 
And Neptune’s Guard had drunk all that chey meant; 
That all the Tales and Stories now were old WA, Brin~ 
Of the Sea-Monfter_Archy, or grown cold: Brthel ‘ i 
sin 


For they love, then, to fing, when they are ie ‘ 
| 7 Cogk. SOP bat) 


I like it well, tis handfome: and I have ) eal 
Something would fit this. How do you prefent ’em 2G Ns 


In a fine Ifland, fay you ? OS peal! &*L2) 
, | TAY, ft 
Yes,a Delus: 


Poet. 


| Such, as when fair Latona fell in travail, 


Great Neptune made emergent. — 


Cook, 
I conceive you. 


In a brave Broth, and of a fprightly green, & - G 4 
Juft to the colour of the Sea; and then, fle etpep” 
a 2 ’ 


Some twenty Syrens, finging in the Kettel, 
With an Arion, mounted on the Back 
Of a grown Conger, but in fich a pofture, 
As alt the World fhould cake him for a Dolphin: 
O,*ewould ha’ made fuch Mufick ? Ha’ you nothing, 
But a bare Ifland ? 
_ Poet. 

, Yes, we have a Tree too, 
Which we do call the Tree of Harmony, 
And is the fame with what we read, the Sux, 
Brought forth in the Indian Muficana firft, 
And thus it grows. The goodly Bow], being-got 

. . _ To 


7? 


To certain Cubits height, from every fide 
The Boughs decline, which taking root afrefh, 


Spring up new Boles, and thofe {pring new, and newer, 


Till che whole Tree become a Porticus, 

Or arched Arbour, able to receive 
- A numerous Troop, fuch as our Albion, 

And the Companions of his journey are. 

And this they {je in. 

Cook. | 

Your prime Ma/quers ? 
Poet, - 
"Yes, 


Cook, 
But where’s your Anti-mafque now, all this while ? 
I hearken after chem. 
Poet. 
Faith, we have none. 
_ Cook, | 


None? 
Poet. 


None, I affure you, neither do I think them 
A worthy part of prefentation, — 
Being things fo beterogene,to all device, __ 
Meer By-works, andat beft Out-/andifh nothings. 


C. ooke 


O, you are all the Heaven awry ! Sir. 

For Blood of Poetry, running in your Veins, 
Make not your felf fo ignorantly fimple ; 
Becaule, Sir, you thall fee I am a Poet, 

No lefs than Cook, and that I find you want 
A {pecial fervice here, an eee 
Til fic you with a dith out of the Kitchin, 
Such, -as I think, will take the prefent Palates, 
A metaphorical difh ! And, do but mark, 


How a good wit may jump with you. “Are you ready, 


Child ? 
(Had there bin Mask, or no Mask, I had made it. ) 


Child of the boiling Houfe. — | 
Child. 


Here, Father. 
Cook, 
Bring forththe Pot. It is an Ola Podrida, 
But I have Perfons, to prefent the Meats. | 
: Poet. 
Perfons! 
Cook, 
Such as do relith nothing, but di (ato, 
( But in another fafhion, than you dream of ) 
Know all things the wrong way, talk of the Affairs, 
The Clouds, the Cortines, and the Myfiteries | 
That are afoot, and, from what Hands they have ’em 
( The Matter of the Elephant, or the Camels) 


What correfpondences are held; the Pofts , 
That go, and come, and know, almoft, their minutes, 


All but their bufinefs: Therein, they’are Fithes ; 
But ha’ their Garlick, as the Proverb fays, 


They are our Que of Exquiry, after News. 


- Poet. 
Together with their learned Authors 2 


Child. 
: | Yes, Sir, 
And of the Epicene gender, Hees, and Shees : 
Ampbibion Archy is the chief. - ¢ 


Cook. 
Good Boy! 
The Child is learned too. Note but the Kitchin. _ 
~Have you put him, into the Pot, for Garlick ? 


Cd 


| The way of your Gaky-mawfrey. 


| Child. | 
One in his Coat, thall ftink as {trong as he, Sir, 
And his friend Giblets with him. 

| Cook. , 
| They are two, — 
That give a part.of the feafoning. | | 


Poet. 
I conceive 


Cook. 


| You will like it, | 
When they come pouring out of the Pot together. 


Child. 


O, if the Pot had been big enough ! | 


Cook. a 
What then, Child? . 


| Child. 

I had put in the Elephant, and one Camel, 

At leaft, for Beef. / 
Cook. ‘ | 

But, whom ha’ you put for Partridge? — 

Child. ae 

A brace of Dwarfs, and delicate plump Birds ! 


Cook, 
And whom for Mutton, and Kid? ~ 


Child. 4 

: A fine fac’d Mutton, 
Or two; and either has her frisking Husband : 
That reads her the Corranto, every Week. 

Grave Mr. Ambler, News-mafter 0° Pauls, 

Supplies your Capon; and grown Captain Buz 
(His Exiffary ) under-writes for Turky; 

A Gentleman of the Forref prefénts Pheafant, 

Anda plump Poultrers Wife, in Graces {treet, 

Plays Hen with Eggs i’ the Belly, or a Coney, 
Chufe which you will. 


Cook. 
But, where’s the Bacon, Thom ? 
| Child. 
| Hogrel the Butcher, and the Sow his Wife, 
Are both there. 7 
| — Cook. | : 


| Ic is well, go, difh em out. 


Are they well boild? 
a - Child. — 

Podrida! 

6 Poet. 

What’s that? rotten? is 
Cook. | 

O, that they muft be. .There’s one main ingredient 
We have forgot, the Artichoke. 


Child. . - 
No Sir. 
I have a Fruiterer, with a cold red Nofe, 
Like a blue Fig, performs it. 


Cook. 


| a 8 a The Fruit looks fo. 
Good Child, go pour ’em out, thew their concoétion. 
They muft be rotten boild, the Broth’s the beft on’t, 
And that’s the Dance. . The Stage here is the Charger. 
And Brother Poer, though the ferious part | 
Be yours, yet, envy not the Cook his Arr. 


Poet, 


NotI. News lufus ipfe Trinmpbus amet. 
‘The Antimafque is danc’d 4 the Perfons deferil’d, coming out 


of the Pot. 


Poet. 
Well, now, expect the Scene it felf: it opens: 


The Ifland is difcovered, the Ma/quers fitting in their fe- 
veral Sieges. The Heavens opening, and Apollo, with 
Mercury, fome Mufes, and the Goddefs Harmony, make 
the Mufick, the while che Ifland moves forward, Pro 
tens fitting below, and Apollo fings. 


SONG. 


Apollo. 


Look forth, the Shepherd of the Seas, . 
And of the Ports a Reep’ft the Keys, 
And to your Neptune tell, _ 
Has Albion, Prince of all bss Iffes, 
For whom the Sea and Land fo {miles, 
Is home returned well, 


CHORUS. 


"And be it thought no cometon Caufe, 
That, to it, fo much wosder draws, 
And all the Heavens confent, 
With Harmony, to tune their Notes, 
In anfwer to the Publick Votes, 
That for it up were fent. 


It was ne envions Stepdames Rage 5 
Or Tyrants Malice of the Age, 
That did imploy him forth: — 
But fuch a Wifdom that would prove, 
By fending him their Hearts, and Love, 
That elfe might fear bis Worth. 


By this time, the Ifland hath joyned it felf wich the Shore : 
And Protess, Portunus, and Saron ; come forth, and go 
up finging to the State, while the Mafquers take time 


to Land. 
SONG. 


Proteus. 
I! now the Pomp of Neptunes Triumph fhines ! 
And all the Glories of bis great Defigns 
Are read, reflected, in bes Sons return! 


_ Portunus. ‘ 
How all the Eyes, the Looks, the Heart bere burs 
At bis Arrival ! 
. Saron. 
Thefe are the true Fires 
‘Are mode of Foys ! 
Proteus 
_ Of longing! 
Portunus, 
Of Defires! 
Saron. 
Of Hopes! 
| Proteus. 
Of Fears! 
Portunus. 


No intermitted Blocks. 


Saron. 
But pure affections, and from odorous Stocks ! 


CHORUS. : 
"Tis incenfe all, that flames! | 
And thefe Materials fcarce have Names! 


Proteus. | 
My King looks higher, as he feorn’d the Wars 
Of Winds, and with bis Trident touch d the Stars. 
There 1 no wrinkle in bis Brow, or Frown, 
But as bis Cares be would in NeCtar drown, 
And all the Silver-footed Nymphs were dreft, . 
To wait upon bim, to the Oceans Fea/t. 
| Portunus. ° 
Or, bere in Rows upon the Banks were fer, 
And bad their feveral Hairs made into Net 
To catch the Youths tn, as they come on fhore. 
 Saron. 
How! Galatea fighing! O, 0 more, 
Banifh your Fears, 
Portunus. 
| And Doris dry your Tears. 
Albion is come. ' 


Proteus. hep rea (ae ; 


And Haliclyon ie 
That kept bis fide, as be was charg até do, 
With wonder. 


yy 


_ Saron. 
——— And the Syrens bave bim wot. 
Portunus. 
Though they no Prattice, nor no Arts forgot, 
That might have won him, or by charm, or fing. 
Proteus. 


Or laying forth their Treffes all along 
Upon the glaf]y Waves; 


Portunus. 
Then diving : | 
| Proteus, 7 
Then, 
Up with their Heads, as they were mad of Mes. 
Saron, 


And there the bighe-going Billcws crown, 
Until fome lufty Sea-God pull’d them down. 
CHORUS. 
See! He ws bere! | 
| Proteus. 
Great Majfter of the main, 
Receive thy dear, and precious Pawn again. 
: CHORUS. 
Saron, Portunus, Proteus, bring bim thus, 
Safe, as thy Subjects Wifhes gave him ws : 
And of thy glorious Triumph let it be 
No le/s a part, that thou their Loves doeft fee, 
Than that hu facred Head’s return’d to thee. 


This fung, the Ifland goes back, whilft the upper Chorus 
it from them, and the Mafquers prepare for thcie 
igure. 
: CHORUS. 
Spring all the Graces of the Age, 
And all the Loves of time ; 
Bring ail the Pleafwres of the Stage, 
And Relifhes of Rhime : 
Addall the Softneffes of Courts, 
The looks, the laughters, and the {ports : 
Aud mingle all their fweets and falts, 
That none may fay, the Triumph balts. 


Here the Mafquers dance their Entry. 


Which done, the firft Profpettive of a Maritime Palace, or the 
Houfe of Oceanus # difcovered, with loud Mufick. 


And the other above « no more feen. 


; Poet. 
Behold the Palace of Oceanzs ! - 
Hail, Reverend Stru@ure! Boaft no more to us 


Thy 


Ss 


Mafques. 


Thy being able, all the Gods to feaft 5 
We have feen enough 3 our Albion was thy Gueft. 


Then follows the Main Dance. 


After which the Second Profpedt of the Sea s fhown to the 
former Mufick. 


Poet. 


Now turn and view the Wonders of the deep, 
Where Protes Herds, and Neptune’s Orks do keep, 
Where allis plough’d, yer ftill che Pafture’s green, 
dhe ways are found, and yet no paths are feen. 


There Proteus, Portunus, Saron, go up to the Ladies 
with ths Song. i 


> 


we Ba ge ~ 


Proteus. 
Come, Noble Nymphs, and do not hide 
The ‘foys, for which you fo provide. 

Saron- 
If not to mingle with the Men, 
What do you bere? go bome agen. 


Portunus. 
Your Dreffings do confefs, 
By what we fee fo curicus parts 
Of Pallas, and Arachne’s Arts, 
That you could mean no lefs. 


| Proteus. 
Why do you wear the Silk worms Toils 2 
Or glory in the Shell-Fifh Spoils ? 
> Or férive to fhew the Grains of Oar, 
“That you have gather’d on the Shoar, 
ei Ubereof to make a ftock 
To graft the greener Emerald on, 
Or any better-water’d Stone ? 


Saron. | 
Or Ruby of the Rock? 
Proteus. 
Why do you fmell of Amber-greafe, 
Of which was formed Neptune’s Neice, 
The Queen of Love : unle{s you can 
Like Sea-born Venus love a Man? 
Saron. | 
Try, put your felves untot. 


CHORUS. 
Your looks, your f{miles, and thoughts that meet, 
Ambrotlian Hands, and Silver Feet, . 
Do promife you will do’t. : 


“The Revels follow. 


Which ended, the Fleet is difcovered, while the three Cor- 
“mets play. . | 
: Peet. 
*Tis time, your Eyes fhould be refrefht at length 


Wich fomething new, a part of Neptune’s ftrength, 


THE END. 


N nnn 


éat 
Sze yond’ his Fleet, ready to go oF como, ; 
Or tetch the Riches of the Ocean home, 

So to fecure him, both in Peace and. Wars, 

Till not one Ship alone, but ali be Scars. 


—wr: 


ae A Shout within follows. 
After which the Cook emters. 


: | Cook. . 
qd have another Service for you, Brother Poet: a Dith of 
p'csled Siylors, fine fale Sea-boys, {hall relith like Jncho- 
v-s, OF Caveare, todraw down a Cuno of Near, inthd 
Skirts of a Night. nS ; 
Saylors. : 
Come away, Boys, the Townis ours, hey for Neptune, 
and our Young Master. | 
. Poet. 
He knows the Compa/s, and the Card, __ 
While Caffor fitsonthe Main Yard, | ~ ° 
And Pellux too, to help your Hayles 5) 
And bright Lescothee, fills your Sails: 
Arion fings, the Dolphins {wim, 
And, all the way, to gaze on him. 


The Antimafgue of®Saylors, 


Then the lajt. Songsto the whole Mulick; five Lutes; three 
Cirnets, and ten Voices. ; 


SONG. . 


: Proteus... 
ie ‘ peat me ob : fs 
Although we wifh the Triumph [Pill might laf 
For fuch a Prince, and bis difcovery paft : 
Yet now, great Lord of Waters, and of Iftes, 
Give Proteus leave to turn unto his wiles. 
| Portunus, 
And, whilff goung Albion doth thy labcurs eafey 
Difpatch Lovtunus tothy Ports. + - . 
Saron. 


And Saron to thy Seas: 
To meet old Nereus, with bis Fifty Girls, 
From aged Indus laden home with Pearls, 
And Orient Gums, t0 burn unto thy name. 

| CHORUS. 

And may thy Suljects Hearts be all on flame, 
Whilft thou doft keep the Earth in firm Effate, . 
And mong ft the Winds, do’ ft faffer no debate, . 
But both at Sea, and Land, our Powers increafe, 
Hh Health, and all the Golden Gifts uf Peace. 


The laft Dance. 
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ANNIVERSARY 


feeble 


OR 


Shepherd s 


The Scene 


THE 


Holy-Day. 


ARCADI A. 


As it was Prefented at Court before King f AMES. 1625. 


The Inventors, INIGO JONES. BEN. JOHNSON. 


The firft Prefentation is of Three Nymphs, ftrewing fe- 
_-veral forts of Flowers, followed by an Old Shepherd, 
with a Cenfer and perfumes. 


Nymph I. 


) Hus, thus begin the Yearly Rites 
Are dueto PAN on thefe bright Nights3 
His Morn now rifeth, and invites 
To Sports, to Dances, and Delights: 
All Envions, and Profane, away, 
Thw w the Sbepherd’s Holy-day. 


| _ Nymph ID. 
Strew, ftrew the glad and {miling Ground 
With every Eliwer, yet not confound 
The Prime-Rofe drop, the Spring’s own Spoufe, 
Bright Days- Eyes, and the Lips of Cows, , 
The Garden-Star, the Queen of May, 
The Rofe, to crown the Holy-day. 


Nymph IIT. 
Drop, drop, you Violets, change your Hues, 
Now red, now pale, as Lovers ufe, 
And in your Death go out as well, 
As when you liv’dunto the {mell : 
Tht from your Odour al may fay, 
The ws the Shepherd's Holy-day. 


Shepherd. 


Weil done, my pretty ones, rain Rofes Stil, 
Until the lajt be dropt: Then bance ; and fill 


Pre fey fir eg shin 
Wt vs Mua ub (i ee y- 
Your. fragrakt Prickles fol a Second Shower, 

Bring Corn-Flag, Tulips, and Adonis Flower, 
Fair Ox-Eye, Goldy-locks, and Columbine, 

Pinks, Goulands, King-Cups, and [weet Sops-in-wine, 
Blue Harebells, Pagles, Panjies, Calaminth, 
Flower-gentle, and the fair-hair'd Hyacintb, 

Bring rich Carnations, Flower-de-luces, Lilies, 

The Checqu'd, and purple-ringed Daffodillies, 

Bright Crowne Ineperial, King- Spear, Holy-hocks, 

Srweet Venus Navil, and {oft Lady-Smocks, 

Bring too, fome Branches forth of Daphne's Hui, 
And gladdest Myrtle for thefe Pofts to wear, we * 
With Spikenard weav'd, and Marjoram between, 
And ftar’d with Yelow- Golds, and Meadows Queen, 
That when the Altar, as it ought, is drelt, 

More Odour come not from the Phenix, Net; 

The breadth thereof Panchaia may envy, 


The Golours "yt ana ie Light y, Si 


Loud od 


The Scene opens, and init ave the Mafquers difcover'd, fitting 
about the Fountain of Light. 


The Muficiams attird like the Priefts of Pan ftanding in tz — 


Work erneait them, oben entreth to the Old Shepherd, 


A Fencer flourifhing. 


Room for an Old Trophy of Time; a Son of the 
Sword, a Servant of Mars, the Minion of the Mutes, 
and a Mafter of Fence. One that hatn fhown his Quar- 
cers, and plaid his Prizes at all che Games of Greece in his 

time; 


eae maa ate . _*% 4 Se oe od ry. —e or ee SO eee ee ee 


eee Cee ee 


-prife, by che Face of it, trom all the parts of Greece elfe, 


. yonder fitting about the Fountain of Light, in conful- 


| AEG (Keer / Shepherd. 


~ ble Corn-cutter his Companion, hath fo pared, and finifi- 


| ftill, and with his puffs, keeps them in breath, during plea- 
- fare; A Tinder-box-man, co {trike new fire into them at| Cho. Hear, O you Groves, and Hills, refound hus Praifes 


) A moft politick provifion, .— 


time; as Fencing, Wreftling, Leaping, Dancing, what 
not 2 And hath now ufher’d hither, by the Light of my | 
long Sword, certain bold Boys of Baotia, who are come 
to challenge the Arcadians at their own Sports, call them 
forth on their own Holy-day, and dance them down on 
their own Green fwarth. | 


Shepherd. 
Tis boldly attempted, and muft be a Beotian Enter- 


. Fencers i 
Nay, we have made our provifions beyond Example, 
Ihope. For tothefe there is annexed a Clock-keeper, a 
grave perfon, as Time himfelf, whois to fee that they all 
keep timeto a nick, and move every Elbow in order, e- 


ker of Moufe-traps, a great Ingineer yet; and he is to 
ic, | catch the Ladies favours in the Dance, with certain 
efpecially at this time, when the beft, and braveft Spirits 


of Arcadia, called together by the excellent 4rcas, are | can we doubt of the fuccefi,for we have a Prophet amongft 


us of that peremptory pate, a Taylor, or Mafter-Fathion- 
er, that hath found it out in a painted Cloth, or fome old 
Hanging (for thofe are his Library) that we muft conquer 
in fuch a time, and fuch a half time; therefore bidsus go 
on crofs-legg’d, or however thread the Needles of our own. 
Happinefs, go through-ftitch with all, unwind the Clew of 
our Cares ; he hath taken meafure of our Minds, and will 
fic our Fortune to our footing. And to better affure us, 
at his own charge, bringshis Philofopher with him, a great 
Clerk,who (they fay)can write, and it is fhrewdly fulpe@- 
ed but hecan read too. And he is to take the whole Dan- 
ces from the foot by Brachygraphy, and fo make a Memo- 
rial, if not a Map of the Bufinefs. Come forth, Lads, and 
dq your own turns. © | a) 


tation of what Honours they may do the great Pan, by 
increafe of Anniverfary Rites, ficted to the Mufick of 
his Peace. © = 

Fencer. 

Peace to thy Pan, and mum to thy Mufick, Swain: 
There isa Tinker of Thebes a-coming, called Epam, with 
his Kettle, will make all Arcadia ring of him: What are 
your Sports for the purpofe? fay, if finging, you fhall 
be fung down; if dancing, danc’d dowg. ‘There is no 
more to be done with you, but know what 3 which ic is; 
and you arein Smoke, gone, vapour’d, vanifh’d, blown, 
and (as a Man would fay) in a word of Iwo Syllables, 


Nothing. 
ee Shepherd. 


This is fhort, though not fo fweet. Surely the better 


The Anti-mafque is Danced. After which 
part of the Solemnity here will be dancing. : 


| F encer. 
_ : Fencer, | How like you this, Shepherd ? was not this Gear gotten / 
Enough: They thall be met with inftantly in their | on a Holy-day ? oe ee ee 
own Sphere, the Sphere of their own Adtivity, a Dance. " Shepherd, 


But by whom, expect : No Cynetheian, nor Satyrs but 
(as I faid) Boys of Beotia, things of Thebes, (the ‘own 
is ours, Shepherd) mad merry Greeks, Lads of Life, that 
haveno Gall in us, but all Air and Sweetnefs. A Tooth- 
drawer is our Foreman, that if there be but a bitter Tooth 
in the Company, it may be called out at a twitch; He 
doth command any Man's Teeth out of his Head upon 
the Point of his Poynard; or tickles them forth with his 
Riding Rod ; He draws teeth a Horfe-back in full {peed, 
et he will dance a foot, he hath given his Word: He is 
Vesnian of the Mouth to the whole Brotherhood, and 
is charged to fee their Gums be clean, and: their Breath 
{weet, at a minutes warning. Then comes my Learned 
Theban, the Tinker, Icold you of, with his Ketele-Drum 
(before and after) a Mafter of Mufick, and a Man of 
Metal , He beats the March’to the Tune of Tickle-foot, 
Pam, Pam, Pam, brave Epam with a Nondas. That’sthe 
Strain. Jeu. «ret VK > /~ Car g 


Faith, your Folly may deferve Pardon, becaufe it hath 
delighted: But beware of prefuming, or how you offer 
comparifon with Perfons fo near Deities. Behold where 
they are, chat are now forgiven you, whom fhould you 
provoke again with the like, they will juftty punifh thae 
with Anger, which,they now difmifs wich Contempt. A- 
way. | _ : 


And come, you prime Arcadians forth, that tanght 

By PAN the Rites of true Society, 

From his loud Mufick, all your Manners wraught, 

And made your Common-wealth a Harmony, 

Commending foto all Pofferity, ° 

Your Innocence from that fair Fount of Light, 

As Still you fit without the Injury — a 
Of any Rudenefs, Folly can, or Spight : 

Dance from the top of the Lycxan Mountain, 
Down to this Valley, and with nearer Eye = : 
Enjoy, what long in. that illumin’d Fountain . 4 


AM ci. A high one. - ‘You did far off, but yet with wonder f{py. - 


AY N 
| LY vA C2 Fencer. 


Which is followed by the Trace, and Tract of an Ex- 
cellent Juggler, that can juggle with every Joint about 
him, from Head to Heel. He can do Tricks with his 
Toes, wind Silk, and thread Pearl wich them, as nimble 
a fine Fellow of his Feet, as his hands: For there is a no- 


al : Hymn . I. : 


1.Of PAN we fing, the best of Singers, PAN, 

That taught ws Swains, bow firft to tune our Lays, 

And onthe Pipe more Airs than Phoebus can. 

“Cho. Hear, O youGroves, and Hills refound bis Prai/e. 
2. Of PAN we fing, the beft of Leaders, PAN, 

That leads the Nayad's, and the Dryad’s forth; 

And to their Dances more than Hermes can. . 7 
Cho. Hear, O youGroves, and Hills, refound bis Worth, | 
3. OF PAN we fing, the beft of Hunters, PAN, , 

That drives the Hart to feck unufed ways, 

And in the chace more than Sylvanus can. 


ed them Indeed, he hath taken it into his care, to 
reform the Feet of all, and fie all cheir footing to a form ; 
only ones play-foor in the company, and he is a Bellows- 
mender, allow’d, who hath the looking to of all cheir 
‘Lungs by: Patent; and by his-place is to fer that Leg afore 


every turn, and where he {pies any brave Spark that isin| 4. Of PAN we fing, the beft of Shepherds, PAN, 


danger to go out, ply him with a Match prefently. That keep our Flocks, and ms, and both leads forth 
| | | | To better Pajtures than great Pales can. 
Shepherd. : Cho. Hear,O you Groves, and Hills, refound his Worth. 


Noann 2 And 


- Mafques. | 64.3 


LA) JA 


very Knee in compafs. He is to wind them up, and draw ,& 0’ ke 
them down, ashe fees caufe: Thenis there a fubtle threw rN 
bearded Sir, that hathbeen a Politician, but isnow a Mas ert f, 


Cringes he is to make; and to bait their Benevolence. Nor. 


‘. 4s ceive no fuch wonder in all isdone here, but that they 
_ dare adventure another Tryal. They look for fome theep- 


- N 
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And while bis Powers, and Praifes thus we fing, 
The Valleys let rebound, and all the Revers ring. 


‘The Mafquers defeend, and dance their Entry. 


Hymn II. 


PAN # our All, by bim we breath, we live, 
We move, we ave; "1 be onr Lambs doth rear, 
Our Flocks doth ble{s, and from the Store doth give 
The warm and finer Fleeces that we wear. | 
| He heeps away all Heats and Colds, 
Drives all Difeafes frons our Folds : 
Makes every where the Spring todweh, . 
The Ewes to feed, their Udders (we : 
. But if be frown, the Sheep (ales) 
The Shepherds wither, and the Grafs. 
Strive, Strive to pleafe him then by til increafing thue 
The Rites are due to bir, who dosh all Right for ss. 


The main Dance. 


Hymn Il. 


- If yet, of yoo 
Pan’s Orgies you will further fit, 
Sce where the Silver.footed Fays do fit, 
The Nympbs of Wood and Waters 
- Each Trees, and Fountains Daughter, 
Go take them forth, st will be good 
Ie (ee fome wave it like « Wood, 
And others wind it like a flood: 
In Springs, 
' Ana Rings, 
Till the Applaufe st brings, 
Wakes Echo from ber Seat. 
The clofes to repeat. 
(Ech. Ze clofes to repeat) 
Echo the trueft Oracle on ground. 
Though nothing but a found, 
(Ech. Though nothing but a found.) 
Below'd of Pan, the Valleys Queen. 
(Ech. The Valleys Qpeens. 
And often beard, though never feen, 
(Ech. Thoagh wever fees. — 


REVELS. 
|  Bencer. 
Room, room there: where are you, Shepherd ? Tam 


come again with my Second Part of my bold Bloods, the 
brave Gamefters: who affure you by me, that they per- 


- Mafques. | 


ifh Devices here in Arcadia, not thefe, and therefore « 
Hall, a Hall they demand. 7 


Shepherd. 
Nay, then they are paft pity, let them come, and not 


Jexpedct the Anger of a Deity to purfue them, bute meet 


them. They have cheir punifhment with their Fa@. They 


‘thall be Sheep. 
Fencer. 
O fpare me, by the Law of Nations, I am but their 
Ambatlador. : | 
Shepherd. 


You fpeak in time, Sir. 
. ANTIMASQUE. 


Shepherd. 


Now let chem return with cheir folid Heads, and carr 
their Stupidity into Beotia, whence they bronghte it, wit 
an Emblem of themfelves, and their Country. This 
too purean Ai@for fo grofs Brains. 


End you the Rites, and fo be eas’d 
Of shefe, and then great Pans pleas'd. 


Hymn IV. 


Great Pan, the Father of our Peace and Pleafare, 
Who giv ft us all tha lei{ure, 

Hear what thy ballow’d Troop of Herd{men pray 
For this their Holy day, . 

And bow their Vows to thee, they in Lyceum pape 


So may our Ewes receive the mounting Rams, 
And we bring thee the ee of our Lambs : 
So may the firft of all our Fels be thine, 
And both the beeftning of our Goats and Kine ; 
As thou our Volds doft fill fecure, | 
And ry dd our Fountains favect and pure 
Driv’ ft hence the Woolf, the Toad, the Brock, «-%: 
Or other Vermine from the Flock. 
That we _— by Thee, and thou obferu’d by wm, 
May both live fafe in fhade of thy lod Menalus. 


Shepherd. 


Now each return unto bis Charge, 

And though to day you bave lid d at large, 
And well your Flocks have fed their fill, 
Yet do not trust your Hirelings Fill. 

See yond they go, and timely do 

The Office you have put them to: 

But if you often give this leave, 

Your Sheep, and ou they will deceive. 


THE END. 


THE 


oe 


far: 9, 


OWLES. 


 KENELWORTH. 
Prefented by the Ghoft of Captain Cox mounted in his Hoby-horfe, 1626. 


Boe 0 uU «ne Wy Conccela tic AS SITE 48 (/-c— 5 Feu’ <7, 
ples, Matt), ahs WG pe LONGI ee LGR (fn Cy ook 
Cufr maar a rape ae jan : Wi Fe was not fo We feen 
ofhorNe; ad ca Co oe ‘ A ‘ 1 Ashe would have been o’ the Queen: - 

apt. 0X. po" ot bff -| Though this Sword were twice fo long 
: | - | As any Mans elfe in the throng; : 
Oom, room, for my Horfe will wince, . _| And for his fake, the Play 
If he come within fo many yards of'.a Prince, | Was call’d for the fecond day. 
e But he made a Vow 


And though he have not on his Wings, (Andibe pettoris it: now) 
hat were he alive ordead, — 


He will do ftrange uy SA ree o fe 
y Hereafter, it fhould never be fed 


He is the Pega/as that ufes As ge 
vick Mufes , go" 97M UR 

TO we oa : But Capt. Cox would ferve on Horfe - 

For better or for worfe, . 


And on gaudy-days he paces/ ee Oey 

Before the Coventry Graces; | y gh 1. Ary “a fe _— 

Frosh sso ee “2674 Pe | Rh Needles Rees 
"din Q. Elizabeth’ ; Gas me , 

He was foal’d in Q. Elizabeth's time We ice, Gh a Pace ee ; 


73When the great Earl of Lefer 50/0 22 ween (Let 
his Caftle did feaft her. ’ #1) Perhaps he fhould have three, 
dn this Cale Now, Sir (in your ap roach) : 


“To think, yo "think rp C ZO, 7 ra The rumbling of your Coach 4 . | 2, bri: Ge 
big tng that fi Chi a ’ | Awaking me, (his Ghoft) ; lb 04 
Though thef € ‘Cocks here would fit him. I come to play your Hoft ; ea as aoe <9 FA hace: 
Be oe fa al out Eye a ny coe, Pho ed Lg he 
a 
Fg nto b F eal Though chat have been a fit «c tin coeds — Lhe 
The Ghoft of Captain Cox Of our Main-thire wit, buare cn Clit 6aNCr So Pre, 
For which I am the bolder, In times heretofore, __ ferper vege fp. F4- F , 
To wear a Cock on each Shoulder. ae etd ibe sry got a ie mofe. . 
This Captain Cox, by St. Mary, ea efe ¢ ry : ie pre ent 
Psi 9 mer grap Dog And (asthe Author faith) : 
v . < : Sa . ; 
Had : goodly. Librar : Y 9 = ftom Gr San «~-@| No ill meaning to the Catholick Faith, 
By which he was difcerned Gh $f Ys _ not fo ~ — as Fowls, 
ar alt ° >| But a very Nelt of Owls, 
1 pear reg Bs S aS Jatlec | And saciral: fo thrive I, 
n laft the tg here. “CG. “7: I found them in the Ivy, | | 
And for the Town of Coventry _ | Aching, thae though I blundred at, 
To ag to her Soveraignty. It may in time be wondred at, 
Bac fo his Lot fell out, 


If the Place ve affords 
Thae ferving then afoot Any ftore at ucky Birds, 
And being : lictle Man ; As I make ’em to fluth 
When the Skirmifh began Each Owl out of his Bufh. 
>Twixt the Saxon andthe Dane, Now, thefe Owls (fome fay) were men 
(For thence the Story was tane) © And they may be fo agen, 


a 


If 


646 _ * | Mafques. 


If once they endure the Light It now lies on his Hands, 
Of your Highnefs fight : And having neither Wit nor Lands, 


For Bank-rupts, we have known Is ready tohang, or choke him, 

Rife to more than their own. In a Skein of that, that broke him. 

With a licele-little favour Hey, Owl fourth. 

Of the Princes favour; ' Se Was once a Bankrupt of worth ; > ei 


But, as you like cheir Tricks, ? Z ‘ And having runafhiftingRace 9 rt 


Vl {pring ’em, they are but fix. ‘ MMs i ae iH by rh _ Grace, eo ee 
Hey, Owl firft. 3° < ot him a Serjeants Place, - at a 

This Bird is London bred LYLE”) And to be one of Chace. . 

As you may fee by his Horn’d-head. LL : full Fortnight ag! ver a 

And had like to have been tane if ut out comes the Parliament, 

At his Shop in Ivy-lane, - s, vol » | Takes away the ufe of his Mace, 

Where he fold by the Penny Z hp fo av, | And left him ina worfe, then his firft Cafe. 

Tobacco, as good as any ; 7 ¢ , , Hey, Owl the fifth. 

But, whether ic did provoke 7 a But here was a defeat, 

His Confcience, he fold Smoke ; 


nr 


Never any fo great, 


Or fome other Toy he took, Of a Don, a Spanifh Reader, | . 
Towards his calling to look : Who had thought to have been the Leader - 
= = cd pany thence; | pepsas fo onipel ws = ) 

nd broke for Sixteen pence. i y one, 

Hey, Owl fecond. : | And triumpht our whole Nation, 
This too, the more is the pity : In his Rodomant Fafhion : | 
Is of the breed, of the fame City ; | _ | But now fince the Breach, 
A true Owl of London ; ae He has not a Scholar = — _ 
That gives out he 1s undone, . ey, Owl fixe 
Beings Cheef-monger, . The ep" up : a Knight, | i 
By trufting two of the younger | But a paffionate wight Be, 
Coie "fot the hat . Who, fince the A@ apainit {wearing, : 
Of their half-ftarv’d number ; (The Tale’s worth your hearing) 
‘And lefe him Goa 8, EVEL! Gay Wig” \ Hath a Twelve pence an Oath § | 
Wich thofe Ears tor a Badge : 7 For that (take it) isthe Rate, | , 
Of their dealing — his bars 28 | Sworn himfelf out vad = Pd Se 
ey, Owl third. . <2 ‘Lhe third varied. Ne 

A pure native Bird a LE CnTneta 1. Coven A Crop-ear’d Scrivener, this, | fs 


This, and though his hue 
Be not Coventry-blue, 
Yet is he undone 


a ff ‘ Who when he. heard but the whif- - Rey 
__. | per of Moneys to come down, | as 
Fright got him out of Town Page 


By the thred he has {pun, | . With all the Bills and Bands | oe 
For fince the wife Town | - | Of other Mens in his Hands, ¢ nae 
Has let che Sports down rr And cry’d, who will drive the Trade, —  # 
Of May-games, and Morris, . =, | Since fuch a Law they had made: e 3 
For which he right forryis: © . It was not he that broke. 

7$4 Where their Maids, and their Makes, , . , Two’ the hundred fpoke.  § 
At dancings, and Wakes, © ae Nor car’d he for the Curfe, . 
Had their Napleins, and Pofes, © ) 3 - | He could not hear much worfe, | a 
And the wipers fortheir Nofes © ss He had his Ears in his Purfe. ae | 
And their Smocks all-be-wrought . 2S | | - 
With his Thred which they bought, - © oe | THE END. | % 


FORTUNATE ISLES, 
UNION 


Celebrated in a MAS QU E Defignd for the Court on the 


~ ie ‘ 
Vast de oh lah. lo COLT ifth-night, 1626. 
/ KR Ave elie AT Ad he th CaS 5 ee fe ace Hol Y Lg Lb, 2, 


Fic chorea, cantéfque vigent. 


Th FORTUNATE ISLES. * 


‘ = Mg es all my Vows en nine days old! 
; ; : indnefs of Fate ! Puppies had feen by this time: 
His Majelty being fet, But I fee nothing! that I fhould! or would fee! 

. . | What mean the Brethren of the Rofie-Cro/;, 
Entreth in, rung, Jour urer, an Airy Spi-}So to defert their Votary! 


vit, and (according to the Magi) the Intelli- 
ence of Jupiter's Sphere : Attired in light 
Silks of feveral Colours, with Wings of the fame, 
a bright yellow Hair, a Chaplet of Flowers, 


Fobpbhiel. 
O'!’tis one 


Hath vow'd himfelf unto that Airy Order, 
And now is gaping for the Fly they promis’d him. 
Pil mix a lictle wich him for my Sport. 


Mere-Foel. 


blue filk Stockings, and Pumps, and Gloves, 


; ere Have I both in my Lodging and my Dyer, 
with a filver Fan in bis Hand. Yeas ae 


My Clothes, and every other folemn Charge, 
~| Gbferv’d ‘em ! made the naked Boards my Bed ! 
A Fagot for my Pillow ! hungred fore ! 


OHPH . obpbiel. 
f =e And thirfted after ’em! ae 
Ike a lightning from haa Sky, Mere-F ool. 
Or an Arrow fhot by Love, | san! 

Ora Bird of his let fly ; - To look gaunt, and lean 

Be’t a Sparrow, or a Dove : hich will a Fobphiel. 
With that winged haft, come I, | Which will not be. 

Mere- Fool. 


Loofed from the Sphere of Fuve, 
To with Good-nighe 
To your Delighe. 


(Who's that ?) yes, and outwatcht, 


Yea, and out-walked any Ghoft alive 


In folitary Circle, worn my Boots, 


To bim enters a Melancholick Student, in bare and worn| Knees, Arms, and Elbows ouc ! 


Clothes, fhrowded under an obfcure Cloke, and the Eves of 


anold Hat, fetching a deep fich, his name, @dr. Mereé- 
Fool. | oe 
. Mere- Fool. 
Oh, oh! 
Fobpbiel. 

In Saturn's name, the Father of my Lord! 
What over:charged piece of Melancholy : 
Is this, breaks in between my Withes thus, 
With bombing fighs ? | 

| Mere-F ool. 
No! no Intelligence! 


@ 


Fobphiel, 
~ Ranon theScore! .— 
Mere- Fool. 
That have I (who fuggefts that?) and for more 
Then I will {peak of, co abate this Flcth, 
And have not gain’d the fight ; 
Fohphiel. 
Nay {carce che fenfe. 
Mere-Fool. 


(Voice, chou art right) of any thing but a cold 
Wind in my Stomach. 


Fobpbiel ; 
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. @i dis whole Keball, withthe Seals; you fhallbe = = = j Would fre King Zorca/fres. 


643 -_ — Mafqnes. 


bobiel. — Principal Secretary tothe Stars 3 
piers Know all their Signatures, and Combinations, 


And a kind of whimfi, The divine Rods, and confecrated Roots. 


; Mere-Focle. What not? Would you turn Trees up like the Wind, 
Here in my Head, that puts me to the Staggers, To thew your f{trength ? march over Heads of Armies, 
Whether there be that Erother-hood, or no. Or Points of Pikes, to thew your fightnels? force 

| Fobpbiel. All Doors of Arts, with the Petard of your Wit? 
Believe, frail Man, they be: and thou fhale fee. Read at one view all Booss? {peak all the Languages 
Aye Role Of feveral Creatures? mafter all the Learnings 
What thall I fee? ; Were, are, or fhallbe? or, to fhew your Wealth, 
Jobphiel Open all Treafures, hid by Nature, from | 
. Me. | | The Rock of Diamond, to the mine Sea-coal ? 
: et 1 Sir, you fhalldo it. - _ ° 
BE Mere-Foole, 
ae 2 
pie, Where ‘ Rae howe 
Fobphiel. hybiel 
Here. If you Fobpirel. 


Why, by his skill, 
Of which he has left you the Inkeritance, 
-+ Here ina Pot: ehis little Gally-por 
OF Tindture, high rofe Tincture. There’s your Order, 
You will ha’ your Collar fent you, ere’t be long. 
Mere-Feole. 


Tlookt, Sir, for a Halter, I was defperate. 


Be Mr. Mere- Foole. 
Mere: Foole. 
Sir, our name is Aery-Foole, 
But by contraction Adere- Foole. 
Feb phiel. 
Then are you 
The wight I feek: and Sir my name is Fcbphicl, 


Intciligence to the Sphere of Jupiter Fobphiel. . 
An airy jocular Spirit, employ’d to you Reach forth your Hand. 
From Father Outs. ry -% : Wipec tools: 
eee | O Sir, a brokén Sleeve ~~ 
Outs? who is he? Keep the Arm back as ’tis i’ the Proverb. 
. Foopuiel. ® Sfobpbiel. 


Nay, 
For that Ido commend you : you muft be poor 
Withall your Wealth,and Learning. When you ha’ made 
Your Glafles, Gardens in the depth of Winter, 
Where you will walk invifible to Mankind, 
Talk wich all Birds and Beafts in their own Language, 
| When you have penetrated Hills like Air, 
iv'd to the bottom of the Sea, like Lead, 
And rife again like Cork, walk’e in the Fire, 
An ’twere a Salamander, pa{s’d through all 
The winding Orbs, ke an Intelligence, - 
| Up tothe Empyreum, when you have made 
The World your Gallery, can difpatch a butinefs 


Know ye not Outis ? Then you know no body: 
The good old Hermit, that was faid to dwell 
Hereinche Forcft wichout Trees, chat buile 
The Caftle in the Air, where all che Brethren 
Rdodcftaurotick, live. Ic flys with Wings, (J 


Ara 
And runs on Wheels: where Julian de Campis Get, 
Holds out the brandifht Blade. 0b Ars 
Mere Feole. jj (fase “4 
: Is'¢ poftible ui fos 
They chink on me ? 


Fobpbiel, 
Rife, be nor loft in wonder, 


But hear me: and be faithinl. All che Brethren In fome three Minutes, with the Antipodes, 
Have heard your Vows, falute you, and expect yon,. | And in five more negotiate the Globe over ; 
By me, this next return. Butthe good Father ‘ | You mut be poor {till 
Has bzen content to dye for you. | ae = ac ilepee Boole: 
| Mere: Ficle. : By my Place I know ic. 
; : For me? oe « 
} Fobpbiel. F vbphiel. 


For you. Laft New-years-day, which fome give out, - Where would you with to be now ? or what to fee? 
Becaufe it was his Birth-day, and began Without the fortunate Purfe to bear your Charges, 
The year of Fubsle, he would reft upon it, Or withing Hat? Twill but touch your Temples, . 
Being his hundred five and ewenticth year : . The Corners of Jout Eyes, and tina the Tip, 

Bat the Truth is, having obferv’d your Gene/is, The very Tip 0” your Nofe, wich this Collyrium, 

He would nor live, becaufe he might leave all And you fhail fee i the Air all the Idea’s, - 

He had to you. | Spirits, and Atoms, Flies, that buz abouc 


Mere-Foole. : This way, and chat way, and are rather admirable, 
What had he? - Then any way intelligible. 
Fobphiel | | Mere-Foole. 
- 7 O, come, tinct me 
P : ? ) ’ 
Two, three, or four nn ae Tiné me: Ilong, fave this great Belly, I long. 
ae  Mere-Foole But fhall I only fee ? 
WI : Fi bphiel. | 
Vhere! | See, and command 
Fchpbiel. — As they wereall your Varlets, or your Foot-boys : 
In the upper Region : But firft you mult declare, (your greatnefs muf, 
And chat youll find. The Farm of che great Cuftoms, EOF — is now your Stile) what you would fee. 
‘Pnrough all che Ports of the Airs Ineclligences 5 Or whom, 
Then Conttable of the Caftle Refie-Crofs : Mere-Fucle. « 
Which you muft be, and Keeper of che Keys Is that my Stile ? My Gicatnels, then, 


Feb biel. 


obphicl, 
| di Why you fhall: 
Or any one befide. Think whom you pleafe ? 
Your Toufand,your Ten thoufand, to a Million; 
All’s one to me, if you could name a Myriad. 
: | Mere-Foole. 
, Dhave nam‘d him. | 
: , Fobpbiel. 
You've reafon. 
Mere-Foole. 
I, [have reafon; ; 
Becaufe he’s faid to be the Father of Conjurers, 
And a cunning Man?’ the Stars. ) 
Fobphiel,  ~ | _ 
I, that’s it troubles u 
A litele for the prefent : For, at this time 
He is confuting a Fresch Almanack, 
But he will ftraight have done, ha’ you but patience 5 
Or think but any other in mean time, 
Any hard name. 
Mere-F oole. 
Then Hermes Trifmegi fins. 
| Fobpbiel 
O, 3 recuexs@ ? Why ? you thall fee him, 
A fine hard name. Or him, or whom you will, 
As I faid to you afore. Or what do you think 
Of Howl!l-glafs, inftead of him, | | 
Mere-Foole. 


No, him 


$F [havea mindto. — 
- ‘Fobpbiel. 
ee - O, but Vlen-/psegle. 7 
Were fuch a name! bat you hat ees your Longing. 
What luck is this, he fhould be bufie too? | 
He is weighing Water, but to fill chree Hour-glafles, 
And mark the day in Pen’orths like a Cheefe, .— 


Andhehas done. ’Tis ftrange you fhould name him — 


OF all the reft ! there being ‘fansblicus, 
Or Porpbyrie, Or Proclus, any name 


That is not bufie. a 
Mere-F oole. 
Let me fee Pythagoras. 
F obphiel. 
Good. 
| Mere-Foole. 
Or Plato. oo 
. | obphiel. 
- Plato is cake fome Idea’s, 


Are now befpoken, at a Groat a Doaen, 
Three Grofs at leaft: And, for Pythagoras, 
He’ lias rafhly run himfelf on an Employment, 
Of keeping Afes from a Field of Beans; | 
And cannot be ftav’d off. 

| MereeFoole. 


Then, Archimedes, 
‘Fobpbiel. 
Mere-F oole. 

I, or eZ fope. 
Fobpbiel, 


Yes, Archimedes ! 


: Nay, 
Hold your firft Man, a good Man, Archimedes. 
And worthy to be feen , but he is now | : 
Inventing a rare Moufe-trap with Owl’s Wings 
And a Cats-foot, to catch the Mice alone: 
757 And e&fop, he is filling a Fox Tongue, 
‘For anew Fable he has made of Court ; 
But you thall fee ’em all, ftay bue your time 


Mafques. 


| Seemeth we are call’d ofa moral tent, 2. 
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And ask in Seafon s things ask’d out of Seafon 


| A Man denies himfelf. Arc {uch a time 
| As Chriffmas, when difguifing is 0” foot, 
To ask of the Inventions, and the Men, 


The Wits, and the Ingines that move thofe Orbs ! 
Me thinks, you fhould enquire now, after Skelton, 
Or Mr. Skogan, : 
Mere-F oole. 
Skogan ? what was he ? 
JF obpbiel. | 


| O’ a fine Gentiemari, and a Mafter of Arts, 


Of Henry the Fourth’s time, that made difg.ifes 
For the King’s Sons, and writ in Ballad-royal 


Daintily well. 
Mere-Foole, 
But, wrote he like a Gentleman ; 
| Fobphiel. 


In Rhime! fine tinckling Rhime! and flowand Verfe! 


With now and then fome Sence! and he was paid for'’t, 
Regarded and Rewarded : which few Poets 
Are now adays. 
7 Mere-Foole. 
And why ? 
J obphiel. 
2. 8 *Caufe every Dabler 
In Rhime is thonght the fame, But you thall fee hint. 
Hold up your Nofe. 
| Mere-Foole. 


Thad rather fee a Brachman, 
Or a Gymnofiphift yer. 
‘Fabpbiel. 


You fhall fee him, Sir 2 
Is worth them both. And with him Domine Skelton, 
The Worthipful Poet Laureat to K. Harry, 
And Tityre t« of thofe times. Advance quick Skogan, 
And quicker Skelton. thew your crafty Heads, 
Before this Heir of Arts, this Lord of Learning, 
This Mafter of al] Knowledge in reverfion. 


LA cH, ig 2 Ma Cae ; «4 3 a 
Shogo” . eg are FE- a iy 4 e W/L bad 
If the Words tha be ek 

the Words that are fpoken, as well now roma k 
; i i < / 5 a £5 


That Mr. Skogan I dare you enfire A? 72 + EF 


Pa : Se. an v Mel ~ 
Skogan, (7 OGL wag Ms 


Then, Son, our Acquaintance is like to endure. BEL Sf 
Mere-Foole. ae 

A pretty Game! like Crambe, Mr. Skogen, 

Give me thy Hand : Thou art very Ian, me thinks, 

Is't living by thy Wits? _ 


Skogan. 


- If it had been that, 
My Worthipful Son, thou hadift ne’er been fo fat. 
Fobphid, 


He tells you true, Sir. Here’sa Gentleman 
(My pair of crafty Clerks) of that high Caradt, 
As hardly hath the Age produc’t his like. 
Who not content with the Wit of his own times, 
Is curious to know yours, and what hath been, 


Mere Foole. 
Fobphiel. 
Note his Latitude / 


Oooo 


NX 


Or is, or thall be. 


Ky helron: 
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Shelton. 
O, vir amplifies ! 
(Ut ‘bali dicimu:) 
Es gentilifimus ! 
Fobpbiel. | 
| The queftion-i/ismus 
Is, thould he ask a fight now, for his Life ; 
I mean, a Perfon, he would have reftor’d 
To memory .of thefe times, for a Play-fellow, 
Whether you would. prefent him withan Hermes, 
Or, with an Howl-glafs ? | 
Skelton. 
An Howl-glafs : 
To come to pafs : 
On his Fathers Afs 3 
There néver was, 
By day, nor night, © 
A finer fight, 
With Feathers upright 
In his horned Cap, 
And crooked Shape, 
Much like an Ape, .. 
* With Owl on Fift, _ 
And Glaf at his Wrift. 


rT Se 


Except the four 
Of the Kings and 


Skogan. 
Knaves entertain’d for the Guards, 
the Queens that triumph in che Cards. 
Fobphiel. - 
I, that werea fight and a half, I confefs, 
To fee em come skipping in, all ata Mefs! | 
| Skelton. A 4 
C 
787 With Elinor Remming, — beg ih Bao} 
| To make up the mumming Wh va 
That comely Gi, - farm oH 
"That dwelt ona Hill, fi “Su fpr. wy 
But fhe is noe grill: - ie Abn 
Her Face all bowfie, / aren ‘ C yy 
Droopy and drowfie, sl Ane a f. ig vl | 
Scurvy, and lowfie, Af Vi Fel 
 Comely crinkled, © 0 (,ftn~ 7 ff 
Wondroufly wrinkled, 
Like a roft Pigs Ear, — 
Briftled with Hair, 
Or, what do you fay to Ruffian Fitz-Ale? — 
“fobpbiet. 7 
- An excellent fight, if he be not too ftale. 
Bue then, we can mix him with miodern Vaperss 
The Child of Tobacco, his Pipes, and his Papers. 
a | Mere-Foole. — 
You talk’d of Elinor Rumming, Lhad rather 
See Ellen of Troy. , 
~ — Fobpbiel. 
Her you hhall fee: 
But credit me, 
That Mary Ambree | | 
- (Who march’d fo free 
To the Siege of Gannt, 
And Death could not daunt, 
As the Ballad doth vaunt) /; 


Ky lplow 


Were a.braver wight, fe oy O64 Zi. Jo ‘ 
Skelton. 


Or Westminfter Meg, a befee fot — 


With her long Leg,. / ft oy 
As long as a Crane; ode beg $] parr | 
‘ r 


hm Uke 


as 


And Feet like a Plane: Ui y / 
, bia 
~ fur 


lA 


Majfques. * 


| 


- Wich a Pair of Heels, 
As broad astwo Wheels; 
To drive down the Dew, | 
As fhe goes to the Stew: 
And turns home merry, 
By Lambeth Ferry. 
Or you may have come - 
In, Thomas Thumb, i 
In a Padding fat 
With Doctor Rat. . 
. Fobpbeel, oe 
I that! chat? chat ! 


4 We'll have ’em all, 
To fill che Hall. 


The Antimafque follows. 


Confifting of thefe Twelve Perfons, Ow/-gla/s, the Four 
Knaves, Two Ruffians, Fitz-ale, and Vapor, Elinor Rune 
ming, Mary Ambree, Long-Meg of Weftminfter, Tom 

_ Thumb, and Doctor Rat. 


Which done, 


Mere-Foole. 


What /are they vanifh’d ! where is skipping Skelton? 
Or moral Skogan? I do like their thew -_ 
And would have thank’t em, being the firft grace 
The Company of the Roffe-Cro/s hath done me. 
Fobpbiel, 
Rofie-Crofs ! you Wigion, 
Up py 
‘o 
And take your Pot of Honey here, and Ho s-preafe 76-H 
See, who has gull’d you, and make one. eat King, Df ’ 
Your Pardon, if defire to pleafe have trefpafs’d. 
This Foo! fhould have been fent to Antycira, — 
(The Ifle of Eebore) there to have purg’d, 
Not hop’d a happy Seat within your Waters. 
Hear now the Metfage of the Fates, and fove, 
On whom thofe Fates depend, to you, as Neptane 
The great Commander of the Seas, and Ifles. 
That Point of Revolution being come _. 
When all the Fortunate Iflands fhould be join’d, 


The Company o’ the 


The Company of Players. Go, you are, 
And will be fa your Tele a Mere-Fool, In: AW 


| Macaria, one, and thought a Principal, 


That hitherto hath floated, as uncertain 
Where fhe fhould fix her Bleffings, is to night - 
Inftruéted to adhere to your Britannia: 


} That where the Happy Spirits live, hereafter 


Mighe be no queftion made, by the moft Curious, 
since the Macarii come to do you homage, 
And join their Cradle to your Continent. 


| Here the Scene opens, and the Mafquers are difcover’d 


fitting in their feveral Sieges., ‘Ihe Air opens above, 
and Apollo with Harmony, and the. Spirits of Mufck 
fing, the while che Zand moves forward, Protess fitting 
below, and harkening. | 


SONG. 
Look forth the Shepherd of the Seas, 
And of the Ports that keep the Keys, 
And to your Neptune tell, 
Macaria, Prince of all the I/les, 
Wherein there nothing grows, but {miles, 
Doth here put in, to dwell. 
The Winds are feet, and gently blow, 
Bus Zephyrus, wo breath they know, — 
The Father of the Flowers : 
By bim the Virgin Violets live, — 
And every Plant doth Odours give, 
As new, as arethe Heurs. 


CHORUS. 


- CHORUS. 


Then, think .it nota common Caufe, 
That to st fo much wonder draws, 
And ail the Heavens. confent, 
With Harmony to tune rheir Notes, 
In anfwer to the publick Votes, 
That for it wp were fem. 


By this time, the Tfland shaving joyned it felf .to the 
Shore, Proteas, Portuxas,:and. Savos come forth, and 
go up finging to the Stete, while the Mafquers take 
time to rank themfelves, es ee 

so N'G. a 
Ca 2 Proteus.. | 
I, now, the beights of Neptunes boars, flint, 
And all the Glerées of bis greater Stile - 
Are read, vefledted tw this-happie/t Tle. | 
. Borthns. — 
How both the Air, the Soile, the Seat combine 
To {peak yt bleffed ! — 
ee Thefe are tle trae Groves, at 
Proteus. _ 
Where Longings, 
* Poredaws 
And where Loves ! 
Saron. 


‘ . ‘ a 


3 @°-% e 
i es | 
Saron. «. ve ou Ne ve ke eee 


That live! 

/ Proteus. 
That laf! 

Portunus. 


No intermitted Wind 
Blows bere, but what leaves Flowers or Fruit bebind. 


GHORUS. 
°Tis Odour all that comes! 
And every Tree doth give bis Gums, oe 

| Proteus. 

There is no Sicknefs, nor no old Age known 

Io Man, nor any Grief that be dares own. 

There is no hunger there, nor envy of State. 

Nor leaft Ambition in the Magiftrate. 

But all are even-bearted, open, free, 

And what one is, another Strives to be. 

Portunus, 

Here all the day, they feaft, they fport and {pring — 
Now dance the Graces Hay 3 now Venus Ring: 

To which the old Muficians play, and jing. 

| e Saron. 
There is Arion, tuning—bis bold Harp, 
from fiat to (harp. 
Portunus. 
| And light Anacreon, 
He ftill is ome! | 
Proteus. 

Stefichorus there, too, 
That Linws, and old Orpheus doth out-do 
Towondr, °° 
i Saron. 
nd Amphion ! be is there. 


| Portunus. 
Nor is Apollo dainty to appear 
Bs fuch a Qyire, although the Trees be thick, 


ei 


Proteus. - 
He will look in, and fee ‘the Airs be quick, 
And that the times'be tre, 
Portunus. 
Then, chanting, + 
Proteus. 


| | Then, | 
Up, with their Notes, they raife the Prince of Man. 
- Saron 
And fing the prefent Prophefie that goes 
Of joyning the bright Lilly and rhe Rofo. 
CHORUS. 
See! all the Flowers 
| . Protens. 
That {pring the Bunks alon 
Do move their Heads unto that at 
CHORUS. 
Saron, Portunus, Proteus, help to bring 
Osr Primrofe in, the Glory of the Spring ! 
And tell the Daffadil, againjt shat day, 
That we prepare mew Gyrlands freth as ‘May. 
And enter-weave the Myrvle and phe Bay. 


This fung, the Ifland goes back, | whilft ‘the upper Cho- 


rs takes it from them, and the.Adafquers prepare for 
their Figure. ce 


.°. CHORUS. 


Spring all the Graces of the Age, 

kang ph the Loves uf time ; | 
Bring.all the Pleafures of the S as 

ded rdliberef Rinse 
Add all the foftneffes of Courts, 

The Looks, the Laughters, and the S ports. 
And mingle all their doe and falts, 

at none may fay, the Triumph bales. 


The Ma/quers Dance their Extry or firft Dance. 


Which done, the firft Profpeéctive, 2 Maritime Palaces 
or the Houfe of Oceanus is difcovered to loud Mufick. 
--\, The other above is no more feen. 

| Fobpbiel. 
Behold the Palace of Oceanus ! « 
Hail Reverend ftru@ure ! Boaft no more to us 


| Thy being able, all che Gods to feaft ; 


We faw enough : when Albion was thy Gueft. 


The Meafures. | 
After which, the fecond Profpettive, a Sea is fhown, to the 


Fobpbiel. 
Now turn, and view the Wonders of the Deep, 
Where Protexs Herds, and Neptunes Orks do keep. 
Where all is plough’d, yet fil the Paftures green, 
New ways are found, and yet no Paths are feen. 


Here Protens, Portunus, Saron, go up to the Ladies with 
this Song. | | 


Proteus. 
Come noble Nymphs, and do not hide 
The Foys, for which you fo provide : 
Saron. 
If not to mingle with the Men, 
What do you bere ? Go home agen. 
Oooo 2 @ Proteus 
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Portunus. | 
Your dreffing do -confe/s, 
By what we fee, fo curivus Parts 
Of Pallas, and Arachnes Arts, 
That you could mean no lefs. 
~ Proteus. 
Why do you wear the Silk-worms Toiles, 
Or glory in the Shell-fith fpoilss 
Or firsve to fhew the Grains of Ore 
That you bave gather'd on the Shore, 
whereof to make a Stock 
To graft the greener Emerald on, 
Or any better water'd Stone, 


Saron. 
Or Ruby of the Rock? 
Proteus. 
Why do you {mel of Amber-greace 
“Of which was formed Neptunes Neice, 
| The Queen of Love : unlefs ou can 
Like Sea-born Venus love @ Man? 
| ‘ Sarom. — ; 
Try, pat your felves. untot. 
| CHORUS. 
Your looks, your fmiles, and thoughts that meet, 
Ambrolian Hands, and Silver Feet, 
Do promife you will do’t. 
The Revels follow. | 
Which ended, the Fleet is difcovered, while the three 


ners play. - 


é 


See yond’, his Fleet, ready to go or come, 
Or fetch the Riches of the Ocean home, 

So to fecure him, both in Peace and Wars, 
Till not one Ship alone, butall be Stars. 


Then the left Song, 


Proteus. 


Although we wifhthe glory fil might left 


Of {uch a Night, and fcr the Caufes paff 3 
Let mow, great Lord of Waters, and of Ifles, 
Give Proteus leave to turn unto bis wiles. 

|  Portunus, | 
And, whilft young Albion doth thy labours cafe 
Difpatch Portunus tothe Ports, es 


Saron. 


| And Saron to the Seas: 
Zo mert.old Nereus, with bis Fifty Girls, 
From aged Indus laden beme with Pearls, 
And Orient Gums, to burn unto thy name. - 

CHORUS ., 

And may thy Subjeti3 Hearts be allon flame, 
Whilft thou deft keep the Earth in firm Eftate, 
And 'ming ft the Winds, do’ ft faffer no debate, 
But both at Sea, and Land, our Powers increafe, 
With Health, and all the Golden Gifts of Pence. 


| After which their lait Dance. 


Fobphiel. | . 
Tis time, your Eyes fhould be refrefht at length . 
With fomething now; a part of Neptunes. ftrength, isso . 
- ee | pA ek ES - 
; | ee a eats i 
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THROUGH 


CALLI 


POLIS 


Performed ina Masque at Court; 1630. By his Maye STY; 
with the Lords, and Gentlemen affifting, 


The Inventors, BE N. JOHNSON. INIGO FONES. 


‘“ 


Quando magis dignos licuit pettare triumphos ? 


To make thé Spettators underftanders. 


Hereas all Reprefentatioris, efpecially chofe of 
| this naturein Court, publick {pectacles, ei- 
ther have been, or ought to be the mirrours 


of Man’s life, whofe ends, for the excellence of their ex- | 


hibiters ( as being the Donatives of great Princes to their 
People ) ought always to carry a mixture of profit, 
with them, no lefs than delight ; We, the Inventors, be- 


ing commanded from the King, to think on fome thing |. 


worthy of his Majefties putting in act, witha felected 
company of his Lords and Gentlemen, called to the af- 
fiftance: For the Honour of his Court, and che Dignity 


- of that Heroick Love, and’Regal Refpeé& born by him 


to his unmatchable Lady, and Spoufe, the Queens Ma- 


jefty, after_fome debate of cogitation with our felves’ re- 
folved on this following Argument. . 

Firft, chat a Perfon, beni ominw, of a good Character, 
as Euphemus, {ent down from Heaven to Callipolis, which 
is underftood, the City of Beauty or Goodne/s , thould 
come in ; and, finding her Majefty there enthron’d, de- 
clare unto her, that Love who was wont to be refpected 
as a fpecial Deity in Court, and Tutelar God of the 

lace, had of late receiv’d an Advertifement, that in the 
uburbs, or Skirts of Callipolis, were crept in certain Se@a- 
ries, or deprav'd Lovers, who neither knew the name, 


or nature of Love rightly, yet boafted chemfelves | 


his followers, when they were fitter to be. call’d his Fw 
vies: their whole life being a continu’d vertigo, or ra- 


_ thera torture on the Wheel of Love, than any motion, 


either of order or meafure. When fuddenly they leap 
forth below, a Miftris leading them, and with antick ge- 


Riculation, and a@ion, after the peg of the old Pan- . | | 


PHL or 


ae ” 
oe 3. ae ae «2 


tomims, they dance over a diftraaed Comedy of Love, ex- 


prefling their confus’d affections, in the Scenical Perfons 
and habits of the four prime Exropean Nations. 


A glorious boafting Lover.. 
A whining Ballading Lover. 
_ An adventurous Romance Lovers 


A phantaftick umbrageous Lover: 
A bribing corrupt Lover. : 
A froward jealous Lover: 


A fordid illiberal Lover. 
A proud fcornful Lover: ~ 
An angry quarrelling Lover. 


"A Melancholick defpairing Lover, 
An envious unquiet Lover. 
: A fenfual brute Lover, 
All which, in varied, intricate turns, and involu'd mazes, 
expreft, make the Anti-mafque: and conclude the exit, in 


y . 


_ 4 circle, 


| Eaphemus detcends finging. 
‘Foy, joy to Mortals, the rejoycing fires 
_Of gladsse/s, (mile in your dilated Hearts ! 
WhilSt Love prefents a World of chafte defires, 
Which may produce a Harmony of parts! 


Love is the right affection of the Mind, 
The noble appetite of what xs beft : 

Defire of union with the thing defign'd, 
Bat in fruition of it cannot reff. 
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7% The Father plenty %, 


the Mother want. 
Plenty the Beauty, which it aanteth, draws ; 

Want yields it felf: affording what cant. 

. So, both affections are the upion’s caufe. 


But, reft not bere. For Love bath larger [copes, 
New ‘foys, new Pleafures, of as frefh a date 
As are bis minutes: and, in him no hopes : 


Are pure, but thofe.be can perpetuate. 


Hé goes up to 


| 
To youtbat ere by excellence 4 Queen ! 
thé State. 


‘he top of Beauty! but,.of {uch an git, 
‘Ai, only by the Minds Eye, may be feen 


Your enter-woven Lines of good, and fair! 


Vouchfafe to grace Loves Trinmph bere, to night, 
Through all the ftreets of your Callipolis 5 
Which by the {plendor of your Rays made bright 
The feat, and region of all Beauty ss. 


Love, in perfectton, longeth to appear, 
But prays of favour, be be not call’'d on, 
Till all the Suburbs, and the Skirts be clear 
Of perturbations, and th’ Infecizon gove. 


Then will be flow forth, like a rich perfume 
Into your Nojtrils ! or forme lt sg 

Of melting Mufick, that (hal not con{ume 
Within the Ear, but run the mazes round. 


“Here the Chorus walk about with their Cenfers. 
CHORUS. 


Mean time, we make luftration of the place, 
And with our folemn Fires, and Waters prove 
T’ bave frighted bence, the weak difeafed race 
Of thofe were tortur'd on the Wheel of Love. 


_ * The glorious, * whining, ? the adventurows Fool, 
4 Phantaftick, ° bribing, and the © jealous Afs 

' The ferdid,* [cornful, > and tbe angry Mule 
4 The melancholick, ° dull,and envious Mays. 


CHORUS. 


With all the rest, that in the Jen/ual School 


Of lujt, for thesr degree o brute may pals. | 
gree of ay P eee 


All which are vapour'a bences 
No Loves, but Slaves to fenfe : as ap- 


Meer Cattel, and not Men. 
Sound, found, and treble all cur Foys agen, 
Who bad the power and vertue ta remvve 
Such Monfters from the labyrinth of Love. 


The Triumph is firft feen a-far off, and led in by 
Amphitrite, the Wife of Oceanus, with four Sea-gods 
attending her. 


Nerens, Protens, Glaucws, Palemon. 


It confifteth of fifteen Lovers, and as man Cupids, 
who rank themfelves feven and feven on a ide, with 
each a Cupid before him, with a lighted Torch, and the 
middle Perfon (which is his Majefty,) placed in the 
center. 


2. The Ffudicious. 
4. The Valiant. 


a. The Provident. 
3. The Secret. 


5. The Witty. 6. The ‘Fovial. 
=. The Secure. . 1§.The Heroical. 8. The Subjtantial. 
9. The Modeft.  - yo. The Candid. 
14.7be Courteous. 12.The Elegant. 
13.7he Rational. 14.The Magmificent. 


| Cho. 


Amphitrite. 
Here, fey awhile: This ! the 
The Temple of all Beauty »! 
Here, perfect Lovers, you mult pa 
Firft-fruits ; and on thefe altars lay 
(The Ladies Breafts) your ample Vows, 
Such, as Love brings, and Beauty best allows ! 
For Love, swithout bis Object [oon ss gone : 
LLove mujt fave anfwereng lowe, to look spon, 
. _ +. Amphitrite. 


|Zo you, pelt Fudge then, of perfettion.s 


Euphemus. 

The Queen, of what is wonder, in the place ! 
e.g Amphitrite. 
Pure object, of Heroick Love, alone ! 

‘Euphemus. 
The center of proportion —— ! 
Amphitrite. 
Saweetne/s. 
-Euphemus. 
Grace ¢ 
3 Amphitrite. 
Daigne to receive all Lines of Love 1 one. 
Euphemus. 


7 
f 


| And by reflecting of them fill this fpace. 


_ Till it a circle of thofe glories prove, 
Cho. i to be fought in Beauty, found by Love. 
Where Love # mutual, fis 
sd things in a. m0UEs 
ee (The circle of the Will 
Semi-cho. + the true [phere of Love.. 


Cho 5rd few you gentler Cupids, then advance, 
) And fhew your juft perfections in your dance. 


Semi-cho. 


The Cupids dance their Dance. 
And the Mafquers their Entry. 


Which done, Exuclia, or 


a fair Glory appears in che 
Heavens, finging an applaufive Song, or Peas of the 
whole, which the takes occafion to ingeminate in the fe- 


cond Chorws, upon the fight of a work of Neptanes, be- 
ing a hollow Rock, filling part of the Sea-profpedt, 


whereon the Mufes fit. 
. Euclia’s Hymn. 
So Love, emergent out of Chaos brought 
| The World to light ! 
And gently moving on the Waters, wrong bt 
| All Form to fight ! 
Loves Appetite 
Did Beauty firft excite: 
‘And left imprinted in the Air, 
Thofe fignatures of good, and fair, 


Cho. 270 wonder firft, and then to excellence, 


Sr fince have flow'd, flow’ d forth upon the fenfe 


{ By vertwe of Divine intelligence ! 


The Ingemination. 


And Neptune-too, 
Shews what bys waves can ao: 
To call the Mufes all to play, 
| And fing the birth of Venus day, 
ee from the Sea flow'd forth upon the fenfe, 
Cho. 


To wonder firft, and next to excellence, 
By vertue of Divine intelligence ! 


Jere 


em = Be Meee we ow om 20 ee tn ee * 


— 


W heres are woven all the powers 


: Here follow the Revels. The Graces gave me, or the Hours - 
| (My Nurfes once) with all the arts 
Which ended, the Scese changeth to a Garden, and Of gaining, and of bolding Hearts: 
‘ the Heavens opening, there appear four new Per-j And with thefe I dejcend. 
fons, in form of a ConfteBetion, fitting; or a new But, to your influences, fir commend 
Aferifm, expecting Venus, whom they call upon The Vow, Igo to take = 
with this Song. | On Earth, for perfect Love and Beauties (ake ! 
: ies Her Serie ended, ‘and the rifing to go up to the ueen, 
Jupiter, Fumo, Genin, Hymen : the her difappears: in place of which, there ie 
Jup. Hafe, Daughter Venus, bafte, and come away : up a Palm Tree with an Imperial Crown on the top; 
Jun. AU powers, that govers Marriage, pray from the Root whereof, Lillies and Rofes, twining toge- 
That you will eed your light. ther, and imbracing the Stem, flourith through the 
Gen. Unto the conftellation of thas night, Crown; which fhe in the Song with the Chora, des 
Hym. Hymen. a _[feribes, sg ee 
ee. pred iy call, Beauty and Love, whofe ory is my/lerial, 


In yonder Palm-tree, and the Crown Imperial, 
Do from the Rofe and Lilly, fo delicious, 


That bef, or honour Holy Nuptial. 7 | | _} Promife a Shade, fhall ever be propitious 
° | . | ‘To both the Kingdoms, . Buf: to Britain’? G&hius Ks 


Jup. Your Father Jupiter, 
Cho. And all 


Venus here a pears in a Cloud, and paffing through 
the Conftellation defcendeth to the Earth, when prefent- | 7a Pave: more Peace, thanthefe, who fo united be 
ly the Cloud vanifheth, and fhe is feen fitting in a Y LOVE, as with it Earth and Heaven delighted be. 


. And who this King, and Queen would well kiRori an 
hrone. _ | Need only [reak there Nowe Thofe headed oe ¢.. 
Venus. ' Mary, end Charles, Charles with bis Mary, zamed are, 
And all the reft of Loves, or Princes famed are. 
Here, bere I prefent am - =. | e 
Both in my Girdle, and my flame. . . |. After this they dance their going out, and end. 


The Masaqu ERS Names.. 


The KING. ~ 


The Marquefs Hammilton. Lord Chamberlain. ~ 
—Earlof Afolland, - - Earl of Carnaryan. 
Earlof Newport, | Vicount ‘Doncafte. - 

Lord Strange °° Sit William Howard. 9° > 

Sit Robert Stanley. Sie William Brook... : oes 
Matter Goring, — MafterRalegh a ee. 
Mafter Dimack. | Matter Abercromy.., ei, 


THE END. 
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C H LORIDIA 


RITES to CHLORIS and her NYMPHS 


| Perfonatedina = 
Maf{que at Court. | 


By the Queen's Majesty and her Ladies at Shrove-tide, 16 Zo. 


_ The Inventors, BEN. JOHNSON. INIGO JONES. 


Unius tellus ante coloris erat. - 


CHLORIDIA 


HE King, and Queen’s Majefty, having gi- 

- ven their command for the Invention of a 

. new Argument, with the whole change of 

the Scene, wherein her Majefty, with the like 

number of her Ladies, purpofed a prefentation to the 


ina purplifh Cloud, appeareth the Spring, a beautiful 
Maid, her upper Garment green, under it, a white Robe 
wrought with Flowers; a Garland on her Head. 

: Here Zephyrus begins his Dialogue, calling her forth, 
and: making narration of the Gods Decree at large, 
which fhe obeys, pretending, it is come to Earth alrea- 
dy: and there begun to be executed by the King’s Fa- 
vour, who aflfifts with all Bounties, thar may be either 


King. It was agreed, ic fhould be the celebration of | urg’d, as caufés, or reafons of the Spring. 


fome Rites, done to the Goddefs Chloris, who in a gene- 
ral Counfel of the Gods, was proclaim’d -Goddefs of 
the Flowers, according to that of Ovid, in the Fafti. 


Arbitrium tu Dea flovis babe, 


And was to be ftellified on Earth, by an abfolute De- 
cree from ‘fupiter, who, would have the Earth to be 
adorn’d with Stars, as well as the Heaven. a 


Upon this Hinge, the whole Invention mev’d. 
The Ornament, which went about the Scene, was 


compofed of Foliage, or Leaves. heightned with Gold, 
and enter-woven with all forts of Flowers; and naked 


Children, playing, and climbing among the Branches; 


and in the midft, a great Garland of Flowers, in which 
was written, CHLORIDIA. 

The Curtain being drawn up, the Scene is difcover’d, 
confifting of pleafant Hills, planted with young Trees, 
and all che lower Banks adorned with Flowers. And 
from fome hollow parts of thofe Hills, Fountains come 
gliding down; which, in the far-off Land-fhape, feem’d 
all co be converted toa River. 

Over all, a ferene Sky, with tranfparent Clouds, giving 

_ a great luftre to the whole Work, which did imirate the 
pleafant Spring. 


When the Speétators had enough fed their Eyes, with | 


the delights of the Scene, ina part of the Air, 4 brighe 
Cloud begins to break forth and in it is fitting a plump 
Boy, in a changeable Garment, richly adorn’d, reprefen- 
ting the mild Zephyrus. Onthe other fide of the Scene, 


The firt SONG. 


Zephyrus. -- - | 
Come forth, come forth, the gentle Spring, 
And carry the glad news I bring, . 
To Earth, our common Mother ': 
It is decreed, by all the Gods," 
The Heav'n of Earth fhall have no odds, 


) 


But one fhall love another. .:. - 


Their glories they fhall mutual make, 
Earth look on Heaven, for Heavens fake ; 
Their honours fhail be even: . 

All emulation ceafe, and jars ; 
Jove will have Earth to have ber Stars 
And Lights, no le{s than Heaven. 
| Spring. 
It is already done, in Flowers 
As frejh, and new as are the Hours, 
By warmth of yonder Sun. 
But will be multiply’d onus, - 
If from the breath of ZEPHYRUS 
Like favour we bave won. 
Zephyrus. 
Give all to him: His as the dew, 
The heat, the humour. 
Spring. 
Beloved of the Spring! 


— All the true 


— Zephyrus. 


ee es: oe ee 


fer a 


ee 


Zephyrus. 
The Sun, the Wind, the Verdure ! 
Spring. 


That wife? Nature caufe can call 
Of quick ning any thing. 


easoll 


At which, Zapbynm pafleth away through the Air, and 
the Spring def to the Earth : and is receiv'd by 
the Nasedes, or Nupee; who.are the Nymphs, Foustains, 
aac Servants of the Seafon. 


The fecond S O N G. 
Fountains. 
Fair Maid, but are you come to dell, 
And tarry with ws bere 3 
Spring. | 


Frefh Fountains, I ane come to tell 


A tale in youd foft Ear, 
Whereof the murmur will do well: 


If you your parts will bear. 
Fountains. 
Our purlings wait upon the Spring. 
Spring. 
Go up with me, then : help to fing 
| ¢ ftory to the King. 


Here the Sprixg goes up, finging the Argument to the 
King ; and the Fountains follow with the clofe. | 


Spring. 
Cupid bath ta’en offence of late — 
| eth Gods, ee the State, 
And imtheir Counfel, be was fo deferted, 
Not to be call’ d into their Guild 
But flightly pafs’d by, as a Child. 


| Fountains. . 
" Wherein be thinks bis honour was perverted. — 
Spring. | 
‘And though bis Mother feek to feafon, 
And reftifie bss rage with reefon, 
By foewing be lives yet ander ber command, 
" Rebellious be, doth difobey, | 
And foe bath fore’d ba Araus mung. 
Fountains/ | ) 
To make bina feel the “fuftice of ber Fland. 
Spring. 
Whereat the Boy, in fury fell, 
With all bis fpeed, ss gone to Hell, 
There to excite, and fisr up ‘Fealoufie, 


Tamake a party ’gainft the Gods, | 
And fet Heaven, Earth, and Hell at odds. 


Fountains. 
And raife a Chaos of calamity. 


woo 


The etided, the Nympbs fall into’a dance, to 
their Vine, aad Inftruments, and fo return into the 
OCEN : 


rh] 


ka ba an” y, hearn, s pc fial?rx Vigan. 
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| Fealoufie from 
| other Goblins, to trouble the Gods. And I am fent after poft, 
l to raife Tempeft, Winds, Lightnings, Thunder, Rain, and 


mere | : . 


of @, in their motion. 
fart, arn Co eho Ja,\protiing that effea, 
v/ . poly we fe ~ {2 


The AN TI-MASQUE. 
Firft Entry. | 


A part of che under-ground opening, out of it enters 
a Dwarf-Poft from Hell, riding on a Curtal, with cloven 
Feet, and two Lacqueys : Thefe dance, and make 
the firft Enery of the Anti-mafque. He alights and 
{peaks. : 


POS TILLION. 


Hold my Stirrop, my one Lacquey; and look: to my Curtal, 
the other: walk bim wel, Sirrah, while I expatiate my felf 
bere in the report of my office! ob the Furies ! bow I ans yoyed 
with the Title of it! Poftillion of Hell! yet no Mercury. 
But a meer Cacodemon, fent hither with a packet of News! 
News! never was Hell fo furnifhed of the commodstity of 
News! Love bath been lately there, and (0 entertained by: 


Pluto, and Proferpine, and all tbe Grandces of the place, as, _ 


it ss there perpetual Holy-day: and a ceffation of torment 
granted, and proclaimed for ever | Half-famijh'd ‘Tantalus 
x fallen to bw Fruit, with shat Appetite, as it threatens to 
undo the whole Company of Coftard-mongers, and bas a River 
afore him, running excellent Wine, Ixion s% loos’d from bis 
Wheel, and turn’d Dancer, does nothing but cut Capreols, fetch 


~Friskals, and leads Lavaltoes, with the Lamiz ! Silyphus 


bas left rolling the Stone, and is grows @ Mafter-bowler y 


challenges all the prime Gameffers, Parfons in Hell, and gives 


them odds: upon Titius bis Breaft, that ( for fix of the nine 
Acres.) 1 oousted thefubslet Bowling ground in all Tartary. 
All the Furies are at @ Game call’d Nine-pins, or Kesls, 
made of old Ufurers Bones, and their Souls looking on with 
delight, and betting onthe Game. Never was there fuch free- 
dom of Sport. Danaus Daughters have broke their bottom- 
le(s Tubs, and made Bonfires of them. Allis turn’d Triumph 


| there. Had Hell-gates been kept with balf that ftricine/s, as 


the Entry bere bas been to Night, Pluto would have bad but 


a cold Court, and Proferpine a thin prefence, though both | 


bave a vaft Territory. We bad fuch a ftir to get in, I, and my 
Curtal, and my two Lacqueys all ventur’d through the Eye of a 


1 Spanith Needle, we bad never come in elfe, and that was by 


the favour of one of the Guard who was a Womans Taylor, 
and held ope the paffage. Cupid by Commiffion bath carried 
Hell, Difdain, Fear, and Diffimulation, with 


Snow, [7 fome new explost they bave againft the Earth, and 
the Goddefs Chloris, Queen of the Flowers, and Mijtris of 
the Spring. For joy of which I will return to my felf, mount 
my Bidet, in a dance ; and curvett upon my Curtal. 


The Speech ended, the Pofilion mounts his Curtal, 


and wich his Lacqueys,danceth forth as he came in. 


2. Entry. 


— Fealoufie, Difdein, Fear, and Difimulasion, dance 


| together 


» 3° Entry. 
The Queens Dwarf, richly apparell'd, as a Prince of 


1 Hel, attended ‘by #x Infernal Spersts ; He firft danceth 
| alone, and then the Spirits : all exprefling their Joy, tor 


Cupid’s coming among them. 


4. Entry. | 
Here the Scene changeth into a horrid Storm 3 out of 
which enters the Nymph Tempes#, with four Winds, they 
dance. 
| | 5. Entry. » 3 
Ligbtnings, three in number, their Habits gliftering, ex- 
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Mafques. 


6. Entry. 


Thunder alone dancing the Tunes to a noife, mixed, |, 


and imitating Thunder. 


7. Entry. 


Rain, prefented by five Perfons all fwoln, and clouded 
over, their Hair flagging, asif they were wet, and in 
their Hands, Balls full of {weet Water, which, as they 
dance, {prinkle all che Room. 


8. And last Entry. 


Seven with rugged white Heads, and Beards, to ex- 


prefs Snow, with flakes on their Garments, mix’d with | 


Hail. Thefe having danced, return into the ftorm 
Scene, whence they came. : 


Here, by the providence of ‘uno, the Tempeft on an 
inftane ceafeth: And che Scene is changed into a delici- 
ous place,figuring the Bower of Chlorg. Where,in an Ar- 
bour feign’d of Gold-fmiths work, the ornament of which 
was born up with Termes of Satyrs, beautifi'd wich Pe- 
ftones, Garlands, and all forts of fragrant Flowers. Be- 
yond all this, in the Sky a-far off appear’d a Rainbow, in 


the moft emincne place of the Bower, fate the Goddefs 


Cblors, accompanied with fourteen Nymphs, their Ap- 


parel white , embroydered with Silver, trim’d at the 


Shoulders with great Leaves of green, embroydered 
with Gold, falling one under che ocher. And of the fame 
work were their Bafes, cheir Head-tires of Flowers, 
mix’d wich Silver, and Gold, with fome fprigs of A‘grets 
among, and fromthe top of their dreffing, a thin Veil 
hanging down. | 


All which bebeld, | 
. The Nymphs, Rivers, and Fountains, with the Spring, 
fung this rejoicing Song. | 


SON G 3. 


Rivers, Spring, Fountains. 


Run out, all the Floods, in joy with your Silver feet ; 
And hafte to meet, the enamour’d Spring 3 | 
For whom the warbling Fountains fing : 


The ftory of the Flowers; preferved by the Howrs ; 
At Juno’s foft command, and Iris Showers ; 

Sent to quench Fealuufie, and all thofe powers 

Of Love's rebellious War: 

Whilt Chloris fits a fhining Star 

To crown, and grace our jolly Song, made long, 


To.the notes, that we bring, to glad the Spring. 


Which ended, the Goddefs, and her Nymphs, defcend 
_the degrees, intoche Room, and dance the Entry of the 
Grand-mafque. _— | 


After ths, another Song by the fame Perfons, as before. 
SONG 4. 


Rivers, Fountains. 


Tell a truth, gay Spring, let us know 
What Feet they were, that fo | 
Impre{s’d the Earth,and made {uch varios Flowers to grow ! 


Spring. 
She that led, a Queen was at leaft, 
Or 4 Godde/s, *beve the ref: 
And all their graces, in ber felf expreft 


Rivers, Fountains, . 
:" "twere a fame, to know ber name ! 


Whether Sigel the Root ; ; 
Or they did take th imprefficn from ber Foot. 


The Mafquers here dance their fecond Dance. 
Which done, 


The farther Profpeé? of the Scene changeth into Air, 
with 2 low Land-fhape, in part covered with Clouds: 
And in that inftant, the Heaven opening, Fano, and Ire 
are feen; and above them many Jdiry Spirits, fitting in 
the Clouds. 


' SONG 5. 


Jugo. 

Now Juno, and the Air fhal know 
The truth cf what ss done below, | 
From our difcoloured Bow, Iris, what News ? 

| Iris, | 
The Air is clear, your Bow can tell, 
Chloris renown’ d, Spight fled to Helly 
The bufine/s all is well. And Cupid fues 


: _ Juno. 
. For pardon. © Do's be? 
Iris. 
He (heds Tears 
More than your Birds bave Eyes. 
Juno. | | 
| _ The Gods have Ears. 
Offences made againft the Deities, = °° 
Are {oon forgot. 
| Iris. | 
If who offends, be wife. 


__Here, out of the Earth, arifetha Hill, and on the top 
of it, a Globe, on which Fame is feen ftanding with her 


| Trumpet in her Hand; and on the Hill, are feated four 


Perfons, prefenting Poefie, Hiftory, Architecture, and Scul- 
pture: who together with the Nympbs, Floods,-.and Foun- 


tains, make a full Quire ; at which, Fame begins to mount, 


and moving her Wings, flieth, finging, up to Heaven. 
Fame. a 
Rife golden Fame, and give thy name a birth 


CHORUS | 8 
From great and generous aétions, done om Earth. 


| Fame. 
The life of Fame ss action. © 


CHORUS. 
‘ Under ftood 
That attion muft be vertuons, great, and good! 
Fame. oa an 


Vertue it felf by Fame is oft protected, 
And dies defpifed —— das 


GHORUS. 
Where the Fame’s neglected. 
Fame. oe 


Who bath not heard of Chioris, -and ber Bower, - 
Fair Iris aét, employ’d by Juno’s power os 
To guard the Spring, and profper every Flower, 
Whom Fealoufie and Hell thought to devour ? 


CHO- 


TL. 


Mafques. | 6 59 


‘CH re) RUS. _ Fame. 
Great altions, oft ob wd by time, may lie, Thus Fame, afcends, by all degrees, to Heaven: 
Oras in meee Dee ; ‘ os And heargna Light, beregbrighter than the feven. 
Fame. aks ; . 
% Bat they lft £9 tmemory. | _ | CHORUS. 
, Poefie. Let all applaud the/cht. © 
a We that fuftain thee, Learned Poelie, ° Air firft, that gave the bright 
: | "  Refleétsons, Day or Night ! 
o 7 | ' ‘Hiftory. : With thefe fupports of Fame, a ae 
And I, ber Sifter, fevere Hiltory. . - | That keep alive ber name ! o ee Ee a 
® The Beauties of the Spring. Vs : 
is Architecture. . Founts, Rivers, every thing : : a ° 
. With ArchiteGure, who will raife thee bigh, From the height of ail, , 
To the Waters fall, 
Sculpture. Refound, and fing 


: Sculpture, tbat con hep thee fram to die, |The konomyof bis Chloris, to tbe Kin 
| aa : fe f Te? Chloris, the Queen of Flowers : 


CH O RU S aA - ‘The poeetne{s of all Showers; 
2aZh, e 
All i lift thee to Eternity. ki fom The ornament of Bowers ; 


- The top of. Par-amours ! 2 
ae ag Fame, being hidden in the Clouds, the Hill finks : and 
ame, being hidden in the Clouds, the inks: an 
And Jur, through the Air, doth make fee ae the Heaven clofeth. 
Tris. | : 
' By ber fereneft Meffenger of Dey. ‘ The Mafquers dance with the Lords. 


ae 
Pd 


) : ® * e 
"The Names of the Masauers as they fate in the Bower. 


oe ‘The QUEEN. 
© Countefs of Carlifle. Countefs of Carnar'van. : 

. .@ Countefs of Berkfhire. M. Porter. 

Countefs of Newport. | M. Dor. Sage. 
~  Countefs of Oxford. Lady Howard. _ 

Lady Anne Cavendifh. — M Eliz, Savage, 
Lady Penelope Egerton. 1 .M. Anne Wefton. . 

Lady Strange. . _M. Sophia Cary. | 
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a De Arte 
POETICA 


Umano capiti cer'vicem pictor equinam 


Fungere fi velit, Ge varias inducere plumas, 

| Undiq; collatis membris, ut turpiter atrium 7 

Definat in pifcem, mulier formofa fuperne ; 
 Spectatum admilfi rifum temeatis, amics ? 

Credite, Pifones, i/ti tabule fore librum 

Perfimilem 5 cujus, velut egri fomnia, Gane 
_ Fingentur fpecies, ut nec pes, EC caput, unt | 

Reddatur forma. Pittoribus, atque Poetts, 

Quidlibet audendi femper fuit aqua potetas. 


Scimus; CG» Lane veniam petimufque; damafqne, wiciffim : 


Sed non ut placidis coéant immitia, non ut} * 

Serpentes avibus geminentur, tigribus agni. 

Inceeptis gravibus plerunque G magna profe(fis, 

Purpureus late qui [plendeat unus & alter | 

Affsitur pannus, cum lucus, cy ara Diane, 

Es properantis aque per amenos ambitus agros, 

Aut fluamen Rhenum, du pluvins defcribitur arcus. 
eo Sed nunc non erat bss locus: &, fortaffe, cupreffum 
Seis fixsylare, quid hoc, fi frattis enatat ex[pes — 
Navibua, ere dato qui pingitur ? ampbora capt 
Inftituss currente votd, cur urcem exit ? . 

Denique fit, quod vs, fimplex duntaxat, O unum. | 
° Maxima pars vatum, pater, Ov juvenes patre digns, 
Decipimur {pecie recti : Brevis effe laboro, 

Obfcuras fia: Settantem levia, nervt, . 

Deficiunt animigq; : profeffss grandia, turget : 

Serpit bumi, tutus nimium, timidufgs procelle. 

Qui variare cupit rem prodigialiter unam, 
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HORATIUS HORACE 


Of the Art of 


POETRY ~*~ 


F to a Woman’s Head a Painter would 
Set a Horfe-neck, and divers Feathers fold 
On every Limb, ta’en from @ feveral Creature, 
Prefenting upwards, a fair Female feature, 
Whiclt in fome fwarthy Fith uncomely ends® 
Admitted to the fight, although his Friends, git 


Could you contain your Langhter? Gredit me, © 


This Piece, my Pi/o’s, and that Book agree, 

Whole Shapes,like Sick-mtns Dreams, are feign’d fo vag, 

As neither Head, nor Foot, ene form retain. 

But equal power to Patntér and to Poet, 

Of daring all, hath {till been given; we know it: 

And both do crave, and give again, this leave. 

Yet, not as therefore wil, ard tame fhould cleave 

Together : not that we fhould Serpents fee 

Wich Doves ; ‘or Lambs with Tygets coupled be. | 
In grave beginnings, and great ching$ profeft, 

Ye have oft-times, that may o’er-thine the rett, 

A Scarlet Piece, or two, ftitch’d in - when or 

Diana’s Grove, or Altar, with the bor- . . 

Dring Circles of {wift Waters that intwine 

The pleafant Grounds, or when the River Rdine, 

Or Rambow is defcrib’d. - But here was now 


No place for thefe. - And, Painter, hap’ly, thou 


Know’'lt only well to paint a Cyprefs-Tree. 
What’s this ? if he whofe Money hireth thee 

To paint him, hath by {wimming hopelefs {cap’d, 
Thc whole Fleet wreck’d ? a great Jar to be fhap’d, 
Was meant at firft. Why @rcing ftill abour 

Thy labouring Wheel, comes fcarce a Pitcher out. 
In thore; Ibid, Let whac thou work’ft upon, 


| Be fimply quite throughout, and wholly one. 


Mott Writers, noble Sire, and either Son, 
‘Are, with the likenefs of the Truth, undone. 
My felf for fhortne(s labour ; and I grow 
Obfcure.’ This ftriving to run fmooth, and flow, 
Hath neither Soul, nor Sinews. Lotty he - 
Profetling greatnefs, fwells: That low by lee 
Creeps on the Ground ; too fale, too afraid of Storm. 
This feeking, in a various kind, to form ° 

Delphinum 


- 


Delphinum fylus appingit, fluctibes aprum. 


In vitinms ducit culpa fuga, fi caret arte. 


Emilium circa ludum faber imus, O.ungueis 
Exprimet, Gr molleis imitabitur ere capillos ; 
Infcclix operis fumsma : quia ponere totum 
Nefciet. Hunc ego me, ft quid componere curem, 
Non magis effe velim, quam prave vivere nafo, 
Speclandum nigris oculss, nigrog, tapillo. 

Sumite materiam veftris, qui [cribitis, aquam | | 

Viribes, cy verfate din, quid ferre recufent, 
Quid valeant bumeri, cui leita potenter erit res, @ - 
Nec facumdia deferit bunc, mec lucidus ordo. 
Ordinis bec virtus erit, G» Venus, aut ego fallor, 
Ut jem nunc dicat, jam nunc debentia dict 
Pleraq; differat : & prefens in tempus omittat. 
Hoc amet, by [pernat promiffi carminis autor. 

In verbis etiam ue cautula, ferends, 
Dixerss egregie, notum fi callida verbum 
Reddiderit juntura novum. Si forte neceffe eft, 
Isdiciss monffrare recentibuus abdita rerum ; 

Fingere cinclutss non exaudita Cethegis 


Continget, dabiturq; licentia, faumpta pudentér. 
Et nova fittag; naper babebunt verba fidem, fi 


‘Greco fonte cadant, parce detorta. Quid autem 


Czcilio, Plautog; debit Romanms, ademptums 
Virgilio, Varioque? ego cur acquirere pauca 

85 poffum, invideor : ciem lingua Catonis, d& Enni 
Sermonem patrium ditaverit ; G» nova rerum 
Nomina protulerit ? Licwit, femperg, licebit, 
Signatum prefente notd producere nomen. 


. Us fyloe foliss promos mutantur in annos, 
Prime cadunt ; ita verberum vetus interit etas, 


Et juvenum rite florent modi nata, vigentque. 
Bebemur morti wos, noftraque ! five receptus 


_ Terra Neptunus, clafes Aquilonibus arcer, 


Regis opus, fterilifve dik palus, aptagq;, rems, 
Vicinas urbes alit, & grave fentit aratrum: - 

Ses curfum mutavit iniquum frugibas anmis; 
Doéius iter melius. Murtalia facta peribuy : 
Nedum fermonum fet honos, & gratia vivax. 
Multa renafcentur, quae jam cecidére, cadentq;, 


— Que nunc fumt in honore, vocabula, fi volet ufus 


— Quem penes arbitrium eft, @’ vis, & norma loquendi. 


Res geftee reguamque,. ducumgue, & tristia bella’ 
Quo fcribi poffent numero, monftravit Homerus. 
Verfibus impariter juntiss querimonia primum, 

Poff etidm inclufa ef voti fententia COMPOS. 
Quis tamen exiguos elegos emsferit author, 
Grammatici certant, & adbuc {ub judice lis eft. 


Horace, of the Art of Poetry, — 


One thing, prodigioufly, paints in the Woods 
A Dolphin, and a Boar amid’ the Floods. 

50, thunning faults, to greater faule doth lead, 
When in a wrong, and artlefs way we tread. 
The worft of Statuaries, here about 2 
Th’ e4milian School, in brafé can fathion out 
The Nails; and every curled Hair difclofe, 
But in the main work harlefs: fince he knows 
Not to defign the whole. Should I afpire 

To forma Work, I would no more defi:e 


Unto your Strength, and long examine it, 


Upon your Shoulders. Prove what they will bear, 


To be that Smith , thanlive, mark’d one of thofe, .. 
‘| With fair black Eyes, and Hair, and awry Nofe. 
Take, therefore, you that write, ftill Matter fic’ 


And what they will not. Him whofechoice doth rear 


His Matter to his power, in afl he makes, 
Nor Language, nor clear Order ere forfakes, 
The Vertue of which Order, and true Grace, 
Or I am much deceiv’d, fhall be to place 
Invention. Now, to fpeak; and then differ 


| Much, that mought now be {poke : omitted here 


Till fiteer Seafon. Now, to like of this; 
Lay that afide, the Epicks Office is. 
In ufing alfo of new words, to be 
Right.fpare, and wary : then thou {peak’ft to me 


Molt worthy praife, when words that common grew; 


Are, .by thy cunning placing, made meer new. 
Yet, if by chance, inutt’ring things abftrufe, 


Thou need new Terms; thou mailt, without excufe, 


Feign words, unheard of to the well-trufs’d Race 
Of the Cerbegi ; And-all Men will grace, 
And give, being taken modettly, this leave, 


And thofe thy new, and late-coin’d Words receive, 


So they fall gently from the Grecian Spring, 


And come not too much wrefted. ‘What's that thing, 


A Roman to Cecilius will allow, - 
Or Plautus, and in Virgil difavow, 
Or Varies? why amI now envi'd fo, 


{If I can give fome {mall increafe ? When, lo, 
| Cato’s and Ennins Tongues have lent much worth, | 


And wealth unto our Language; and broughe forth 


New names of things. It hath been ever tree, 
And ever will, to utter Terms that be 


Stamp’d to the time. As Woods whofe change appears 


still in their Leaves, throughout the fliding years, 
The firft-born dying, fo the aged State 

Of Words decay, and Phrafes born but late 

Like tender Buds fhoot up, and frefhly grow. 

Our felves, and all that’s ours, to death we owe: 
Whether che Sea receiv’d into the Shore, 

That from the North, the Navy fafe doth ftore, 
A kingly Work; er that long barren Fén 

Once rowable, but now doth nourifh Men 


In Neighbour-towns, and feels the weighty Plough ; 


Or the wild River, who hath changed now - 
His courfe fo hurtful bothto Grain and Seeds, 
Being taught a better way. All mortal Deeds 
Shall peri(h: fo far off itis, the Sate, 

Or grase of Speech, fhould hope a lafting date. 
Much Phrafe thar now is dead, thall be reviv’d 5 
And mygh fhall dye, that now is nobly liv’d, 

If Culffh pleafe ; at whofe difpofing Will 

The power and ruleof fpeaking refteth ftill. 


® 


The gefts of Kings, greae Captains, and fad Wars, 


“What number beft can fic, Homer declares. 

In Vérfe unequal match’d, firft fowre Laments, 
After Mens Wifhes, crown’d in cheir Events 
Were alfo clos’d: Bur, who che Man fhould be, 
That firft fent forth the dapper-Elegy, » 

All the Grammarians ftrive ; and yet in de 
Before the Judge, ithangs, and wajcs repof. 


Mula 


662 | Horatius, de Arte Poetica. : 
ee 


Mua dedit fidibus Divos puerofq, Deorum, 
Et pugilem vittorem, Gr equum certamine primum, 


Et jwvenum curas, eo libera vine referre. 


| Archilocum proprio rabies armavit Iambo. 
Hunc focei cepere pedem, grandesq; cotburni, 
Alternis aptum fermonibus, & popalares 
Vincentem ftrepitus, & natum rebus agendis. 


Verfibus exponi Tragics res Comica non vult. 
Indignatur item pripatu, ac prope focco 
Dignis carminibus celebrari cena Thyefte. 
Singula quaq; locum teneant fortita decenter. | 
Defcriptas fervare vices operuma, colores, 

Cur ego, fi nequco, ignorog;, Poeta falutor 2 

Cur nefcire pudens pravi, quam difcere malo? 
Interdim tamen, & vocem Comedia tollit, 

Tratufq; Chremes tumido delitigat cre, 

Et ‘Iragicus plerumque dulet fermone pedeftri 
Telephus, & Peleus, cum pauper, c exul aterq; 
an Projicit ampullas, && fe[quipedalia verba, 

Ss curat cor {pectantas tetigif[e querela. 

Now fatis eft pulchra effe poemata : dulcia funto, 

Et quocung, volent animum auditoris agunt0. 

Ut ridextibus arrident, ita flentibus adflent 

Humani vultas, Si yis me flere, dolendum ef 

Primum ipfi tibi_ : tanc tua me infortunia ledent 
| Telephe, vel Pelu. Adal fi mandata loqueris, 

“Aut dormitabo, aut ridebo. Triftia meftum 

Vultum verba decent : iratum, plena minarum: 

Ludcutem, lafcive : feverum, feria dutta. - 

Firmat enim natura pris nos intus ad omnem 

Fortanarum babitum : jwoat, aut impellit ad iram, 

Aut ad bumum marore gravi deducit, & angit: 

Poft effert animi motus interprete lingua. 

Si dicentis erunt fortuns abfona dicta, 

Romans tollent equites pedite(q, cachinnum. | 
 Intererit multum, Davus ne loquatur, an beros : 
Maturifne fenexy an adbuc florente juventa | 
Fervidus : am matrona potens, an fedula nutTrx : 
Mércatorne vagus, cultorne virentis agelli : 


Colchus, an Affyrius: Thebis nutritus, an Argis: 


iat famam fequere, aut fibi conmvenientia finge 
Scriptor. Honoratum fi forte repos Achillem, 
Impiger, iracundus, inexorabilss, acer, : 
Fura neger fibi nata, nibil non arroget armis. 
Sit Medea ferox, invitiaq; fiebilw Ino, 
Perfidus Ixion, Io vage, triftis Oreftes. 
Si quid inexpertum {cena committis, G audes 
Perfonam formare novam ; fervetur ad imum 


Qualis ab inceepto procefferit, Cr fibi conftet. 
Difficile eff proprie communia dicere , tug, 

Refctius Higgam carmen deducts in albus, 

Quam fi proferres ipnota, indiGhaqs prim wm. 


, Unto the Lyrick Strings, the Mufe gave Grace 


To chant the Gods, and alltheir God-like Race, 
The conqu’ring Champion, the prime Horfe in courfe, 
Frefh Lovers bufinefs, and the Wines free fource. 
Th’ Iambick arm’d Archilochns to rave, | 

This Foot the Socks took up, and Buskins grave, 
As fic t’? exchange difcour fe, a Verfeto win 

On popular noife with, and do bufinefs in. 

The Comick Matter will not be expreft — 

In tragick Verfe; no lefs Zhyeftes feaft 

Abhors low Numbers, and the private Strain . 

Fit for the Sock : Each Subje& fhould retain 

The Place allotted it, with decent thewes. 

If now the turns, the colours, and right hues 

Of Poems here defcrib’d, I can, nor ufe, 

Nor know ¢ obferve : Why (i’ the Mufes name) _ 
Am I call’d Poet? wheretore with wrong fhame, 
Perverfly modeft, had I rather owe 

To igngrance ftill, chan either learn, or know? — 
Yet, fometime doth the Comedy excite 

Her Voice, and angry Chremes chafes out-righe 
Wich {welling Throat: and, oft the tragick wight 
Complains in humble Phrafe.: Both Telephss, 
And Peles, if they feek co heart-ftrike us 

That are Spectators, with their mifery, 

When they are poor, and banifh’d, muft throw by 


‘4 Their Bombard-phrafe, and foot-and-half:foot Words : 


’Tis not enough, th’ elaborate Mufe affords 


_ | Her Poem’s beauty, but a fweet delight 


To work the hearers Minds, ftill co their plighe. 
Mens Faces, ftill, with fuch as laugh, are prone 
Taq laughter ; fo they grieve with thofe that mone. 
If thou would’ft have me weep, be thou firft drown’d 
Thy felf in Tears, then me thy lofs will wound, 
Peleus, or Telepbus. If you {peak vile 

And ill-penn’d things, I hall, or fleep, or fimile. 
sad Language fits fad Looks ; ftuff’d menacings, 
The angry Brow; the f{portive, wanton things; 
And the fevere, fpeech ever ferious. 

For Nature, firft within doth fafhion us. 

To every {tate of Fortune ; the helps on, 

Or urgeth usto anger; and anon 

With weighty Sorrow hurls us all along, 

And tortures us: and, after by the Tongue 

Her truch-man, fhe reports the Minds each throw. 
If now the Phrafe of him that fpeaks, thall flow: 


[In found, quite from his Fortune ; both the rout, 


And Roman Gentry, jearing, will laugh out. 

It much will differ, if a God fpeak, chan, 

Or an Herce ; If a ripe old Man, 

Or fome hot youth, yet in his flourithing Courfe: 

Where fome great Lady, or her diligent Nourfe ; 

A ventring Merchant, or the Farmer free 

Of fome {mall thankful Land: whether he be 

OF Cholchs born; orin Affyria bred ; 

Or, with the Milk of Thebes ; or Argus, fed. 

Or follow Fame, thou that doft write, or fain 

Things in themfelves agreeing: If again 

Honour’d Acbslles chance ‘by chee be feiz’d, 

Keep him {till Give, -angry, un-appeas’d, — 

Sharp, and contemning Laws, at him fhould aim, 

Be nought fo ’bove him but his Sword let claim. 
Medea make brave with impetuous {corn 3 


‘| Ino bewail’d; Ixion falfe, forfworn ; 


Poor Jo wandring; wild Orefes mad: 

If fomething ftrange, that never yet was had 

Unto the Scene thou bring’ft, and dar°ft create 

A mere new Perfon, Look he keep his ftate 

Unto the laft, as when he firft went forth, - 

Still to be like himfelf, and hold his worth. 

‘Tishard, to {peak things common, properly : 

And thou maiit becter bring a R hap/ody 

Of Hemer’s, forth in Acts, than of thine own, — 
Firft publith things unfpoken, and unknown. ; 


Publica 


Horace, of the Art of Poetry. | 65 


Publica materies privati juris erit 5 fo. 

Nec circa vilem, patulumq; morabers orbem : 

Nec verbum verbs curabys reddere fidus | 
Interpres : nec defilies imitator in arum, : 

Unde pedem profirze pudor vetet, aut operss Tex.. 
Nec fic incivies, ut (criptor Cyclicus olim: 
Fortunam Priami: cant abo, && nobile beRum. | 
Quid dignum tanto feret bic promiffor biatu?. _ 
Parturient montes, nalcetur ridiculus mus. fo 
Quanto rectins bic, qua mil molitur ineptes 
Dic mibi Mufa virum, Caple post tempora Trojz, 
Qui mores hominum multoram vidit, & urbe... ° 
Lion fumum, ex. fulgore, fed ex fuimo dare lucem 
Cogitat, ut fpeciofa debinc miracula promat, - 


f 
_ ee cae 


Yet common Matter thou thine own maift make, 
If thou the vilé, broad trodén Ring forfake. 
For, being a Poer, thou mailt feign, create, 
Not care, as thou wouldft faithfully tranflate, 
To render word for word : nor with thy flighe 
Of imitation, leap into a {treight, 
From whenée thy Modeity, or Poems Law _ 

4 Forbids thee forth again thy Foor to draw. 
Nor fo begin, as did that Circler late, 
I fing a noble War, and Priam’s Fate. A 

| Whar doth this Promifer fach gaping worth 
Afford ? The.Mountains travail’d, and brought forth 
A {corned Moufe!O, how much better this, . 

| Who nought affays unaptly, or amifgs? oe 
Speak to me, Mufe, the Man, who after Troy was fack’t, 
Saw many Towns, and Men, and could their Mannces traét. 

- . + He thinks not howto give you Smoke from Light, 

But Light from Smoke ; that-he may draw his bright 


Antiphaten, Sey llatnay. > es Cyclope Charyb dim: } Wonders forth after: As Antipbates, 


Nec gemino bellum Trojanumt orditur ab ovo. 

Semper ad eventum feftinat, & in medias res, 

Non fecus ac notas, auditorem rapit: ¢ que 

De/perat tratata nitefcere polfe, relinquit. 

tq, ita mentitur, fic veris falfa remifcet, 

Primo ne medium, medio ne difcrepet imum. _ 

Tu quid ego, C» populus mecam defideret, audi. 

Ss plauforis eges aulea manentis, co ula; 7 

Seffuri, donec cantor, Vos plaudite, dicat, 

eEtatys cujulq; actandi [unt tibi mores, 

Mobilibufa; decor naturss dandus, & annis. | _ . 
Reddere qui voces fam {cit per, a pede certo : ; 


Signat Lumum, geftit paribus cokudere, & iran: ar 


Colligit, ac ponit temere, & mutatur in boras.  . 


+ Tmnberbis juvenis tandem cuftode remoto, sofia 
Gaudet equis canibufa,, & aprict gramine.tarmpi,. 
Ccrems in vitium fretti, monitor ibis afper, o< 
Utilium tardus provifor, prodigus aris, ee & 
Sublimis, cupidulq;, & amata relinquere pernixe! . 


« & 


Converfis fiudias et as, animusq; virilis , 


Queerit opes, GO amicitias: infervit bonori Pee 
Commififje cavet, quod mox mutare laboretc!: <! ... 


| ; a ee Pee ere 
Multa fenem | circum veninnt incommoda tuch Hus a 
Qyerit, & invemis mifer abftinet, ac timet uti mies i 
Vel quid res omnes timide gelideg: ‘miniftrat 5 ue : 
Dilator, pe longus, iners, avidusq > futuri, ». Pt as 


Difficilis, querulas, laudatur tampors alti pie oe 
Se puero: cenfor, caftigatorg; mincrum. 
es a " “2 wo as 
Multa ferunt-anni venientes commoda fecum :°-' 
Multa recedentes adimunt, ne: forte feniles a 


Mandentur juveni partes, pueroque viriles,... ° 1. - 


~ 


Semper in adjuntlis, evoque morabimur apa...) 6 


| | ae es 
Aut agitur res in [cens, aut aba refertur, ~ - 


Segnizs irritant animos demiffa per aurem, 7 
Quam quae funt oculis fubjetta fidelibus, Cr dua 
Ipfe fibi tradit . {peétator, non tamen intus 


Seylla, Charybdw,. Polypheme, with thefe. . 

| Nor from the Brand, with which the Life did burn 
| OF Meleager, brings he the return eg 
| OF Diomede; nor Troys fad War begins oA 
__pRrom the two Eggs, that did diclofe the Twins. . 

| He ever haftens to the end, and fo OS 
(Asif he knew ic) raps his hearer to 

The middle of his Matter: letting go 
What he defpairs, being handled, might not fhow 
And fo well feings, fo mixeth cunningly = 
Falfhood with Truth, asno Man can elpy : 
{Where the midft differs from the firft: or where — 
‘| The laft doth from the midft dif-join’d appear. — 
| Hear, what it isthe People, andIdefire: ° 
It fuch a ones Applaufe thou doft require, 

That tarries till the Hangings be ta’en down, | 


a 
e 


-_. prAnd fits, till the Epil:guefays Clap or Crown : 


The Cultoms of each age'thou muft obferve; | 
And give their. Years and Natures, as they {werve, 
Fic Rights. The Child, that now knows how to fay, 
And can tread firm; longs with like Lads to play; 
‘S00n angry, and foon pleas'd, is fweet, or fowre;: 
He knows not why,. and changeth every Hour... - 

Th’ unbearded Youth, his Guardian once being gone, 
‘Loves Dogs, and Horfes; and is ever one 
‘| P che open Field; Is Wax-like to be wrought 
| To every Vice, as hardly to be brought 
To endure Counfel : A Provider flow | 
For his own good, a carelefs Letter-go | 
Of Money, haughty; to defire foon mov’d,: - 
And then as {wift to. leave what he:hath lov’d. 

Thefe Studies alter now, in. one, grown Man; 
‘His better’d Mind feeks Wealch and Friendfhip ; than 
-| Looks after Honotrs,. and bewares to a@ 
| What ftraight-way he muft labour to retra@. ee. 


The old Man many Evils do gire round; 
Either becaufe he feeks, and, having found, — 
Doth wretchedly, thé ufe of things forbear, 


.. fOr do’s all deg eae and with fear ; 


A great deferrer, long in hope, grown numb 

Wich floth, yer greedy ftill ot what’s'tocome: 
Froward, complaining, .a commender glad 

_ pOr the Times patt, when he was a young .Lad; | 

‘f And {till correé@ting Youth, and cenfuring, 

Mans comitig years‘much good with them do bring: 


| Achis departing take much thence; -left, then, 


: — The parts of Age to youth be given; or Men | 
“| To Children; we muft always dwell, and ftay 
-| In ficting proper Adjunéts to each day. 7 
The butnets either on the Stage is done, 
Or aéted cold. But, ever, things that run 
In at the Ear, do‘ftir the Mind more flow, . 
Than thofe the faichful Eyes take in by thow, * 
And the Beholder co himielt doth render. 
Yet co the Stage, at all chou maift not tender 
Digna 


a 
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Digna geri, promes in fcenam + multaque tolles 

Ex oculis, qué mox narret facundia prefers. 

Nec pucros coram populo Medea trucidet : 

Aut bumana palam coquat exta nefarius Atreus : 
Aut in avem Progne vertatur, Cadmus in angucm, 
Quodcunque oftendit mibi | fic, sncredulus odi. 


Néve minor, quinto, new fit produttior atte 
Fabula que pofci vult, & fpectata repont. 
Nec Deus interfit, wifi dignus vindice nodus 
Inciderit : nec quarta logui per[ona labor et. 


Autoris partes chorus, ofpciumaue virile 
Defendat, new quid medios intercinat altus 
Quod non propofito conducat, d» bereat apte. 

Ile bons faveatque, & concilietur amice. 
| Et regat iratos, Cy amet peccare timentess. 
Ie dapess lauder menfe brevis: ille falubrem 
Fustitiam, legesque, Or apertis otia ports. 
Ile tegat commif[a, Deofqne precetur, cy oret, 
Ut redeat mifers, abeat fortuna fuperbss. 


Tibia non, ut nunc, orichdlco vinta, tubeque 
eEmula, fed tenus, fimplex foramine pauco 
Afpirare, &» adeffe choris erat utile, atque 
Nondiam [piffa nimis complere fedilia flatu. . 
Qud [ane papulus numerabilis, utpote parues y 
Et frugi, caftufque verecundusque coibat. 
Poftquam capit agros extendere victor, O° urbem 
Latier amplecti murus, Vinoque diurno, 
Placari Genius fefts impune diebss, 

Acceffit numeri{q, modifque licentia mayor. 
Indoétus quid enim faperet, liberque laborum, 
Rufticus urbano confujus, turpis bonefto ? 

Sic prifce motumque, ©» luxuriam addidit arti 
Tibicen, traxitq, vagus per pulpita velter. - 
Sic etiam fidibus voces crevere fevers, 

Es tulit elquiuns infolitum facundia precept. 
Usiliumque fazax rerum, & divina futari 
Sortilegis non difcrepuit fententia Delphis. 

Ignotum Tragice genus invenif[e Camane 
Dicitur, & plauftris versffe poemata Thefpis, 
Que canerent agerent que peruncti facibus ora. 
Poft bunc perfone palleque repertor bonefie 
FE{chylus, & modics inftravit pulpita tigns, 
Et docuit magnumaue loqui nitique cothurno. 
Carmine qui Tragico vilem certavit ob bircum, 
Mox etiam agreftess Satyros nudavit, & afper 
Incolumi gravitate jocum tentavit : ¢ quod 
Ilecebris erat, G° grata novitate morandus 
Spectator, funttusque facrss, © potus, Go exlex. 


Verim ita vifores, ita commendare dicaces 
Conveniet Satyros, ita vertere feria ludo : 
Ne, quicunque Dew, quicung; adbibebitur Heros, 
Regali con{pellus in auro nuper, © otro, 


| And fo their prating co prefenc was beft 


Things worthy tobe done within, bue take | 
Much from the fight, which fair report will make 
Prefent anon: Medea muft noc kill . 

Her Sons before the People; nor the ill- 

Natur’d, and wicked Arreus Cook, to th’ Eye, 


| His Nephews Entrails ; nor muft Progze ‘fly 


Into a Swallow chere ; Nor Cadmus take, 
Upon the Stage, the Figure of a Snake. 
What fo is fhown, I nor believe, and hate. 

Nor mutt the Fable, that would hope the Fate 
Once feen, to be again call’d for, and plaid, 
Have more or Jefs than juft five Ads: nor laid, 
To have a God come in ; except a Knot 
Worth his untying happen there: And not 
Any fourth Man, to {peak at all, afpire. 

An Adors Parts, and Office too, the Quire 
Muft maintain manly ; not be heard to fing 
Between the Ads, a quite clean other thing 
Than tothe parpofe leads, and ficly ’grees. 

Ic ftill muft favour good: Men, and to cthefe 

Be won a Friend ; Ic muft both fway, and bend 
The angry, and love thofe that fear ¢ offend. 
Praife the {pare Diet, wholfom Juftice, Laws, 
Peace, and the open Ports, that peace doth canfe 
Hide faults, pray to the Gods, and with aloud 
Fortune would love the Poor, and leave the Proud 

The Hau*-boy, notas now with latten bound, 
And rival with che Trumpet for his found, 

But fofc, and fimple, at few holes breath’d Time 
And Tune too, fitted to the Choras Rhyme, 

As loud enough to fill the Seats, not yee 

So over-thick, but, where the People met, | 


1 They mighe with eafe be numbred, being a few 


Chatte, thrifty, modeft Folk, that came to view. 
But, as they Conquer’d, and enlarg’d their Bound, 
That wider Walls embrac’d their Cicy round, 
And they uncenfur’d might at Feafts and Plays 
Steep the glad Genins in che Wine, whole days, 
Both in their Tunes, the Licence greater grew, 
And 1n their Numbers; For, alas, whae knew 


| The Ideor, keeping Holy-day, or drudge, 


Clown, Towni-man, bafe, and noble, mix’d, to judge 2 
‘Thus, co his antient Art the Piper lent | 


‘| Gefture and Riot, whilft he fwooping went 


In his train'd Gown about the Scage : So grew 
In time to Tragedy, a Mufick new. 
The rath, and head-long Eloquence brought forth 


‘| Unwonred Language ; and chat fenfe of worth 


That found out Profit, and foretold each thing — 


-} Now differ'd not from Defphick riddling. 


Thefpss is {aid to be rhe firft found our 
The Tragedy, and carried ic about, rae 
Till chen unknown, in Carts, wherein did ride 
Thofe chat did Ging, and a@: their Faces dy’d 
Wich Leesof Wine. Nexe Efchyle, more 
Brought in the Vifor, and the Robe of State, 
Builc a {mall timbred Stage, and caught chem talk 
Lofty, and grave; and in the Buskin ftalk. 
He coo, tha did in Tragick Verfe concend, 
For the vile Goat, foon after, forthdid fead 
The rough rude Satyrs naked; and would try, 


‘| Though fower, with fafery of his Gravity. - 
| How he could jeft, becaufe he mark’d and faw 


The free Spe&ators, fubje@ to no Law, 


| Having well eat, and drunk : the Rites being done, 


Were to be ftaid wich foftnefles, and won 

Wich fomething that was acceptably new. | 

Yet fo the fcoffing Satyrs to Mens view, * 
y | 

And fo to turn all earneft into jeft, _ 

As neither any God, were brought in there, 

Or Semi-god, chat late was {cen to wear 

A Royal Crown, and Purple; be made hop 

Wich poor bafe Terms, through every bafer Shop: 


AMigret 


Migret in ob{curas bamil: fermsone tabernas ; 
Aut, dum vitat bumum, nubes, G& inania captet. 
Effutirve leves indigna Tragedia ver{us: 


Us feftis matrona moveri juffa diet, 
Bntererit Satyrss paulum: pudibunda protervs. 


Non ego inornata, & dominantia nomina folum, 
Verbaque, Pifones, Satjrorum [criptor amabo : 
Nec fic enitar Tragico differre colors 
Us nibil ineerfit, Davus ne loquatur, an audax 
Pythias exsuséo lucxata Simone talentum ; 
An cuftes, famululgue dei Silenus alumni. 

Ex noeto fixum carmen Sequar, ut poi quires 
Speret idem : fudet nulsana freftragque laboret 
Aulus tdem : tantuns feries juntinraque poles : 
Tantum de medio funeptis accedit honors. 

Silvis dedulti caveant, me tudice, Fauni, 

Ne velut innati triviws, ae pene foren{es, 

Ast nimium tencris jwvenentur verfibus unquarm, 
Aut immunda crepest, ignominiofague ditt a.. 


Offendwntur enim, quibus eff equus, @ pater, & res: a 


Nec, fo quid fridti cicerw probat, Gr nucis ensptor, 
eLquis accipiunt anime, donantve corona, 

Succefit vetus bis Comedia non fine multd 
Laude, fed in vitiune libertas excidit, O vim 
Dignam lege regi. Lex eff accepta, choru{que 
Turpiter obticuit, {ublato jure nocendi. 


Syllaba longa brevi fubjetta, vocatur lambus 
Pes citus : unde etiam trimetras accrefcere juffit 
Nomen lambes, cum fenos redderct ictus, 
Primus ad extremum fimilis frbi: non ite pridem 
Tardior ut paulo graviorque veniret ad auress, 
Spondeeos flabjles in jura paterna recepst 
Commodus, G patiens : non ut de fede fecunda 
Cederet, aut quarta focialiter : bic in Acci 
Nobilibus trimetrss apparet rarus : O Enni. 

Is fcenam miffos magna cum pondere verfus, 
Aut opere celerss nimium, curaque carents, 

Aut ignorate premit arts crémine turpi : 

Non quivis videt immodulata pocmata jadex. 
Ex data Romans venia eft indigna pettss, 
Idcircone wager, fcribamque licenter 2? an omncis: 
Vifuros peccata putem mea? tutus, & intra 
Spens venia cautus? vitavi denique culpam, 
Now laude merui. Vos exemplaria Graca 
Notturnd verfate manna, ver{ate diurna. 


At nofiri proavi Plautinos, & numeres, or 
Laudavere faleis : nimium patienter utrunque, 
Ne dicam ftulté, mirati , fi modo ego, & Vos 
Scinsus inurbanum lepido feponere ditto, 
Legitimumque fonum digitis callemus, & aure. 

Nil intentatum noftri liquere poeta, 

Nec minimum meruére decus, veftigia Greca 


Aufi deferere, G» celebrare domeftica fada : 
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Or whilft he thunsthe Earth, to catch ar Air 
And empty Clouds. For Tragedy isfair, 
And far unworthy to blurt out. light Rhimes ; 
But, as a Matron drawn at folemn times 

To dance, fo fhe fhould, fhamefac’d, differ far 
From what th’ ob{cene, and petulant Satyrs are. 

Nor I, when I write Satyrs, will fo love 

Plain Phrafe, my Pi/o’s, as alone ¢’ approve 
Mere reigning Words : nor will I Jabour fo 

Quite from all face of Tragedy to go, : 
As not make difference, whether Davas fpeak, 
And the bold Pythias, having cheated weak 
Simo; and, of a Talent wip’d his Purfe; _ 

Or old Silenus, Bacchas guard, and Nurfe. 

Ican out of known gear, a Fable frame, 

And fo, as every Man may hope the fame ; 

Yet he thar offers at it, may fweat much, 
And coil in vain : the Excellence is fuch 
Of Order, and Connexion; fo much grace 
There comes fometimes to things of meaneft Place. 
But, let the Fawss, drawn from their Groves, beware, 
Be I their Judge, they do at no time dare 
Like Men Street-born, and near the Hall, rehearfe 
Their youthful Tricks in over~wanron Verfe : 
Or crack out bawdy Speeches, and unclean. 
Lhe Roman Gentry, Men of Birth and Mean 
Will take offence at this: Nor, though it ftrike 
Him that buys Chiches blanch’d, or chance to like 
The Nut-crackers throughout, will they cherefore 
Receive, or give ican applaufe, the more. . 
To thefe fucceeded the old Comedy, 
And not witheut much Praife; till Liberty 
Fell into fault fo far, as now they faw 
Her Licence fit to be reftrain’d by Law: 
Which Law receiv’d, the Choras held his peace 
His power of foully hurting made to ceafe. | 

Iwo refts, a fhoreand long, th’ Jembick Frame : 
A Foot, whale {wiftnefs gave the Varfe the Name 
OF Trimeter, when yet it was fix-pac’d, 
But meer Iambicks afl, from firft to taft- 
Nor ist long fince, they did with patience take 
Into their Birth-right, and for fitnefs fake, 
The fteady Spondees ; fo themfelves do bear 
More flow, and come more weighty to the Ear: 
Provided, ne’er to yield, in any Cale 
Of fellowthip, the fourth, or fecond Place. 
This foot’ yet, in the famous Trimeters | 
Of Accins, and Enniw, rare appears : 
So rare, as with fome Tax it doth ingage 
Thofe heavy Verfés fent fo to the Stage, 
Of too much hafte, and negligence in part, 

Or a worfe Crime, the ignorance of Are. 

But every Judge hath noe the faculcy 

To note in Poams, breach of harmony + 

And there is given too, unworthy leave 

Lo Roman Poets. Shall I therefore weave 

My Verfe at random, and licentioufly ? 

Or rather, thinking all my faults may fpy, 
Grow a fafe Writer, and be wary driven‘ 
Within the hope of having all forgiven. 
*Tis clear, this way I have got off from blame, 
But, in conclufion merited no Fame. 

Take you the Greek Examples for your Light, 
In hand, and turn them over day and night. 
Our Anceftors did Plautus Numbers praife, 
And Jefts; and bath co admiration raife 

Too patiently, chae I not fondly fay ; 

If either you, or I, know the right way 

To part {currility from Wic: or can | 

A lawful Verfe, by th’ Ear, or Finger fcan. 
Our Poets, too, left ~ unproved here ; 
Nor did they merit the lefs Crown to wear, 

In daring to forfake the Grecian Tra&s, 

And celebrating our own home born Fas ; 


Qqqq | Vel 
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Vel qui Pretextas, vel qui docuére Togatas. 

Nec virtute foret, clarifve potentins arms, 

‘ \ 

Quam lingua, Latiam, ft non offenderet unum- 
— Quemque poétarum lime labor, & mora. Voso 
| Pompilius fangus carmen reprebendite, quod non 
Multa dies, G multalitura ccercust, atqs 
Perfettum decies nun caftigavit ad unguern. 
" Ingeninm mifera quia fortunatius arte 
Credit, G excludit fanos Helicone poetas 
Democritus, bone pars non nnguers ponere carat, 
Non barbam, fecreta petit loca, balnea vitat. 
Neancifcetur enim pretium, nomenq, potte, 
- Sitribus Anticyris caput infanabile nunquam 
Tcnfori Lycino commiferit. O ego levus, | 
Qui purgor bilem ub verni temporis horam. 
Non alins faceret meliora poemata: verium, | 
Nil tanti est: ergo fungar vice cots, acutum | 
Reddere que ferrum valet, exors ipa fecandi. 
Munus & officium nil feribens ipfe docebo 5 


Unde parentur opes : quid alat formetque Poetam : | 
Quid deceat, quid non: qud virtus, quo ferat error. 


Scribendi recle, [apere, eff & principinm & fons. 


| Rem tibi Socratice poterunt oftendere charte : 
Verbaque provifam rem non invita fequentar. 


Qui didicit, patrie quid debeat, & quid amici : 


Quo fit amore parens, quo frater amandus, G» bofpes : 


Quod fit confcripti, quod judicw officinm : qua 
— Partes in bellum miffi duc : ille profetto 
Reddeve perfone [cit convenientia curque. 
_Refpicere exemplar vite, morumque gubebo 
Dottum imitatorem, ¢» wveras binc ducere voces. 
Interdum {peciofa loc, morataque recke 
Fabula, nullius Veneris, fine pondere, ¢ arte, 
Valdius obleclat populum, melinsque moratur, 
Quam verfus inopes rerum, nugeque canora. 
Graiis ingenium, Graiis dedit ore rotundo 
Mufa loqui, preter laudem, nullius avart. 
Romani pucrt longs rationibus alfem 
Difcunt in parters centum diducere. Dicat 


Whether the guarded Tragedy they wrought, 
Or ’twere the gowned Comedy they taught. 

Nor had our Jta/y more glorious been 
In Vertue, and renown of Arms, than in 
Her Language, if the Stay, and Care t’ have mended, 
Had not our every Poet like offended. 
But you, Pompilins Off-{pring, {pare younot _, 
To tax that Verfe, which many a day, ‘and blot 
Have not kept in; and (left PerfeGion fail) 
Not ten times o’er, corrected to.che Nail, 
Becaufe Democritws believes a Wit 
Happier chan wretched Art, and doth, by it, 
Exclude allfober Poets, from their thare 
In Helicon; a great fore will not pare 
Their Nails, nor fhave their Beards, but to By-paths 
Retire themfelves, avoid che publick Baths ; 
For fo, they fhall not only gainthe worth, __ 
But Fame of Poets, they think, if they come forth 
And from the Barber Lycinus conceal | 
Their Heads, which three Aszticyra’s cannot heal. 
O I lett-witced, that purge every Spring 
For Choler! If Idid not, who could bring - 
Out better Poems? But I cannot buy 
My Title, at the Rate, I'd rather, I, 
Be like a Wher-ftone, that an edg can put 
On Steel, though ’e felf be dull, and cannot cut. 
I writing noughe my felf, willteachthem yet. 
Their Charge and Office, whence their Wealth to fet, 
What nourifheth, what formed, what begot 
The Poet, what becometh, and what not : 


Whether Truth may, and whether Error bring. 


The very Root of writing well, and Spring 
Is to be wife; thy Matter firft to know 3 
Which the Socratick Writings beft can fhow : 
And, where the Matter is provided ftill, | 
There Words will follow, not againft their will. 


| He, that hath ftudied well che Debt, and knows 


What to his Country, what his Friends he owes, 

What height of love, a Parent will fit beft, 

What Brethren, what a Stranger, and his Guelt, 

Can tell a States-man’s Duty, what the Arts 

And Office of a Judge are, what the Parts 

Of a brave Chiet fene to the Wars: He can, 

Indeed, give ficting dues to every Man. 

And I ftill bid the learned Maker look, 

On Life, and Manners, and make thofe his Book, 

Thence draw forth true Expreflions. For, fometimes, 

A Poem, of no Grace, Weight, Art, in Rhimes 

With {pecious Places, and being humour’d right, 

More ftrongly takes the People with delight, 

And better ftays them there, than all fine noife 

Of Verfe meer-matrer-lefs, and tinckling Toys. 
The Mufe not only gave the Greeks a Wic, 

But a well-compafs’d Mouth to utter it. 

Being Men were covetous of nought, but Praife ; 

Our Roman Youths they learn the fubtil ways 

How to divide, into a hundred Parts, 


| A Pound or Piece, by their long compting Arts: 


There’s Albin’s Son will fay, Subftraét an Ounce 
From the Five Ounces; what remains? pronounce 


Filius Albini, Si de quincunce remota eft 
Uncia, quid {uperat ? poteras dixsffe triens: eu, 
Rem poteris fervare tuam : redit uncia : quid fit? 


A Third of Twelve, you may: Four Ounces. Glad, _. 
He crys, Good Boy, thou’lt keep thine own. Now, add ~ 
1 An Ounce, what makes it then ? The half Pound juft, 
Six Ounces. O, when once the canker'd Ruft, 
And Care of getting, thus, our Minds hath ftain’d; _ 
Think we, or hope, there can be Verfes feign’d 
In Juice ot Cedar, worthy to be fteep’d, 
And in {mooth Cypre/s Boxes to be keep’d ? 
| Poets would either Profit or Delight; 
Or mixing tweet, and fit, teach Life the Right. 
Orpheus, a Priclt, and {peaker for the Gods, 
Firft trighted Men, and wildly liv’d,.at odds, 
From Slaughters, and foul Lite; and for the fame 
Was Tigers, faid, and Lyons fierce, to tame. 


Semis: al bec animos evugo, O cura pecult, 

Cum femel imbuerit, [peramus carmina fingi | 

Poffe linenda cedro, & levi- fervanda cupreffo ? 

Aut prodeffe volunt, aut deleciare Poeta, 

ut fimul & jucunda, & idonea dicere vite. 
Silwesires bcmines facer, interprefque Deorum, — 

Cadibus er Vit fado det. rruit Orpheus, 

Dicies ob boc lenire tigres, rap:dufque leones : 


Diélus 


Didtus & Amphion Thebanz cenditor arcis 


: Saxo movere {ono tefindinis, & prece blanda 


Ducere quo vellet. Fuit bec fapientia quondam, 

Publica privats fecernere, facra profanis, 

Concubitu probibere vago: dare jura maritis, 

Oppida moliri, leges incidere lizno. ‘ 

Sic honor, & nomen divine vatibus, atqne 

Carminibus venit : poft bos infignis Homerus, 

Tyrtzufque ssares animos in triftia belle 

Verfibus exacuit : die per carmina fortes, 

Et vite monfirata via eft, Gr gratia regum 

Pieriis testata modu, ludufque repertes, 

Ex longorums operum finie: ne fortd pudori 

Sit tibi Mufa lyre folers, G cantor Apollo. 

Qicquid pracipies efto brevis : ut cits diffe 

Percipiant animi dociles, teneantque fideles. 

Omne fupervacuum pleno de pellore manat. 
Kida, voluptatis causa, fint proxima vers. 

Net quodcunque volet, pofcat fibi fabula credi : 


New pranfe Lamizx vivum puerum extrabat alvo. 


Centuria feniorum agitant expertia frugs : 
Celi pratereunt auftera pocmate Rhamnes. 
Omne tulit pancium, qui mifcuit utile dulci, 
Letforem deleando, pariterque monendo. 

Hic meret era liber Sofiis: bie & mare tranfit, 
Es longum noto {criptors prorogat eve. 


Sunt delitta tamen quibus ignoviffe velinm. 
Naw neq; chorda fonum reddit, quem vult manus & mens, 
Pofcentique gravem, perfepe remittit acutum : 
Nec femper feriet, quodcunque minabitur arcus. 
Verum ubi plura nitent in carmine, mom ego paucis 
Offendar maculis, quas aut incuria fudit, — 
Aut bumana parum cavit natura : quid ergo? 
Us feriptor fi peccat idem librarias u{que 
Quarvvis eff monitus, venia caret G citharedus 
Ridetur, chords qui femper oberrat eadews : 
Sic mibi, qui multum ceffat, fit Cherilus ike, 
Quens bis terque bonum cum rife miror ; O- idem 
Indignor : quandoque bonus dormitet Homerus; = 
Verism opere in longo fas eft obrepere fompnuns. 


Ut pittura, poéfis erit : quae, fi proprius fies, 
Te capiet mags, G quedam, fi longius abjtes. 
Hac amat ob{curums : volet bec fub luce videri, 


Fudicis argutum que non formidat acumen. 


Hac placuit femel : bac decies repetita placebit. 

: O major juvenum, quamvis & voce paterna | 
Fingerss ad relum, @ per te fapis, boc tibi didum . 
es memor : certis medium, & tolerapile rebss 

Ree concedi: confultus juris, G ator 

Cenfarum mediocris, abeft virtute diferti 

Meffale, nec {cit quantum Cacellius Aulus : 


- Sed tamen in pretio eff. Mediocribus effe poctss 


Non bomines, non Dii, non conceffere columna. 


Horace, of the re a 


Ampbhion, too, that built the 7éeba% Towers, 

Was faid to move the Stones by his Lutes Powers, 
And lead them with foft Songs, where that he would. 
This was the Wifdom, that they had-of old, 

Things Sacred, from Profane to feparate ; 

The Publick from the Private : to abate 


| Wild raging Luits; prefcribe the Marriage good ; 


Build Towns, and carve the Laws in Leavesof Wood. 
And thus ac firft, an Honour, and a Name 
To divine Poets, and their Verfes came. 
Next thefe great. Homer and Tyrtens fet | 
On edge the Mafculine Spirits, and did whet - | 
Their Minds to Wars, with Rhimes they did rehearfe; 
The Oracles, too, were given out in Verfe ; | 
All way of Life was thewn; the Grace of Kings 
Attempted by the Mufes Tunes and Strings ; 
Plays were found out; and reft, the End, and Crown 
Ot their long Labours, was in Verfe fet down : 
All which I tell, left when pollo’s namd, 
Or Méufe, upon the Lyre, thou chance b’ atham’d. 
Be brief, 1n what thou wouldft command, that fo 
The docile Mind may foon thy Precepts know, 
And hold chem faichtully ; For nothing refts, 
But flows out, that o’er-fwelleth in full Breafts. 
Let what thou feign’ft for Pleafures fake, be ear 3 
The Truth; nor letthy Fable think, what e’er 
Ie would, muft be : left it alive would draw 
The Child, when Leamie *has din’d, out of her Maw. 
The Poer’s void of Profit, our grave Men 
Caft out by Voices; want they Pleafure, then 
Our Gallants give them none, but pafs them by ; 
But he hath every Suffrage can apply 


_ | Sweet mix’d with fowre, to his Reader, {fo 


As Doétrine, and Delight together go. 
This Book will get the Sofi Money ; This 
Will pafs the Sesh, and long as Nature is, 
With Honour make the far-known Author live. 

There are yet Faults, which we would well forgive, 
For, neither doth the String {tilt yield etfae found 
The Hand and Mind would, bur ic will refound 
Oft-times a Sharp, when we require a Flac: 
Nor always doth the loofed Bow, hic chat 
Which it doth threaten. Therefore, where I fee 
Much in the Poem thine, I will not be 
Offended with few Spots, which negligence 
Hath fhed, or human Frailty not kepe thence. 
How then ? Why, asa Scrivener, if h’ offend 
Still inthe fame, and warned will not mend, 
Deferves no Pardon ; or who'd play, and fing 
Is laugh’d at, that ftill jarreth on one String : 
So he that flaggeth much, becomes to me 7 
A Cberilus, in whom if I but fee 
Twice, or thrice good, I wonder: butammoreé =e 
Angry. Sometimes, [hear good Homer fnore. 3 
But, I confefs, that, in a long Work, fleep 
May, with fome right, upon an Author creep. - 

As Painting, fo is Poefie. Some Mans hand 
Will take you more, the nearer chat you ftand ; 
As fomethe farther off: This loves che dark; od 
This, fearing not the fubtleft Judges mark 
Will in the Light be view’d: This once, the fighe 
Doth pleafe; this, Ten times over, will delight. 
* You Sir, the elder Brother, though you are 
Informed rightly, by your Fathers care, ; 
And, of your {elf too, underftand ; yet mind vs 
This faying : To fame things chere is on py 
A Mean, and Toleration, which does well : 
There may a Lawyer be, maynotexcel, 
Or Pleader at the Bar, that may come thort 
Of Eloquent 142{ala’s Power in Court, 
Or knows not what Cacellins Aulus can; 


Yet, chere’s a value given to this Man. 


But neither Men, nor Gods, nor Pillars meant, _ 
Poets thould ever be indifferent. 
Qq4qq2 Us 


| eee pa 
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Us gratas inter menfas fympbonia difcors, | 
Et craffum unguentum, G» Sardo cum melle papaver, 

Offendunt ; poterat duci quia cena fine iftis: 
Sic animis natum inventumg; pocma jevandis, 
Si panlum furnmo difceffit, vergit ad tum. 


Ludere qui ne{cit, campeftribus abfiimet armeis 

. Indodtufque pile difcive, trochive, quiefcit, 

Ne {piffe rifum tollant impune corone. 

Qui nefcit, ver{us tamen andet fingere : quid ni 2 

Liber, & ingenins, prafertins cenfus equeftrem 

Simmam nummorums, vitiog; remotes ab omnie 

Tu nibil invitd dices, facie(que Minerva. 

IA tibi judicium eft, a mens, fi guid tamen ols 

Scripferis, in Metii defcendat judices ures 

Et patris, G» nofivas, monumque premsatur is anni. 

Membranis intus pofites delere licebit, 

Quod non edideris, Nefcit vox miffa reverti. 
Naturd fieret laudabile carmen, an arte, 

Quefitum off : ego nec udium fine divite vena, 

Nec rude quid profit video ingenium 3 altersus fic 

Altera pofcit opem res, O» conjurat amice. 


Qui fiudet aptatam cur{u contingere metam 
Multa tulit fecitque puer : fudavit, & alfit, 
Abjtinuit Venere, & vino : qui Pythica cantat 
Tibicen, didicit pris, extimnitque magifirum. 
Nunc fatis eft dixiffe, Ego mira Poémata pango: 
. Occupet extremum {cabies, mibi turpe relinqui est, 
Et quod non didici, fane nefcire fateri. 

Ut preco ad merces turbam qui cogit emendas, 
Affentatores jubct ad lucrum ire Poeta | 
Dives agris, dives pofits in fanore numms. 

Si vero eft, unclum qui recié ponere polit, 

Es fpondere levi pro paupere, OG eripere atris 
Litibus implicitum 5 mirabor, fi [ciet inter 
Nofcere mendacem vucrumque beatus amicum. 

Iu feu donaris, few quid donare voles cut, 

— Nolito ad ver[us tibi fatlos ducere plenum 

. Letitie: clamabit eni, Pulchré, bené, rea&e : 
Pallefcit fuper hes : etiam Hillabit amics 

Ex oculss rorens, faliet, tundet pede terram. 

Us qui condutti plorant in funere, dicunt, 

Et faciunt prope plara dolentsbus ex animo : fic 
Derifor vero plus laudatore movetur. 

Reges dicuntur mults urgere culls, 

Es torquere mero, quem per[pexiffe laborant, 
An fit amicitia dignus : fi carmina condes, 
Nunquam te fallant animi {ub vulpe latentes. 

Quintilio, /i quid recitares, corrige, fodes, 
Hoc aiebat, & hoc : melins te poffe megares, 

Bis, terque expertum frujtra; delere jubebat, 
Et male tornatos incudi reddere ver{us. 
Si defendere deliium, quam vertere mallis, 


Horatius, de Arte Poetica. 


As jarring Mufick doch, at jolly Feafts, 
Or thick grofs Ointment, but offend che Guefts : 
As Poppy, and Serdant Honey ; ’caufe without 
Thefe, the free Mea} might have been well drawn out’: 
So any Poem, fanfied, os forth-broughe | 
To bestring of the Mind of Man, in ought, 
If ne'er fo little it depart the firtt, = 
And highefts finketh to the loweft and worft. 

He, that not knows the Games, nor how to ufg 

Fis Arms in Mars his Field, he doth refufe ; 

Or, who’s unskilful at che Coit, or Ball, 

Or trundling Wheel, he can fie ftill, from all; 

Left the throng’d heaps fhould on a laughter take : 
Yet gyho’s molt ignorant, dares Verfes make. 
Why not? I'm gentle, and free-born, do hate 
ba = sp hey ah to — Knights Ettare: 
Thou, fucht gc is, Knowledge 

Wile nothing et Nature foeak, or ios® oe 
But, if hereafter thou thalt write, not fear 

To fend it to be judg’d by Afetias Ear, 

And, to your Fathers, and to mine; though’t be 
Nine years kept in, your Papers by, yo’ are free 
To change, and mead, what you not forth do fee. 
The Writ, once out, never returned yet. 

*Tis now inquir’d, which makes che nobler Verfe, 
Nature, or Art. My Judgment will not pierce | 
Into the Profits, what a meer rude Braih | - 

Can ; or all toil, withouta wealthy Vein: 
So doth the one the others help require, 
And friendly fhould unto one end Confpire. 

He, that’s ambitious in the Race to touch 
The withed Goal, both did, and fuffer'd much 
While he was young ; he fweat ; and freez’d again: 
And both from Wine and Women did abftain, 
Who, fince, to fing the Pythian Rites is heard, 

Did learn them firft, and once a Matter fear'd, 

But, now, it is enough to fay; Emake 

An admirable Verfe. . The great Scarf take 

Him that is laft, I {corn to come behind, 

Or, of the things, that ne’er came in my Mind 

To fay, Pmignorant. Juft as a Crier : 
That to the fle of Wares calls every Bayer 5 
So doth the Poet, whe is rich in Land, — 3 
Or great in Monies.out at ufe, command 
His Flatterers to their Gain. But fay, he can 
Make a great Supper $ or for fome poor Man 
Will be.a Surety ; or can. help himoue . 

Of an entangling Suit; and bring’t about: 

f wonder how this happy Man fhould know, ’ 
Whether his foothing Friend {peak Troth, orno 
But you, my Pi/o, carefully beware, a 
(Whether yo’ are given to, or giver are.) 


You do not bring, to judge your Verfes, one, lee 


a ‘ 
ey: : 
oe) we Ri m+n elt wwe « 


With joy of what is givenhim, overgone : : 


For he'll cry, Good, brave, better, excellent ! 
Look pale, diftil a Shower (was never meant) 
Out at his friendly Eyes, leap, beat the Groun’. 
As thofe that hir’d ta weep ac Funerals, {woun, 
Cry, and do more than the true Mourners : fo 
The Scoffer, the true Praifér doth out-go. | 
Rich Men are faid with many Cups to ply, sis 
And rack, with Wine, the Man whom they would try, 
If of their Friendfhip he be worthy, or no: : 
When you write Veries, with your Judge do fo: 
Look through him, and be fure, you take not Mocks ~ 
For Praifes, where tbe Mind conceals 2 Fox | 
If to Quintilins, you recited ought : 


| He'ld fay, Mend this, good Friend, and this; °Tis naughi. 


If you denied, you had no better Strain, 
And twice or thrice had “flay'dit, ftill in vain : 


| He'd bid, blot all : and to the Anvil bring 


Thofe ill-corn’d Verfes, to new hammering. 
Then: If your fault you rather had defend 


Than change. No Word, or Work, more would hefpend 


Nulla 


& 
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Nall uktra-verbum, ant operans {umebat inancm, 
Quin fine rival teque & tua folus amoares. | 

Vir bonus G» prudens, ver[us reprebendit snerters 
Culpabit dures, inconeptis allinet atruss 2 
Tran{ver/o calaino. fignum, ambitiofa recidet 
Ornaments, parune clarjs lucem dare coget : 
Arguct ambigue digmm, mutanda not abit : 
. Fiet Ariftarchus, nec dicet, Cur ego amicuin’ 
Offendare in nugis? ba nuge feria ducent | 
‘ye male, fame! derifum, exceprumaue firifré. 
Us mala quam {cabies, aut morbus repin arpet, 
Ast fanatics error, & iracunds Diana, 
Vefannm tetigiffe timent fugiuntque Poctams 
Rei opine : agitant pucri, incautique fequunter, + 
Hic, dum {ublimmess ver{us rudatur, & erat, 
Si veluti merulss intents decidis auceps | 
ie puteum, fovedneve, liced futcurrite longum 
:Clomet 1d cives; mew fit qui tolleve curct. | 
Si quis curet opem ferre, G» demittere funem, 
Qui fess, an pradens buc fe dejecerit, atque 
Servari nolit? dicam, Siculique Poete 
Nerrabo interitum. Deus sommortalss baberi 
Dum capit Empedocles, ardentem frigidus Etnam 
Infiluit. Sit jus, liceatque perire Poets. 
Lwuituns qui fervat, idem facit occidenti. ' 
Nec femel hoc fecit : nec fi retracdns erit, jam 
Fiet homo : & ponet famofe mortss amorem, 

Nec fatis apparet, cur verfie fattitet : utrun® 
Mimxerit in patrios cineres, am trifte bidental 
Moverst incefius: certe furit, ac, velut ur[us, 
Objettos cavee valuit 2 frangere clatbros 
Indothum, dottumaue fagat recitator acerbut, 
Quem ver} arripuit, tenet, occiditque legendo, 
Now weifficra cutem nifi plena cruoris birudo. oe 


| In vain, but you, and yours, you fhould love ftill 
Alone, without a Rival, by his Will. 
A wife and honeft Man will cry out fhame 
On artlefs Verfé ; the hard ones he will blame ; 
Blot out the carele, with his turned Pen; ' 
Cut off fuperfluons Ornaments; and when } 
They’re dark, bid clear this : all chat’s doubefull wrote 
Reprove ; and what is to be changed, note : 
me an Ariftarchs. And, not fay 
Why fhould I grieve my Friend, this trifling way. 2 
Thefe Trifles into ferious Mifchiefs lead 
‘The Man once mock’d, and fuffer’d wrong to tread. 
Wife, fober Folk, a frantick Poet fear, | 
And fhun to touch him, asa Man that were 
InfeGted with the Leprofie, or had’ 
The yellow Jaundies, of were furious ttiad 
According to the Moon. But, then the Boys 
| They vex, and fotlow him with thoutsand noife, 
The while he bétchech lofty Verfes out, 
And ftalketh, like a Fowler, round about, 
Bulie to catch a Black-bird ; if he falt 
Into a Pic, or hole; although he call, | 
And ory aloud, Help gentle Country-men, 
Thete’s rtone will take the care, to help him then; 
For, if one fhould, and wich 4 Rope take hafte 
., | To Jet ig down, who knows, if he did caft . 
| Himfelf there purpofély, of no; and would | 
Not thence befav'd, although indeed he éould ? 
Fil tell you but the Death, and the Difeafe 
{OF the Sicilian Poet Ey iedacles : 
He, while he labour’d to be thought aGod - 
Immortal, took a tmelancholick, odd 
‘Conceipt, arid idto burning ef leap’d. 
Let Poets perith, chat will not be kept. 
He that preferves a Man againft his Will, 
Doth the fame thing with him, that would him kill. 
| Nor did he do this once; for if you can 
Recal him yer, he’ld be no more a Man: 
Or love of this fo famous Death lay by. 
His Caufe of making Verfes none knows why, 
Whether he pifs’d upon his Father’s Grave : 
Or the fad Thunder-ftroken thing he have - 
Defiled, touch’d; but certain he was mad, 
And, asa Bear, if he the. ftrengrh but had 
To force the Grates, that hold him in, would frighe | 
All: So this grievous Writer puts to flighe se 
Learn’d and unlearn’d ; holding, whom once he takes; 
And, there an end of him, reciting makes: 
Not letting go his hold, where he draws Food, 
Till he drop off, a Horfe-lesch, full of Blood. 
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ENGLISH GRAMMAR. 


Made by BEN. fOHNSON. 


For the benefit of all Strangers, out of his obfervation of the Englith % 
| Language now fpoken, and in ufe: ue 


Confuetudo, certifima loquends Magiftra, utendumque plane fermone , ut mumme, cui publica 

forma ef. Quine. | | ~~ = & 
Non obftant he difciplina per illas euntibus fed circa sllas harentibus. Quint. =. = 
Major adbuc reftat labor, fed fané fit cum venia, fi gratia carebit: Boni enim artificis partes 

funt, quam panciffima pofit omittere. Scalig. lib 1.625. 0 0 2 

Neque enim optimi artificis eft, omnia perfequi. ' Gallenus. /_>* * | 

Expedire Grammatico, etiam, fi quedam nefciat. Quinctil. bh chee 

. etl. A tect sarverbererk Aye fle pan “ere aa oo 


PREFACE 


HE profit of Grammar is great to Strangers, who are to live in communion, and 

: commerce with us; and, it is honourable to our felves. For, by it we commu- 
nicate all our Labours, Studies, Profits, without an Interpreter. : 

We free our Language from the opinion of Rudenels, and Barbarifm, wherewith it is 

miftaken to be difeasd ; We fhew the Copy of it, and Matchablenefs, with other Tongues ; 

we ripen the wits of our own Children, and Youth fooner by it, and advance their 
knowledge. 

Confufion of Language, a Curfe. | | 
Experience breedeth Art: Lack of Experience, Chance, =~" 


Experience, Obfervation, Senfe, Induction, are the four Triers of Arts. It is ridicnlous to © 
teach any thing for undoubred Truth, that Senfe, and Experience, can confute. So Zeno 
difputing of Quies, was confuted by Diogenes, rifing up and walking. OT 
In Grammar, not fo much the Invention, as the Difpofition is to be commended :- Yet 
we muft remember, that the moft excellent Creatures are not ever born perfect ; to leave 
Bears, and Whelps, and other failings of Nature. 


Jul. 


Tbe Engtifh Grammar. : 6> 
CHAP. L — *i 


Ul. Cerfar Scaliger. de cauf. Ling. Lat. 
J Grammatici unis fins eft rete loqui. Neque neceffe habet 
feribere. Accidit enim Scriptura voct, neque aliter {cribere 
debemus, quam loquamur. | 

- ++ Ramus in definit. pag. 30. 


Grammatica eft ars bene loquendi. 


(b) Veteres, ut Varro, Cicero, Quinétilianus, Etymologi- | 


gms in notatione vocum fratuere. 


(c) Dictions natura prior est, pofterior ovations. Ex afu 
wererum Latinorum, Vox, pro didtione {cripta accipitur : quo- 
niam vox effe pofit. Eft articulata, qua {cripto excipi, atque 
exprimi valeat: inarticulata, que non. Articulata vox dict- 
tur, gud genus bumanum utitur diftinétim, @ caterys animali- 
bus, que muta vocantur: non, quod fonum non edant: fed 


* quia foni corum nullis exprimantur proprie Literarum nits. 


Smichus de recta, Cr amend. L. Latin. feript. 
(d) Syllaba eft elementum {ub accentu. Scalig. lib. 2. 

- (¢) Litera eff pars dittionss indivifibilis. Nam, quamquam 
fant litere quedam duplices, una tamen tantum litera eft, fib: 
queque finum unum certum fervans. Scalig. | 

Et Smithus, :bid. Litera pars minima voces articulate. 
(f£) Natura litera tribus mods intelligitur ; nomine, quo 
promunciatur, poteftate, qué valet; hgura, qua feribitur. 


_ At poteftas eft fonus ille, 940 pronunciart, quem etiam figura 


debet imitari; ut bis Profodiam, Orthographia fequatur. 
Afper, 

(g) Profodia autem, ¢» Orthegraphia partes non funt ; 
fed, swt fanguis, eG» fpivites per corpms univerfum fu/e. 
Scal. st /upra. Ramus, pag. 31. _ 

(h) Litera, @ lineando ; unde, linere, lineatura, Istera, 
G liture. Neg; enim a liturws litere quia delerenturs prius 


enim facie, quam delete funt. At forma potins, atque 


“wolag rationem, quam interiths, babeamus. Scal. ibid. 


(i) Litera genus quoddam eff, cujus {pecies primarie due, r 


vocalis, @ Confonans, guaram natura, & conftitutio non 
poreft percipi, nifi prius cognofcantur differentia formales, qui- 
bus factum eff, ut inter fe non convenirent. Scal, ibid. 

(k) Litere differentia generica eft potestas, quam nimis rudi 
confilio veteres, Accidens appellarunt. Eft enim forma que- 
dam ipfe flexus in voce, quafi im materia, propter quem 
flexum fit 3 ut vocalis per fe poffit pronanciari: Muta non 
polit, Figura autem eft accidens ab arte inftitutum 5 po- 
teffque attributa mutari. Jul. Cxf. Scal. ibidém. De wi, 


ac poteftate literarum tam accurate [cripferunt Antiqui, quam 


de qudévis alid [ue profelfionss parte. Elabordrunt in boc 


argumento Varro, Prifcianus, Appion, ille, qui cymbalum di- 
cebatur mudi : o> inter rbetores non poftremi judicii, Diony- 
fiws Halicarnaffens, Caius quoque Cefar, & Olavins Au- 
guftes. Smich. ibid. 7 ee 
Cd) Litere, que per feipfas poffint pronunciars, vocales 
fant; que non, nifi cum alis, confonantes. 

Vecalium nomina fimplici fono, nec diferente a@ poteftate, 
proferantur. . 

Confonantes , additws vocalibus, quibu{dam  prepofitis, 
aliss poft pofitss. : 

(m) Ex confohantibus, quorum nomen incipit a Con{onante, 
Mute funt; quaram & vieali, femi-vocales: Mutas non 


indé appellatas, quid parum fonarent, fed quod nibil. 


(n) Omnes Vicales ancipites funt 5 (4. e.) modo longe, modo 
breves : eodem tamen medo femper depitta, (nam {criptura 
eff imitatio fermonis, ut pitiura corporu. Scriptio ‘vocum 


piftura, Smichus) c& eodem [ono pronunciate.. Nufi quod 


‘vocals longa bis tantum tempore in effando retinet, quam 
brevs. 


Ut recte cecinit ille de Vocalibus. 
Temporis univs brevis eft, ut longa duorim. 


Of Grammar, and the Parts 


| (4) Rammar isthe Art of true, and well focaking a 
= Language: the writing is but an Accident. 
Tie Parts of Grammar are 


the true notation of Wards. 
the righe ordering of chem. 
(¢) A Word is a Pare of Speech, or Note, wherehy a 
thing is known, or called : and confifteth of onze, or 
more Syllables, ° | 
(4) A Syllable is a p2rfe@ found in a Word, and cor- 
fifteth of one, or more Letters. 454 
(c) A Letter is an invitible Part of a Syliable, (f) whofe 
Profudy, or right founding is perceiv'd by the Power ; 
the Ortocgrapiy, or right writing, bythe Form. =. 
(g) Profody, and Orthography, are not Parts of Gram- 
mar, but diffus’d, like the Blood, and Spirits, through 
the whole. - | ? \ 


(biEtymelegy, tes a 
Syntaxe, which is 


CHAP. IL 


(4) OF Letters, and their Powers. 


I‘ Gur Language we ufeé thefe Twenty and four Let- 
ters, A. B.C. D. E.F.G.H.IK.L.M.N. O.P. Q. 
R.S.T.V.W.X.Y.Z. abode fg.hi. k,l. m. 
nO. p.g.r.s.t. V.w.x.y.z. The great Letters ferve 
to begin Sentences, wich us, to lead prop2r Names, and 


exprefs Numbers. The lefs make the Fabrick of Speech. 


Our numera! Letters are, 
1 ¢ I 
5 
| IO 
efors 50 
100 
500 
1009 


ZOO Me 


(¢) All Letters are either Vowels, or Confonants: and 
(2) are principally known by their Powers. The Fi- 
gure isan Accident. , 

() A Vowel willbe pronounced by it felf: A Con/c- 
ae not withoutthe help of a /vwel, eicher before or 
after. | 


The received Vowels in our Tonzue, are 
. 4aeatoeth , 


Cohfonants be either Autes, and-clofe the found, as 
b. cod. gk. p.g.t. Or, Half Vowels, and open it, as 
fil. m. ate 5%. %. 

H. Is rarely other than an a/piration in Power, though 
a Letter in Form. 7 

HW’, and Y. have fhifting, and uncertain feats, as fhall 
be fhown in their Places. 


CHAP. IIE 
Of the Vowels. 


LL our (7) Vowels are founded doubtfully. In guan- 
tity, (which is Time) long, or fhort. Oy, in ac- 
cent, (which is Tune) fharp or flat. Long in thefe 
Words, and cheir like : 
Debating, congeling, expiring, oppsfing, endiring. 
Short, in thee > Stomiching, fevinng, VANDEL DIAZ 
ransiming, piiuring. 
Sharp, in thefe : Héte, méte, bite, nite, tal, 
Flat, in thefe : Hur, més, ber, nor, pill. | 
| Cad A, 


_ 
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0 ’ 
With us, in moft words, is pronounced lefs than the 
French a; as in 

art, att, apple, ancient. 

But, when it comes before /,in the end of aSyllable, 
ic obtaineth the full French (p) found, and is utter’d wirk 
the Mouth, and Throat wide open’d, the Tongue bere 
back fromthe Teeth, as in 

all, {mall, gall, fall, tall, call. 
So in the Syllables, where a Confonant followeth the /; 
as in 


3 
(o) Litere bujus fonas eff omnium Gentium fere commu 
nis. Nomen autem, @& figura multis nationibus eff diverfa. 
Scalig. dg Ramus. 
Dionyfius ast a effe ivgoriswrv, ex plentitudine vocis. 


(p) 


Teren. Maurus. 


A, prima locum littera fic ab ore famit, 
Immunia, ritte patulo, tenere labra ; 
Linguamaue neceffe eff ita pandulam reduci, 


Salt, malt, balu, calm. 
Ut nifws in iam valeat fabire voce, 


i: pronounced with a mean opening the Mouth, the 
Tongue turn’d to the inner Roof of the Palace, and 
fofcly ftriking che upper great Teeth. Ic is a Leteer of 
divers note and ufe : and either foundeth,. or is filenr. 
When it is the laft Letter, and foundeth, the found is 
fharp, asin the Frenchi. Examplein mé, fee, agreé, yé, fhe ; 
in all, faving the Article, tbe. | | 

_ Where it endeth, and foundeth obfcure, and faintly, 
it ferves as an Accent, to produce the Vowel preceding: 
as in made, ftéme, firipe, ore, cere, which elfe would found, 
mad, ftem, ftrip, or, chr, 

It altereth the Power of ¢, g, s, fo plac’d, as in hence, 
which elfe would found bexc. Swinge,to make it differ 
vocula diffona eff priori : quia deprimit from fwing. Uje, to diftinguifh ic from 8. 

& remotos premit binc, G bine| It is mere filenc in words, where J is coupled with a 
| Confonant in the ends as Whiftle, griftle, brifle, fickle, 
| thimble, &c. 
_. Or after v Confonant ; as in 
| love, glove, move. , 

Where itendeth a tormer Syllable, ie foundeth lon- 

gifh, but flat: as in | 
derive, prépare, réfolve. 

Except in Derivatives, or Compounds of the fhasp 
and then it anfwers the prirsitive, or fimple in the Ect 
pe fore of fore-(ee:b ; 
Agreeing, of agree : fore-feemg, ore-(ee : being, of be. 

here it enter a laft Syllable, with anecor more 
Confonants after it, it either foundeth flat, and full: asia 
Defcent, intent, amend, offend, rest, beft. 


Nec partibus ullis aliquos ferire dentes. 


(q) F, 

Triplicem differentiam habet : primam, mediocris ritim: 
fecundam, lingue, eamque duplicem alteram, interiors, 
nempe inflexe ad interius celum palati ; alteram genuinos 
prementis. Tertia eft labri inferiorss. 

: | Ramus, lib. 2. 
Duas primas Terentsanus notavit ; 
tertiam tacust. 


Terentianus 1.° 


_E, que fequitur, 
altuns modico tenore ricium, 
ritolares. 


_-—— =" 


(r) Apud latinos, € latiks fonat in Adverbio bene, quam | 


in Adverbio here: bujus enim pofteriorem vocalem exiliks 
pronunciabant ; itd, ut itiam in maxime exilem fonum traste- 
rit heri. Id, quod latiks in multis quoque patet : Ut ab Eo, 
verbo, dedudlum, ire: iis, & cis : Diis, -é Deis: Febrem, 
febrim: Turrem, turrim : Priore, & priori. Ram. & 
Scalig. a 

Et propter banc vicinitatem (ait Quint.) e quoque loco i 
fuit ; wt Menerva, leber, Magefter : pro Minerva, liber, 
Magifter. : 


(s) I, : 
Porrigit itfum genuino prope ad ipfos 
Minimumaue renidet fupero tenus labello. 

Terent. 


I Vocalis fonos babet tres: fuum, exilem : alterum, la- 
tiorem propioremque ipfic; @& tertium, obfcuriorem ipfius U, 
inter quae duo Y grece vocalis fonus continetur : ut non incon- 
fults Vittorinus ambiguam sllana quam adduximus vocem, per 
Y feribendam effe putdrit, Optimus. 

Scalig. 
Ante Confonantcem I feniper eft Vocals. 


(t) Ante Vocalem ejufdem fyllabe Confonans. 


‘Or, it paflech away obfcur’d, like the faint #5-as in thefe, 


Written, gotten, open, fayerh, Sc. . 

(r) Which two Letters, e and ¢ have fuch a nearnefs 
in our Tongue,as oftentimes chey enterchangePlaces:as in 
enduce, for-induce : endste, for indite. _ 

s) f 

Is of a narrower found than e, and uttered with a 
lefs opening of the Mouth ; the Tongue brought back to 
the Palate, and ftriking the Teeth next the Cheek-teeth. 

It is a Letter of a double Power. 

As a Vowel in the former, or fingle Syllables, ic hath 
fometimes the fharp Accent; asin 
bindin,gminding, pining, whining »wiving thriving ynine shine. 
Or, all words of one Syllable quali bye. Bue, the 
flat in more, as in thefe, bid, bitter, giddy, little, incident, 
and the like. | 

In the Derivatives of fharp Primitives, ic keepeth the 
found, though it deliver over the Primitive Confonant co 
the nexe Syllable; as in | 

divining, requiring, repining. 

For, a Confonant talling between two Vowels in the 
Word, will be fpell’d with the lateer. In Syllables and 
Words, compos’d of the fame Elements, ic varieth the 
found, now fharp, now flat : as in 

give, give, alive, live, drive, driven. 

But, thefe, ufe of f{peaking, and acquaintance. in 
reading, will ceach, rather than rule. 7 

(t) I, In the other Power is meerly another Letter, 
and would ask to enjoy another Chera&er, For, where 
it leads the founding Vowel, and beginneth the Syllable, 
it is ever a Confonant : as in | 

James, Fobn, jeft, jump, conjurer, perjar'd. 
Cu) Apad 


a — 


ete ee oT a oe a ae — 


i cee tienen 


, T be Englifh Grammar. a 


: (au) Apud Hebraos I perpetud eff Confonans ; ut apud 


Grecos Vocalis. 
(w) Ut in .Giacente, Giesu, , Gioconda, Giuttitia, 
> 
> (x) O Pronunciatur mundo ore, lingua ad radices Hypo- 
gloflis reducia. & wixper, Ge @ uiyr, unica tantim nota, [ono 
differenti. 
(y) Profertur, ut 
s (z) Ur o0, vel ou Galkicum. 
Una quoniam fat babitum eft notare forma, 
Pro temporibus que gremium miniftret ufum. 
 Ugitur fonitum reddere voles minors, _ 
Retrosks adattam modice teneto linguam, 
Riéiu neq, magno fat erit patere labra, 
At longior alto tragicum {ub ors antro. 
Molita, rotunds acuit fonum labels. 
on Terent. 


Differentiam o parvi valde diftint&tam Franci tenent « fed 
feripturd valde confundunt. O, f[cribunt perinde ut profe- 
runt. At # {cribunt modo per au, modo per a0, que fonum 

_ talem minime fonant, qui fimplici, @ rotundo motu oris pro- 
ferrs debet. | r 
(a) Quanta fit afinitas (0) cum (u) ex Quint. Plinio, 
Papyriano notum eft. Quid enim 0 or U, permutate invi- 
cém, ut Hecobe, & Notrix, Culchides, ¢ Pulixena, 
| feriberentur ? fic noftri praceptores, Cervom, Servomg;. u 
& o litterss {cripserunt ; Sic dedéront, probaveront, Ro- 
mans.olim fuére, Quing. lib1 , | oo 
' . Denique 0, tefe Plinio apud Prifcianum, aliquot Italie Ci- 
vitates non babebants fed loco ejus ponebant u, GO manime 
Umbri, & Tufci. | Atg;u contra, teffe apud eundem Papy- 
riano, mults Italie populs i ufu non erat ; fed utebantur 0 ; 
unde Romanorum quoq; vetuftifjmi ss multss dittionibus, loco 
ejus © pofuérunt <.ut poblicum, pro publicum ; polcrum, 
gro pulcrum ; colpam, pro culpam. : 


Quam feribere Graius, nifi jungat Y, nequibit 
Hanc edere vocem quoties paramss ore, | 
Nitamur ut U dicere, fic citetur ortas. 
Productiks autems, cocuntibus labels 
Natura foni preffi altins meabit. 
Ee alibi, 2 i, on us a 
- . Greca diphtbongus v, literis tamen noftris vacat, 
" Sola Vocalis quod w complet banc fatis fonum. 
- Untin titals, fabuls Terentii prepofitis. Greece Menan- 
dru: Greca Apollodoru, pro Meverdpy, OF “AmNoWex oO 
quidem, ne quis de poteState vocalis bujus addubstare poffit, 
etiam & mutis animalibus teftimonium Plautus nobis’ exbibuit 
é Peniculo Menechmi. ME. Egon dedi? Pe. tu, tu, in; 
guam, vin afferri moiiuam,, 
. {Que ta, tu, usqi dicat tibi: nam nos; jam nos defelfi.flanns. 
Ergd st cvium balatus ire litere fonuos : fic notiwarum 
cantus, Cr cuculi apud AriStopbanem fonum bujws vocals 


Terentian.. > 


windicabit.- Naw, quando wu. liqnefcit, ut 1* quis, er fan. | 


guis, dabet. fovum.commancm cum graecd, x oaw'é xe‘nmk 
iw xixxv, Et gasnda Coccyx dixerit. Coccy. ©. 
(c) Confonans ut 1 Gabicum, el Digomme profertar. 
Hanc Cy mods quam diximus J, fimul jugatas, 
5 Verum eff [pactian favvere, sine, Cinftuaniche: e 
Lo bine queque temén conffiterit loce priores | 


Naw fi juga gins nominet, } confone fret. Terent. Versa 
ope Vf pense - ants | che-fingle-#, leftic might alter the found, and be 


wice ft prior Vy: fequaturille, ut.smvide. - 


(d) Ut Itali proferunt Edoardo is Edouardo,® Galls,. 
a eee \ 2 oe PACs “sf ate 4 ? ait _ 


| Suavis, fuadeo, etiam Latini, st [e-avis, &c. At quid at- 


tinet duplicare, quod fimsplex queat [ufficere ? Proinde W pro 
copie Charaittrum now reprebendo,' pro nova literé certe non 


agnofco. Veteresq, Anglo-Saxones : pro ed, quando nos, 'W: 
olemus uti, figuram 1fius modi p folebant confcribere, que 
non multhm differt ab ed, qua Cr: hodit utimur v. fimplicé, 


dum verbum inchoet. . | 
—_ Smithus de rect & amend. L, A. Script. 


ry 


loofech its found ; as in 


Except in 79, 


the Verb, and the compounds of it; as #ndo: and the 
Derivatives; as Doing. toe 


And before Diphrhongs ; as, Fay, joy, juice, having the 
force of the Hebrew (u) Fod, and the Italian (w) Gi. 
2 . O 


| 
(x) Is pronounced with a round Mouth, the Tongue 
drawn back to the Root: and is a Letter of much 
change, and uncertain with us. ° 
> 


In the long time it naturally foundeth fharp, and high 
as in 
(7) chofen, boly, | 


dpen, over, note. 
In the fhort time more flac, and a-kin to #3 as, 
(%) mother, brother, love, prope, 9 - 
In the Dipbthing, fometimes the o is founded; as, 
ought, fought, nought, wgought, mow, few. 
But # oftner ; as in sound, bound, bow, now, thou, cow. 
In the laft Syllables, before m and w, it frequently 


_ person, action, willow, billow. 
It keeps its found, and is fharp, when ic ends the 


word, or Syllable; as in 


£0, fro, [o, no. | 
the Prepofition; Zw», the numeral ; Do, 


It fometimes varieth the found in Syllables of ‘the: 


fame Charaéfer, and Proportion; as in 


N ’ : 
rove, firove; glove, grove. 


P 
Which double found -ie hath trom the Latin 3 as 


(4) V obtee , vultus, vults, volts. 


\ 


Le sont ) | | 
(4) Is founded with a-narrower, and mean compafs,; 


and fome depreflion of the. middle of the Tongue, and. 
is like our s3 a Letter’of a double Power. As a Vowel 


it foundeth thin and fharp, as in 4/e; thick and flac,. 
as in ws. 


It never endeth any word for the nakednef, bué 


yieldeth. to the termination of the Diphthong ew, as in 
new, knew, &c. or the qualifying e, asin fue, due, trae, 
and the like. | 


(c) When it followeth a founding Vowel in a Syllable, 


It 18 a Copfomant sas in fave, give, prove, love, &c. : - 


Which double force.is not che unfteadfaftnefS of our 
Tongue, or incertainty of our Writing, bue faln upon 
us from the Latis, «: | od . ¢ 

When it begins a Word or Syllable (a Vowel following 


‘At) it always has the force of a Confonant + as, 


. Jade, Fove, Fudge, Keo» 
HW 


(4) Is but the Y geminated in the full found, and 
though it have the Seat of a Confonant wich us, the power 
is always Vowell:{b, even where it leads the Vowel in any 
Syllable: as, if you mark it, pronounce the two «x, 
like the Greek s, quick in pafflage, and chefe words, 

é-i7e, v-ant,.y.o0d, * aff, [sing, foams. 

Will found, Wine, want, wood, waft, fwing, fwam, 

So put the afpiration afore, and chefe words, 

. bs ut, bs-iteb, be-eel, bs-etbers 
Will be What, which, wheel, whether. - 
In the Dipbthongs there will be no doube 3 asin draw, 


| raw, fow, know. 


Nor in Derivatives 3 as knowing, {owing, drawing. 
Wherethe double w is of necefficy ufed, rather than 
) pro- 
nounced knoving, foving, dravings: 7 
As in ‘faving, baving.’ 


alfo meer Voweli(h in our Tongue, and hath only 
the Power of an #, even where ic obtains the Seat of a 
Confonant, as in Young, Younker. 
Which the Dutch, whofe Primitive it is,- write lanky 
Tanker. — 
And fo might we write 
Jouth, ies, toke, ionder, eer sar 
Yuuth; yes, yoke, ycndery yard, yelk. | 
R c cp / : (f) Siguidem 
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(f) Siquidem eandem pro Us Sa retinet : certe alium, 
guam i, omni in loco reddere debebat fonum- | 


«a 


B, 
(g) Nobis cum Latinis communis. Smith. 
Nam muta jubet comprimi labella, 
Vocalis at inths locus exitum miniftrat. ‘Terent. 
B, Labris per {piritus impetum reclufis edicimms. Mart. cap. 
C 


: | 

(h) Litera Androgyne, naturd nec mas, nec famina, & 
utruma, eft neatrum.. Monftrum litere, non litera, Ignoran- 
tie {pec’men, non artis. Smithus. _ 

Q.semodo nunc utimur vulgo, aut nullas, aut nimias habet 
vires: nam, modok fonat, modos. At fi litera fit ak & s 
diver(z, {unm debet Labere fonum. ‘ Sed nefcio quod mon- 
firum , aut Empulfa fit, que mod) mas, modo femina, 
modo ferpens, modo cornix, appareat; G» per ejufmodi im- 
pofturas, pro [uo arbitrio, tam s quam k exigat edibms, & 
funds (uss: ut jure pofint be due litere contendere cum c 
per edictum, unde vis Neq, dubito quin, ubs fit Pretor equus 
7 facile c cadet cauffa. 6 | ha ® > Ea 

(i) Apud Latinos c eandem babuit formam, & Chara- 
Gérem, quem Liyue apud Grxcos veteres. pater *Y 

An bec fuit occafio, quod ignorantia, confufiog; eundem, 
apud imperitos, dederit fonum CU, quem S, nolo affirmare. 

(k) Vetuftee illius.Anglo-Saxonicz lingue, o& {criptionis 
peritiores contendunt, apud illos atavos moftros Anglo-Saxo- 
nes C, literam, mgxime ante e G i-eum babuiffe fonum, 
quem, & pro tenui vi Chi, ‘fono agnofcimys :& Ieali, 2x3- 
me Hetrulci, aute ¢ & i budie ufurpant. Idem ibidem. 

(1) C mularibus fuper lingue extrema appulfis exprimitur. 

- es i Mart. Cap. 

| ;  . 4 + Terentianus.- Sapte 
C preffins urget, fed, O binc, bincg, remittit, 
Quo vocw adberens .fonus. explicetur ore. . aS 


‘ a aye te oe . “9: “ : , 7 rey 
D Appulfulingue circa dentes fuseriores smmacitur, 


® , 
-. 1. Terentianus. .- _ 
(m) dt portie.dentes quotiens fuprema lugue 
Pulfavertt imos, modiceq, curva fammas, .! 
- Tung D fonitum perficit, explicatqs vecem, 


b ] wep PN og 
(n) - Litera.a greca ¢ recedst lens, ey bebes fonus.. - 
Ce 3 2 Re 3 i, eae Idem. an 
(0) Vau confona, Narrone & Dydimo teftibm, nomine- 
ta eff J. figura a Claudio ( @fare facta etiam eff. Vis ejms, 
cr peteftas est eadem, que Digamma Acolici,, ut, ostendit 
Tircntianus in Vv confona. . 
1... Vy vade, veni, refer; tenetorvultum: - i j 
- Crevijfe funum perfpics, O soiffe, craffum, 24 
Unde eALoliss letera fmgitur Digammos, -- 
I, quafi tv, sontrarium FP, que fonat® 


- w=~e . _ 


Bue that we choofe 7, for diftin@ion fake; as we ufu- 
ally difference to Jye or feign, from to lie along, dc. 
" In the Diphthong i founds always Foe in 
MAY, {AY, Way, 40¥, toy, taey. 
And in che enact eon an 
| deny, reply, defy, ery, | 

Which fometimes are written by s, but qualified by e ; 
as, jupifie, Bc. ; | 

Bue where two # are founded, the firft will be ever a 
y; as in salar 
| eniying, replying, defying. 

(Cf) Only in ts baer tient by us from the 
Greek, as Sybable, Tyrant, and the like, it keeps the found 
of the thin, and fharp «, in fome proportion, And this 
we had to fay of the Vowels. | 


CHAP. IV. 
Of the Confonants. 


B 


r Ath the fame found with us, as it hath wich the 
, Latin, always one, and is utcer'd with (¢) clofing 
of the Lips. —_ 


(6) Isa Letter, which our Fore-fathers might very 
well have fpar'd in our Tongue: but fince ie hath ob- 
tained Place, both in our Writing, and Language, we 
are hot now to quarrel Orthography, or Custom; but to 
note the Powers. | 
_ Before a, #, and o, it plainly founds k, Chi, or Kappa 3 
tae | a 

oa 3 cable, cobble, cudgel. . 
Or before the Liquids, |, andr; as im © 


cloa, cruft. 3 | 
Or, when it ends a former Syllable before a Con- 
fonant ; as in | ee 
acequaintance, ac-knowledgment. - 

In all which it founds ftrong. . 

(i) Before e andi it hath a weak found, and hiffeth 
likes; asim © | 

certain, center, civil, citizen, whence. - 


Or, before Diphtbongs, whole firft Vowel ise or#; asin 


ceafe, deceive, ceiling. 

(k) Among the Engish-Saxons it obtain’d the weaker 

force of Chi, or the Italian C 5 asin | 
a Capel,-canc, cild, cyrce.. 

Which were pronounced . ~ oe Aas 
. 1 ‘Chapel, chance, child, church. ae 

(4) It is founded with the top of the Tongue, ftrik- 
ing the upper Teeth, and: rebounding againit the 

ate... Re Pag 


Hath. the fame found, both before and after a 
Vowel with us, as ichath with the Latises: and is pro- 
nounc’d foftly, (#) the Tongué:a lite ‘affe@ing the 
Teeth, but. the nether ‘Teeth moft. '-- ; 

. : ; i" sy: F : ‘en | 


: ae | seca i a a ae Y ys < 
Is a Letter of two forces with us’: and’.in them both 


| founded with the: aether-lip rounded,. and a kind of 


blowing out: but gentler in the one, than the other. 
The more general: found is the fofteft s (#) and ex- 
preffech the Greek; asin Faith, field, fight, force. 
Where it founds ef 2 ey Page 
( 0) The other is év, or van, the Digamma of Claudine ; 
as ims +. ° pr etetas Sk. 
<4 9. eleft, Of cleawe; left, of leave. 
_ The difference will belt be found in. che word of, 


| which: as a Prepofition founds ~ .. - 


’ . ?. gy of, fpeaking of a Perfon or Thing. ie 
As the Adverb.of Diftance, a 


_ off, far off. = 
a G, (p) Spiritus 


G 
(p) Spirits. cum palato. Mart. Cap. 

De fom quidens bujus litera. (asis confat : fed diftinttio- 
ne cau(sd Charattérem ili dedérunt aliqui bunc 3, ut fecerna- 
tar a-Ge Nam ut Grect in fecundd Conjugatione tres ba- 
bens literas, xy x X» tenuem, median, denfam-; Anglt gua- 
tuor habent; raté proportione fibi re{pendentes, ka; ga, Ce, 
3e: Ike: firmplices, aperte ;.ba fridule, G compreffa : 
ihe: medie. lingua: Officio. fonantur; be fumind lingua ad 
snteriores ilifa , fuperiorum dentium gingivas Baxter 
Quoaque eft ka ad ga: idem eft ce ad}. Smithus ibid. 

Voces tamen plereque, quas Movidionales Angli per bune 
fonum 7% 3 pronunciamus in fine: Boreales per G proferunt : 
ut in voce Pons, nos brid.: sli: brige Is ruptura, brec : 
ila brek. Matures avem ad volandém, nos fiz: 11K fig. 
ibid.. | | } 

Apud Latinos proximun ipfi C ef G. Itaque-Cnenm, | 
@ Gneum, dicebant : Sic Curculionem, ‘& Gurgulio- |! 
nem : appulsa.ewime ad patatum lingwd, modiceo relifio in} 
tervelo, {piritu: tote promuuciater. | 


Er. Terentianus. . 
Sic amurca, qua-vetnfe [ape perc [cribitur, 
Effe per g srsteriadans credidéruns plurimi. 
Quande dppy) Graca vox-eft 5. »'upue orige preferat. 
Apud Germanos femper ak y 


(q) Cw Kalende Gracam babebant diduitionem . & fo 


The Engl. Grammar. 


Scal. de canff. L.L. ‘and utterd, no 


| G boos 
(p) Is likewife of double force in our Toitgre, and is 

icy with an impreffton made on the mid’R of the 
ate. 


Before 2, 0, and x, ftrong ; as iti thefé, 


gate, sors gat. | 
Or, before the Afperate b; or, Liquids J, andr; asin 
ghoft, glad, grant. a 
Or in the esids gg asin 
long, foug, ring, (wing, leg, lug, 
Except the qualifying e follow + a 
1S ever weak; as.in _ ! 
age, flage, bedge, 
der edge, drag. 
Before.#, the force.is double’, .as.in | 
guile, guide, gucft, guile. 
Where it est soy the Frenc ge. And in | 
guerdon, languifh, angui 
Where it {peaks the diss oa zis 
Likewife, before e and i, the’ powers are confus’d ; 
w ftrong, now weak; as in 
get, geld, give | 
Gittern, fager; long. 
In 
£2 weak, 


genet, gentile, 
gibe, ginger, | QU | | 

But this s/e.muft teach : the one found being war- ~ 
ranted to our Letter, from the Greek: the other from _ 


dig. 
than che Sound 


gum, xagese Graecam funt mutuati literam Romani, ut eas | the Latin throughout. 


exprimerest. Et, eredo tamen, fecérunt ea. forma, uty & | 
C Romasum efformarent, Ba pr baberet. adjunttun, quafi 
retro hacillum, wt robur es adderent. ifta. forma Ks namC | 
Rornanum ftridulune quiddam, dG mollius fonat, quam K | 
Grecum. | 
Eft & beac litera Gals plant fupervacanta, aut certe 
gu eft. Nam, qui, quz, quod, quid, ssllé f growers 
differentia, ne minimd quidem aki, ke, kod, kid, faucibas, 
palatoque formater. Capel. 
Romani iw fud ferie non: babebunt. 


L 
(r) Lingud, 
Et fie Sionyite 


palatogue dulcefcitp. Mi. Cap. 
r~wxdrare, disiciffiinane liter ane noninat. 
Qui nefcit, quid fit effe Semi-vocalem, ex noftra lingud 
ecile poterit di(cere: ipfa enim litera I, quandam, quaft 
ocalem, in fe videtur continere, ita ut junta Mute fine | 
Vocali fonum faciat ; ut | | 
ke Pare ftabl, fabl, &c. is 
ua mos {cribimm cum 6, in fine, Ut 
* able, ftable, ble | 
Sed certé ilud encn tau fonat bic, quam fufceum illad, & | 
fonmininum Francorum ¢: Nem nequicqnam fonat. 
Alit bec baud inconfulto {cribunt 
abil, ftabil, fabul ; 
Tanquams a fontibus 
| habilis, ftabifis, fabula: 
_ Sed nequicquam proficiunt. Nam, confideratins anfoul- 
tanti, neci, nec U eff, fed tinnitsn guidam, vocalis saturans 
babens, que naturaliter bys \iquidis inef. 


. 
’ 


(s) Libras tmprimitur. M. Capella. 
Mugit inths abditum, ac cecum fonum. Terent. 
Triplex fonms bujus litere M. Obfcurumy, i extreeni- 
tate dittionum fonat; wt templum: Apertum, im principio; 
ws magnus : Mediocre, in medi ; wt umbra. Prife. 


(t) ON 

Quarta fonitus finger ufque [wb palato, 

Quo {pivetus anceps cocat ners, & ors. ‘Torentian. 
Lingua dentibus applausa collidit. hare. Capella. 
Splendidifimo fono in fine 3 & f{ubtremulo plemiore in prin ' 

cipiss 5 mediccri in medio. Jul. C. Seal. , 


We will leave # in this Place ; and come ta 


K; : 
(¢) Which is a Letter the Latins never acknowledged, 
but only borrow’d'in the word Kelende. They uled: gu’ 


for ie. We found: it as the Greek x; and as 4 neceffary 
‘Letter it precedes, and follows all Vowels with us 


It goes before no.Con/onants but» ; asin — 

° knave, knel, knot, 8c, 

And/, with the quiet e after ; as in 

pickle, tickle, fickle. 

Which were better written’ without the c, if that. 
which we have received for Orthography, wonld yet be 
contented to be altered. But that is an emendation, ra- 
ther to be wifhed, than hoped for, after fo long a 
reign of él cuffom amongftus, - 

Ic followeth thes, in fome words; as in 


shirt, skirmifh. 
Which do better fo found, than if written with ‘c, 


| L 
(r) Is a Letter balf-vowellife : which, though the 
Iealians (-efpécially the Florentines) abhor, we keep 


entire wich the Latins, and fo pronounce. 


It melteth in the founding, and is therefore call’d a 
liquid, the Tongue f{triking the Root of the Palate gently. 
It’s always doubled, at the end of words of one Syl. — 


lable; as in = 
bell, bell, hill, 


| fhr sh, trell, ful. 

And, even in thefe Cuftom rather than Neceffity o- 
liges usto ufe a Double. For the Con/onent fhould te 
doubled only for the fake of an additional Syllable at the 
end of a word, beginning with a Vowel ; asin 


hilling, beginning, begging, Swimming. 
simming Te 


(s) Is the fame with usin found, as wich the Latins. 
It is pronounc’d with a kind of hamming inward, the 
Lips clos'd. Open, and full in the beginning: ob{fcure 
in the end:: and meanly in che midft. 


N 4 
(+) Ringeth fomewhat more in the Lips and Nofe : the 
Tongue ftriking back on the Palate, and hath a threefold 
found, fbrill inthe end, fwi in the beginning, and fet in 
the midit. OO 
They are Letters near of kin, both wich the Latins 
and us, 


Rrrra (u) P Lebris 
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ne ee 
Grammatica Anglicana. 


(u) Pp 
' | > Labris foirits erumpit. Mar. Cap. 
|, Pellit fonitum de medis fords labeilis. 
Ter. Maurus. 


(«) Breaketh foftly chrough the Lips; and is a Letter 


of the fame force with us, as with the Latins. 


(w) Is a Letter we.might very well {pare in our AL. 


(w) Eft litera mendica, Juppittitia vere fervilis, man- | phabet, if we would but ufe the ferviceable &, asic. 


on,» decrepita’s & fine u, tanquam bacillo, nibil potest : 
G cum u nibil valet amplins quam k. | 
Qualis qualis eff, banc jam babemus, fed femper cum 
precedente [udu, ancilla fuperba. Smithus. | 
i: Namiq; Q, premifsd femper u, fimul magit, ids, 
Sylabam non editura, ni comes fit tertia « 
Quelibet vocalis.. ‘Ter. Mau. . 
Diomedes ait Q' effe. compofitam exc oO U. 
Appulfis palati ore reftricto profertur. M. Cap.. 


(x) Vibrat tremulss ilibus aridum fonorem. ‘Ter. M. 
—Sonat bic de nare canina. | 
Litera. Perf. Sate 1. 
R Spiritum, lingua crifpante, corradstur. 
| a Cap. 
_Dionyfius a spoyersav yevasdrerey yectpepidy i 
€ congeneribus generefijimgare appellavite | 


(y) S promptus in ore, agiturqs pone dentes, 
Sic lenis Ge unum ciet auribus fufurrum. 
. Quare non eft merita, ut 2 Pindaro diceretur Zavupdurgy 
Diony fius qucq; cum ipfum expellit, rejicitq; ad Serpentes, 
maluit cancm irritatam imitari, quam. arboris naturales fu- 
furres fequis _Scal. | 
_ Es# GConfonantium. prima, & faortifima bec litera, 
ut agnofcit ‘Terenuanus. Ram. 
Vivida eff bec inter omnes, atq, denfa litera. 
Sibilum facit dentibus verberatis. M. Cap. _ 
~ Qucties litera’ media Nocalium longarum, vel fubjelta 
longis effit, geminabitury ut Caufla, Caffus, Quintil. 


¢: : 
es 


TC. | 
(x) T gud fuperis dentibus intima eff origo 
Summa fatis eft ad fonitum ferive lingua, 
i: | Teren. 
_- Ty: appuliu lingua, dentibusque appulfis excuditur, 
: | M. Cap. 
'. Latine faGio, adtio, generatio, corruptio, vicium, 
ouum, oc. | | 
Xx 
Cy) X potefPatcm habet cs, & gs; ut 
"7 ex crux @& frux, appareat. « 
Quorum obliqui calus font : 
Crucis & Frugis. 
jae + hes Ram. in Gram.. ex Varrone. 
‘ X quicquidc Os formavit, cxfibilat. Capell, 


— Neque Latini, neque Nos ila multhm utimur. 


ZL | 
(z) Z verd idcircd Appius Claudius deteffabatur 
dentes mortui, dum exprimitur, imitatar. M. Capel 
. © Compendiim duarum litcrarum eff 03, in ana noté, & 
compendium Orthographic, non Profodia 5 quia bic in voce 
non una litera effertur, fed due diftinguuntur. Compendium 
inelegantér, © fallaciter inventum. Sonms enim, nota id 
fiemificatus, in gnam Syllabam ncn perpetuo concluditur, Sed 
dividitur, aliquando, Ut in illo Plauti loco: Non Atticif- 
fat, fed Siciliifac, PYO + aT TIXIC EL, omeriles, Grecss 5 cy ubi 
suitium facit, ef So, non o, ficuti Cevs, .mom onus, fed Saws, 
Ram. in lib. 2. 


5 quid 


fhould be, and reftore it co the right of Reputation it 


had wich our Fore-Fathers. For, the Englifh- Saxons knew: 


not this halting Q, with her Waiting-woman » after her ; 


but expreft | 
quail, kuail. 
queft > >by hue ft . 
quick, kuick. 
guill, kuil. 


Tilt cuftom, under the excufe of expreffing enfran- 


‘chisd words with us, intreated her into our Lan- 


guage, In 
_ quality, quantity, 7 
uarel, quintefcence, 8&c. : 


q 
And hath now given her the beft of 2’s poffeffions. 
| | R 


(x) Is the Dogs Letter, and hurreth in the found ; the 
Tongue ftriking the inner Palate, with a trembling a- 
bout the Teeth. Ie is founded firm in the beginning of 


as in 


rarer réper. 
And fo in the Latin. 


th againft the Teeth in che prolation. It is called 


the Serpests Letter, and the chief of: the Cos/omasts. 


It varieth the Powers much in. our pronunciation, asin 
the beginning of words it hath the found of weak c. 
before Vowels, Diphthongs, or Confonants ; as, | 
Salt, fay, fell, fell, 
| .  fhift, foft, &e. 
- Sometime it rae tO 23 as in 7 aa | 
Mule, ufe, rofe, nofe, wife, 
And the like : where f +e Vowel ferves for the 
Mark or Accent of the former’s prodadtion. — 
So, after the Half-Vowels, or the obfcurees as in 
Bells, gems, wens, burs, | 
Chimes, Names, games. 


- Where the Voawel fits hard, itis commonly doubled. 
ake : | 
(x) Is founded with the Tongue ftriking the upper 


‘Teeth, and hath one conftane Power, fave where it 
preceedeth IT; and that again followed by another 


Vowel; asin 
Faction, action, generation, corruption. 
Where it hath the force of s, or «. 
| x 


(y) Is rather an abbreviation, or way of fhore writing 
with us, than a Letter: For, ic hath the found of ¢ 
ands; or kands. Ie beginsno word with us, thae I 
know, but ends many 5 as, | 

Ax, fix, fox, box. 

Which found like thefe, 

Backs, knacks, knocks, locks, &c 
Z 


(z) Isa Letter often heard amongft us, but feldom 


feen : borrow’d of the Greeks at firlt, being the fame 


with @; and foundeth, in the middle, as double . tho’ 


in the end of many Englifh words (where ’tis only pro- 
perly ufed) it feems co found as s 3 as in maze, gaze ; 

And on the contrary, words writ with s found like 
%3as Mufe, nofe, bofe, as. 

Never in the beginning, fave with the Weft- Country 
People, that have, zed, zay, %it, %0, Zome, 

And the like ; for Said, fay, fit, fo, {ome. 

Or in the Body of Words indenifon’d,:. e. derived from 
the Greek, and commonly us‘d as Exglifhs as, 

azure, zeal, Zepbyre, Kc. 


the Words, and more. /squid in the middle, and ends; 


. S ss 
® Is a moft eafie, and gentle Letter; and. foftly 
hiffe 


! 


(a) H. Nuk 


“The Englifh 


Grammar. 


ee? J 


(a) - H. | 
Nwlli dubiums eff , faucibas emicet quod ipfis 
H litera, five eff nota, que fpiret anbelum, Ter. 
H, contractis paulins faucibus, ventus exbalat. 
| Mar. Cap. 
Vocalibus apre, fed & antepofita cunts 
Hatftas, Hederas, gui loquor, Hifter, Hofpes, Hujus. 
— Solkm patitur quatucr ante Confonantes, 
Gracis quoties nominibas Latina forma eft, 
Si Choros Phillida, Rhamnes, Thima, dico. 
Reile quidem in bac parte Greciflant nofri Walli. 
| : - Smithus. 

Hi verd wer Ukoxt afpiratiovocatur. Eff enim variaram 
literarum {pirituofijima, vel f{piritus pots ipfe. - Nullius, 
aut quam minimim egens officit corum, que modo nominavi- 
mas infrumenta literarum formandarum. | 

Hi extrinfecus afcribitar omnibus Vocalibus, ut minimum 
Sonet ; Confonantibus aster quibusdans intrinfects. 


Ch. 


_(b) Owmis litera, five vox, plus fonat 
ponitur, quam cum anteponitur. Quod alibus saccidens 
effe videtur : nec fi tollatur ea, perit etidm vss fignificationts : 
at, fi dicem Erennius, absq; 4{piratione, quamrus vitsum vi- 
dear facere, intellecius tamen integer permanct. Confonan- 
tibus autem, fi coberet, ut cjujdem penitus fubftantia fit, 
& fi auferatur, fignificatiogs ‘vim minuat provshs: ut, fi 
dicam Cremes, pro Chrémes. Unde bde confideratd ra- 
tione, Gracorum doétifimi fingulas fecérunt eas quoque Ui- 
seras, ut Po . . 

, th. 6. pro ph. @, pro = x Ram. 


(c) Sonum ilies g querant, guises ita libet foribere : au 
res profedta mee munquam in bis vocibus fonitum vs & pote- 


vant baurire. | 
: Smichus de ret#. & emend. 

oe Ph. & Rh. 

. (d) Litera 9 apud ere 6 afpirata. 

—— (e) Si quis error in liters ferendus eff, chem corrigs quest, 

wulqudm in ullo fono tolerabilior eft, quam in boc, fs feriba- 

ter Sh; & in, fi fcribatur per th. Nam be due quandam 

violentiam grandiorem fpiritus in proferendo requirunt, quam 

catera litera. ibid. = 


-(f) Hée liter five chavattéve, quam fpinam, id eff | ¢ 
porne, sofri Proavi appelabant : Avi nostri, Ov qui proxt\,. _. 
_ gd ante librorum impreffionem vuixerunt , funt abufi, ad omnia? 


ea {cribenda, que ninc magno Magiftrorum errore per th. 


Scribimes 5 ut, a 
pe. pow. pet. pen. pete. pick. 


ipa fefe, cum poft- | 
oc 


A, 

(4) Whether ic be a Letter orno, hath been much ex- 
amined by che Ancients, and by fome of the Greek 
Party too much: condemned, ‘and thrown out of the 
Alphabet, as an Afpirate meerly, and in requeft only be- 
fore. Vowels in the beginning of words. The Welfh re- ° 
tain ic {till after many Confonants. Buts be ica Lettér, 
or Spirit, we have great ule of it in.our Tongue, both 
before, and after Vowels. And though I dare not fay, 
the is, (as I have heard one call her) the Qucen-mother of — 
Confonants : yet the is the life, and quickening of c, ¢, 
Pry ty : ; as — Payecheiyg: from che afpirate Greck | 
p; as, Cheat, Ghoft, A et, fhape, that, : : 
Of which more hereafter. ‘ / a 

What her Powers are before Vowels and Diphtbongs 
will appear in - ae ‘ 

ball, beal, bill, hot, how, bew, beiday, 8c. 

In fome it is written, but founded without power : as 

— boft, boneft'; 
Where the Vowel is heard without the Ajpiration s as 
oft, oneft. . 
After the Vowel it founds; asin 2b, and ob. 
Befide, ic is coupled with divers Confonants, where 
the force varies, and is particularly tobe examin’d. 
We will begin wich Cé. . 7 


| be 
(+) Hath the force of the Greek Sx i 
words derived from the Greek ; as in as chemi 
Charatt, Christian, Chronicle, Archangel, Monarch. 
In meer Englifh words, or fetch’d from the Latin the 
force of the Italian c. | 
- Chaplain, chaff, . chest, ebops, 
chin, chuff,. churl, — 


(c) 1s only a piece of ill writing with us: if we could 
obtain of Cs/ow to mend it, it were not the worfe for 
our Language, or us: for the ¢ founds juft nothingin . 

trough, cough, might, night, &c. - ee 8 
Only, the writer was at leifure, to add a fuperfluous. 
Letter, as there are too many in our atdervaply, a 
| Ph & Rb : 
(d Are ufed only in Greek infranchis’d words ; as 
Philip, Phyfick, Rbetorick, Rhodes, &c. 
: Sb : 


(ec) Ismeerly Englifh ; and hath the force of the He- 
brew yy {hin, or the French Ch asin | 
fhake, fhed, thine, fhow, 
fhrink, ru{h, blufh. 


oy (ae | 
(f) Hath a double and doubtful found, which muft be 
ound out by ufe of {peaking ; fometimes like the Greek. 


in 
thief, thing, lengthen, ftrengthen, loveth, 8c. 
In ae like their J ne the saad d. as 
thu, that, then, thence, ae 
| thofe bathe, bequeath. | 
' And in this confifts the greateft difficulry of our 


Sed bi mollior exprimebatar fonwe, fupernd fcribebant ;| Alphabet, and true writing : fince we have loft the Saxon 
whi durior, in eodem fulco : moliorem <appeilo illum, quem Characters’ and p. that dittinguifhed : 


Anglo Saxones per S, Duriorem, quem per p, exprimebant. 
Nam illud Saxonum *6 refpondet ili fono, quem vulgars 
Oraca lingua facit, quando pronunciant fuum 3, aut Hilpa- 


nid, literam fuam molliorem, ut chm veritatem, verdad ap |: 
Spina autem illa p, videtur referre prorsus Grzco- | 


pellan:. 
rum @, At th fonum 0 non redie dat. Nam fi 6 non effet 
glia deflexis voces, nifi afpivations addita, aque facile fust 

Grecis7¢ 7° a/pirationem adjungere, qudm Tq p- ; 


a e 


Be fick, : 

In. 

Sine. °™4 bred. 

%o. ) prive. 
Wh 


Hath been inquir’d of 


in w. And this for the Let- 
ters. c 


e 


CHAP. 


fit 


asin 


A 
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CHAP. V. 
Of the Diphthongs. 
Ipbthongs are the Complexions, or Couplings of 
Ds when the sig pe fend 
joint found, fo asin one Syllable both founds be heard ; 


Ai, or Ay. 
Aid, maid, faid, fe day, way. 

Au, or Aw. | 
Audience, author, = lew, faw, draw. 


: a. 
7 Earl, Pearl, meat, feat, fea, fies. 
To which add yes, and plea; and you have at one 

view all our Words of this hai 

fleight, freight, weight, theirs. 
Ew 


Fey, frew, dew, anew. 


Oi, or Oy. 
Point, joint, foil, coil, 
JY> bof, 


good, food, mood, brood, 8c. 
~ . Ona, or Ow. 


rout, frost, bows 
now, bow, lor, 
Vi, je Vy. 

iffance, OF puyljance ; juice, OF fuyce. 
Thefe Bon gee all ould seeee. oe to mention 
more, were but to perplex the Reader. The Os, and 
Ee, will be better fupplied in our Orthography. - 
Neither is the double ce to be thought on, but in Ders- 
watives as Trees, Sees, and the like, where it is as two 
Syllables. As for ¢0, it isfound but in three Words in 


our Tongue, 


Yeoman, people, jeopardy, 

Which were truer te ic 

Yéman, pipes jepardy. 

And thus much fhall fuffice for the Diphrbongs. 

The Tripbtbong is of a Complexion rather to be fear’d 
than lov’d, and would fright the young Grammarian to 
fee him: E therefore lec him pafs, and make hafte to 
the Notion. | 


CHAP. VL 
Of the Sylables. 


Syllable is 2 part of'a Word that may of it felf 
make a perfe@& found; and is fometimes of one 
only Letter, which is always a Vowel: fometimes of 
more. | 

Of one, as in every firft vowel in thefe Words : 

a. a-bated. | 
e. e-clipfed. 
i. i-magin d 
0. omitted. 
u. w-furped. | 

A Syllable of more Letters is made, either of Vowels 
only, or of Confonants joined with Vowels. 
| Of Vowels only, i. e. the Dipbrbongs, 

Ai, in Ai-ding. 

An, in Asuflere, Awdients. 

Ea, in Ea-fie, Ea-ting. 

Es, in E~ry of Hawks. 

Ew, in Ew-er,&c. and in 
| the Zripbthong Yea. 

Of the Vowels mixt 3 fometimes but with one Con/o- 
nant, aste 3 fometimes two, as try ; fometimes three, as 
bef ; or four, as nefts or five, as Pumps ; other-while 
fix, as the latter Syllable in re-fraints: At the moft they 
can have but cighe, as frengths. 


a 


Grammatica 


forth ai 


I will promife, and obtain fo much of my felf, as to 


Some Syllables, as. 
, The, thew, there, that, 
auth, and; whieh, 


ate often compendionfly, and thorcly writtea ; as 


e en ére P 
‘ I J yj YY 
th ch 
w Ow 


Which, whofd lift may ufe ; but Orrheprapby commands 
i¢not: A-Man may forbear it, without i of fal- 
ling into Premunire. 


Here Order would require to {peak of the Quentity 


‘Of Syllables, their fpecial Prerogative among the Latins 


and Greeks 3 whereof fo much as is conftane, and deri- - 
ved from Nature, hath been handled already. Fhe other 
which grows: by Pofition, and placing of Leetrers,, as yee 
(not through default of our Tongue, being ablo enough. 
to receive ic, but our own carele/nefs, being negligent to 
give it) is ruled by no Art. The principal caufe where- 
of feemeth to be this; becaufe our Verfes and Rhymes (as 
it is almoft wich all other People, whofe Language is f{po- 
ken at this day) are natural, and fuch whereof Arifforle 
fpeaketh, sa 7 dvJeqadhacudrer, that is, made of a matural, 
and voluntary compofition, without regard to the Quan 
tity Of Syllables. | | 
This would ask a larger Time and Field, chan is here 
given, for the examination: but fince F am affigned.co 
this Province, that it isthe Lor of my Age, after chircy 
Years Converfation with Men, to be elementarias Senex s 
give, in the heel of the Book, fome fpur and incitemene 
to that which I fo reafonably feek. Not ehar I wonldé 
have the wslgar, and praétis’d way of making, abolifird: 
and abdicated, (being both fweet and delightful, ard 
much taking the Ear) but, to the end our Tongue may be 
made equal to thofe of the renowned Countries, Laly 
and Greece, touching this Particular. And, as for the 
Difficulty, that thall never withdraw, or put mre off 
the Atrempt: For, neither is any excellent ching dene 
with eafe, nor the compafling of this any whie ro be 
defpaired 5 efpecially when Quixtiken hath obferv'd co 
me, by this watwral Rhyme, that we have the other artif- 
cial, as it were by certain Marks and Footints, firft traced 
and found out. And the Grecians themfelves before Ho- 
mer, 25 the Romans likewife before Levins Andromiem , had 
ho other Meters. ‘Thus much therefore fhall ferve to: 
have {poken concerning the Parts of a Word, ina Letter, 
It followeth to {peak of the common Affectiens, whtich 
unto the Latins, Greeks, and Hebrews, are two 3 the Ace 
cent, and Notation. And firit, 


GHAP. VIL 
Of the Accent. 


TY Accent (which unto them was a tuning of the 
| Voice, in lifting it up, or letting it dewn) hath 
not. yee obtained with us any Sign; which norwith- 
ftanding were moft needful co be added; not wherefo» 
ever the force of an Accent lieth, but where, for want of 


abifed, excéffive, besitte 
| obtdin, ungodly, furrénder. 
- But the ufe of ic will be-feen much better by collati- 


on of Words, that according unto the divers place of 
their Accent, are diverfly pronounc’d, and have divets 
Significations, Such are the Words following, with their 
like ; as | 7 
differ, defor , défart, defére ; préfent, prefent s 
refuse, refufe , object, objéct ; incenfe, incénfe; 
convert, convutrt 5 torment, torment, 8c. . 
In original Nouns, Adjective or Substantive, derived 
according 


4 


cent is intreated to the firft | asin 
fatherline/s, métherline/s, 
| | peremptory, hdberdaher. 
Likewife in the Adverbs, 
brotherly, stfterly. 
All Nouns Diffyllabick, fimple in the firft ; -as 
belief, honour, credit, 
silver, surety. - 
All Nouns Triffyllabick, in che firft : 
countenance, jeopardy, Kc. , 
All Ncuns-compounded in the firft, of how many Sy/- 
dables fosver they be; as 
_ Ténnss-court-keeper, Ghimney-fweeper. | 
Words fimple in ab/e, draw the Accent to the firft, 
‘though. they be of four Sylables; us, | 
ee SOciable, tolerable. 
When they be compounded, they keep the fame c- 
cents as, 


Insociable, intolerable. 

But in the way of comparifon , ic altereth thus: 
Some Men are sociable, others infoctable ; fome tolerable, 
others tntolerable: For the Accent fits on the Syllable that 
puts difference ; as, | 
- -.+ Sincerity, infincerity. - oe . 

Nouns ending in tion, or fiom, are accented in ante- 
ltima, as, — 7 a 
i - Condition, infiufion, 8c. 

In ty, 2 Latins, in antepenultimd; as, 

| Verity, charity, fimplicity. 

In ence, in antepenultimd ; as, | 
me : peftilersce, ad ffinence,. 

sufeenance, confequence. » 

All Verbs di/ylables ending in er, el, ry, and ih, accent 
$8 prima 3 as, te Se 7 

Cover, cancel, cdrry, bury, 
| levy, révifh, 8c. : . 

Verbs made of Nouns, tollow the Accent of the Nouns; 
as | 
| to blanket, to béfquet. - | 

All Verhs coming from the Latin, either. of the’ Su. 
pine, or otherwife, hold che Accent as it is found in the 
firft Perfon prefent of thofe Latis Verbs; as from 

‘ dnimo, animate 3 
:  ctlebro, celebrate. : 
_ Except Words compounded of facio ;-as, 
" — Niquefdcio, liquef te. 
And of fatuo; as, = 
conftituo, conffitute. oe 

All Variations of Verbs hold the Accent in the ‘fame 
place, as the Theme, _ 

: ‘TL animate, chou animate/t, 8c. : 
And thus much fhall ferve to have opened the Foun- 


tain of Orthography. Now let us come to the’ Notation 
of a Word. © ts ¢ <fue * & = 4 


} 


CHAP. VER 


yrs 


eV ei The Notation of @ Word: °: 


ra 
“WS when the Original thereof is fought out, and con- 
I fiftech in two things, thé Kind, and the Figure, - 
The Kind is to knew whtecher «che Word 
tive, Or Derivative; a> °° |” 
2 Many love; 


a Primi- 


‘ae Primitzvéss - : : weak 

| | Manly; lover, — 

are Derivatives. © - . Be OG, | 
The Figure isto know whether the Word be fimple, 

‘OF compounded; ay - : | | 

learned, fay, 

are fimple: -_ ee . = 

'. unlearned, gain-fay, — 

are compcunded., | 


ibe Engle eee 


according co the Rule of the Writer of Analogy, the Ac 


Anifiech a 


| This 


In which kind of Compofiion, 
our Englifh Tongue. is above all o- 
ther very hardy and happy, joining 
together , after 4 moft eloquent 
manner, fundry Words of every 
kind of Speech ; as, 

Mill borfe, lip wife, felf-love, 

twy-light, there-abcut, 

not-with-franding, be-cays{e, 

| Cut-purfe, never-the-lefs. 

Thete are the common Affections 
of a Word: The divers forts now 
follow. A Word is of Namber, or 
without Number. Of Number that 
Word is termed to 

Number Singular, or Plu- 
ral. | 
_ Singular , which expreffeth one 
only thing 3 as, ; 
Tree, book, teacher. 

Plural, when it exprefleth more 
things than one; as, : 

Trees, books, teachers. 

Again, a Word of Number is Fi- 
nite OF Infinite. Fimite, which vari- 
eth his Number with certain end- 
Ings; as, 

Man, men run, runs; 
| horfe, borfes. 

Infinite, which varieth not; as, 

 “Frue, ftrong, &c. 

both in che Singalar and Plural. . 
_ Moreover ,.a Word of Number 
ts a Noun or a Verb. But here it 
were fic we did firft number our 


Werds, or Parts: of Speech, of — 


which our Language confifts. 


b 


be, which fig- 


CHAP. IX. 


679 


Compofitio. 
Sepe tria coagmen- 
tantur Nomina 3 ut, 
A Foor-ball plaier, 

a Tennis-court- 
keeper. 
Sepifime duo Sub- 
| flantiva; ut, 
Hand-ker-chief, 
Rain-bow, Eye- 
fore, Table-nap- 
kin, Head-ach, 
NEQUAGA rc. 
Subftantivum cum 
werbo.s ut, 
Wood-bind. 
Pronomen cam Sub- 
ftantivo ; ut, 
Self love, ganviic: 
felf-freedom » aves 
Vousd. - 
Verburn. cum Sub- 
Stantivo 5 ut, 
A Puff-cheek, ou 
ayves@-, Draw- 
well, Draw-bridge. 
Adjelivum cum 
Subftantivo 3 ut, 
New-ton, vecimoass. 
Handi-craft, xe1po- 
TOPs he 
Adverbium cum — 
Subftantivo; ut, 
Downfall. 
Adverbium cum 
Participios ut, 


Up-tifing , down- 


lying. 


Of the Parts of Speech. . 


- Only we add a Ninth, which is the 


‘11s cwo fold 5 | | 
Finite, i.e. relating to both Numbers 3 as, Ze, 
Infinite, relacing:only tothe Singular; as, 4. * 


a 
t 


N our Englifh Speech we number the fame Parts with 
B the Latins. - . 
ty = & . Nown, Adverb, 
: | Pronoun, Conjunction, 
Verb, Pre pofition, 
\ Participle, Intersection. 


Article: And that 


The Finite is {ee béfore Nouns Appellatwes ; as, 
(The Horfe, the Horfes ; : 


. Zhe Tree, the Trees, 
Proper Names and Pronouns refute Articles , 


Emphajis fake; as, 
| - The Henry of Henries, 


except for 


The only He of the Town. 
Where He ftands for'a Nows, and fignifies Man. 


The Infinite hath a power of declaring, 


uncertain, or infinite things 3 as, 


and defigning 


4 man, Ahoufe: not 4 men, 4 houfes. - 
Article A anfwers to the German Ein, or the 


French or Italian Articles, deriv’d trom one, not ‘Numeral, 


but Prepofitive 3 as, 


A Houfe, Ein Hor/e. Ger. 


Un Maifon. French. 
Una Cafa. Italian. 
The is put to 


Article, Der, die, das. 


| Save that it admits no infle@ion. 


both Numbers, and a 


nfwers to the Dutch 
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CHAP. X. 
Of the Noun. 


| AX Nouns are Words of Number ; Singular,or Plural. 


Common, Subfantive ; 
They are< Proper, @Andare all. or, 
? Perfonal, ) Adjective. - 


Their Accidents are, 
Gender, Cafe, Declenftn. 
. ' Of the Genders there are fix. 
1, Mafculine. Aa/culine, which comprehendeth all Males, 
or what is underftood under a Mafculine 
as Angels, Men, Stars: and (by Profopopesa 2) the 
almoft all the Planets. 
econd, The Feminine, which compri- 
_feth Women, and Female [pecies : 
_  Wlands, Countries, Cities. 
and fome Rivers with us 3 as, 
Severn, Avon, &c. 


fpecies * 
Months, Winds, 


> Feminine. 


3. Neuter. 
whofe Notion conceives neither Sex; un- 
der which are compriz’d all inanimate things; a S4:p 
excepted : of whom we fay, She /ails well, though the 
Name be Hercules, or Henry, or the Prince. As Terence 
-call’d his Comedy Eunuchus, per vocabulum Arts. 
. Fourth, The Promif/cuous,or Epicene, which 
underftands both Kinds: efpecially, when 
' we cannot make the difference 3 as, when 
we call them Horfes, and Dogs, in the Mafculine, though 
there be Bitches and Mares amongft them... So to Fows, 
for the moft part, we ufe the Feminine as of Eagles, 
Hawks, we fay; She lies well sand call them Gee/e, Ducks, 
‘and Doves, which they fly at, not diftinguifhing the Sex. 
~  Bifth, The Common, or rather Doubtful 
Gender, we ule often, and with elegance 5 
as in 
Coufin, Gofip, Friend, Neighbour, Enemy, 
Servant, Thief, &c. including both Sexes. 

The Sixth ts, the Cozmon of Three Gen- 
dersy by which a Noun is divided into Sa- 
Stantive and <Adjeétive. For a Subftantive 
is a Nouz of: one only Gender, or (at the moft) of two: 
And an Adjedtive is a Nun of three Genders, being al-. 
ways infinite. _ 


4- Epieene. 


5: Doubrful. 


-6.Commen - 
of Three. 


CHAP. XL 
Of the Diminution of Nouns, 


He common Affection of . Nowns.is Diminution. A 
Diminutive is a Noun noting the diminution of his 
The diminution 
_ . Tepminations :- ae ae im 
“ El.” Part, parcel 5 Cock, Cockerel. i. 
Et. Capon, Caponet 5 Poke, Poket 5 Baron, Baronet. 
Ock. Hill, Hillock ;. Bull, Bullock. 
Ing. -Goofe, Gofling 5 Duck, Duckling. 
So from the Adjedi:ve,, Dear, Darling. ee 
| Many Diminatives there are, which rather be abufi- 
ons of Speech,:than any proper Englifh Words. And 
fach for che moft pare are Mens and Womens Names: 
Names which are fpoken in a kind of flattery, efpecial- 
ly among familiar Friends and Lovers 3 as, 
Richard, Dick, Wiliam, Will ; 
Margery, Madge, Mary, Mal. 
Dinzinution of Adjcétives is in this one end, ¢fh 3 as, 
Lo HW ibite, whiti(hs green, greenifh. 
After which manner certain Adjeétives of 
aifo tosmed from their Subfantives, as, 


of Ss ubftantives hath. thefe four divers 


ww 


Firft, the 


Third, The Nester, or feigned Gender: 


‘| as it were, a Genitive 


Likene/s are 


\ 
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Devil, devilifhs Thief, thievifh 3 
Colt, colsifh ; Elf, elvifh. | , 
Some Nowns {teal the form of Diminution, which nei- 
ther in fignification fhew it, nor can derive it from a 
Primitive 5 26, , 


Gibbet, Deublet, peevifh. 


CHAP. XIE 
of Com parifons, 


e km then are the Common Affections, both of Sxb- 
frantives and Adjectives: there follow certain other, 
net general to them both, but proper and peculiar to 
each one. The Proper Affection therefore of Adjeétives 
is Comparifon 5 of which, after che Poftive, there be two 
Degrees reckoned , namely, the Comparative, and the 
Superlative, ane 
The Comparative is a Degree declared by the Pofii 
with this Adverb more 5 — ee : = 
| Wafer, or more wife. 6°. 
The Superlative is declared by the Poftive, with this 
Adverb moff 5 as, ee - 
| Wifeft, or moff wife... - | 
_ Both which Degrees are ncaa uF the Pofitive : the 
Comparative, by putting to er 3 the Superlative, by put- 
ting to ef 5 asin chefe Examples : ee ae : 
Learned, learneder, learnedeft.. 


Simple, fimpler, fimpleft. 
True, truer, true/?. 
Black, blacker, blackeft. te 
From this General Rude a few Special Words are ex- 
cepted; as, ae . | 
Good, better, bef. or 
: IR or bad, worfe, worff. ~ 
Little, lefs, least: eg. Hey . 
| " Much, more, mof.. 
Many Words have no Comparifon ; as, 
Reverend, Pyiffant, 
Viclorioms, Renowned. , 
_ Others have both Degrees, but lack the Poftive 3 2s, 
ss Former, foremoft. oe . 
Some are formed of Adverbs; as, | 
Wifely, wifelier, rwifelief. 
| Fuply, juftlier, juftlieft. 
Certain Comparatives torm out of themfelves ; as; 
Les, leffer. | " | | 


Worfe, worfer. 
‘CHAP. ‘XIL 
Of the Firft Declenfion. . 


Nd. thus mach concerning the ‘Proper Affection of 
Adjettives : The Proper Affection of Spbftantives 
followeths and that confifteth in Declining. 

A Declenfion 3 the varying of a Noun Subftantive inte 
divers Terminations. Where, befides the Ab/olute, there is, 
Cafe, made in the Singular Num- 
ber, by putting tos.” a 

OF Declenfions there be, two kinds: the firft maketh che 
Plural of che Singular, by adding thereto ¢; <as, 

i ee ee Tree, Trees. ee 
Thing, things, - 
Steeple,. Steeples. 

So with s, by reafon of the near affinity of thefe ewo 

Letters, whereof we have {poken before: | 
Park, Parks 5 Buck, Bucks 3 
_Dowarf, Dwarfs 5 Path, Paths. 


And in this Fir Declenfion, the Genitive Plural is all 


‘one with the Plural abfolures as, 


Father, 
Father. 


Fathers. 


Singular. Fathers.” 


¢ Plur. 


General 


— ae 


The Englifb 


General Exceptions. 


To the Genitiue Cafes of all Nouns denoting a Poffeffor, | 


is added °s with an Apofrophe, thereby to avoid the 
grofs Systax of the Pronoun bis joining with a Nous ; as, 
The Emperor's Court, Tie General's Valour y not The Empe- 
ver his Court, &c. _ | 

Many Monofyllables containing a Diphthong, never take 
s in the Plural Number, but only change their Diph- 
thongs , retaining their laft Confonant, or one of like 

3 aS) : : 

— Moufe, Mice 5 Loufe, Lice; 
Goofe, Geefes Foot, Feet ; 
: Tooth, Teeth. 

Exception of Number. Some Nouns of the Fire De- 
clenfion \ack the Pluraty as, 

Reft, Gold, Silver, Bread. 

Other the Singular 5 as, 

| Kiches, Goods. 

Mani being in their principal fignification Adjectives, 
are here declined, and in the Plsral ftand in thead of 
Sabfantives ; as, 

Other, others 5 One, ones ; 
Hundred, hundreds; Thoufand, thoufands ; 
Nece[fary, necefjaries : and fuch hike. 


. 


CHAP. XIV. 
Of the Second Declenfion. 


He Second Declenfion formeth the Pisral from the Sin- 
Ls eslar, by putting to»: which notwithftanding ic 
have not fo many Nouns as hath the former,. yet lacketh 
not his difficulty, by reafon of fundry Exceptions, that 
cannot eafily be reduced to one general dead. Of this 
former 1s. 
: Ox, Oxen, | 
. Exceptions. Man, and Woman, by a contraction make 
Men and Women, in ftead of Manen and Womenen, Cow 
makes Kine : Brother, for Bretheren, hath Brethren : Child 
formeth the Plural by adding r befides the Root; for we 
fay not Childen, which, according to the Rule given be- 
fore, is the right formation ; bue Childrens, becaufe thar 
fouind is more pleafanc to the Ears. | 

Here the Genitive Plural (denoting the Poffefor) is made 
by adding *s unto the 4d/olutes as, wf 
ie ces Child, i Pl Children, 
Sing. shuld’, OW.) Children’s. 
Exceptions from both Declenjions, Some Noums (ac-. 
cording to the differene Dialects of feveral Parts of rhe 
Country) have the Plural of both Declenfions; as, 
Houfe, Houfes, and Howler. . | 
Eye, Eyes, and Even, . . 
Shooe, Shooes, and Shooen. 


CHAP XV. 
-- OF Pronouns, — 


Few irregular Nouns, varying from the general 
; Precepts, are commonly termed Pronouss : whereof 
the fift four, initead of the Genitive, have an Acamfative 
Cafe ; as, a. ol 


I, We. Thou, : Xa, ! : 
Plur. Plar. < .or, 
‘Me, Us. » They 9. .€%e. 


‘He, She, That, all three make ig the Plural, They, Zhem. 

Four Pojfefives: My, or Mine: Plural, Our, ours. Thy, 
Thine : Plural, Your, Yuurs: Hs, Hers, both in.the Plural 
making Their, Theirs. e vue Mises 

The Demonftratives: This: Plural, Thefe. That: Plu- 
ral, Thofe. Yon, or yonder fame. 
“> Dhree Interrogatives, whereof one requiring 
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nitive and Accufative, and taken for a Subftantive: Who 2 
Whofe ? Whom? The other two Infinite, and Adje&ively 
ufed, Whar, Whether. — 
Two Articles, in Gender and Number Infinite, 
the Latins lack: A,The. . 
One Relative, Which : One other fignifying a Reci- 
procation, Self: Plural, Selves. 
Compofition of Pronouns is more common: 
a My-felf, our-felves. 
Thy-felf, your-felves. 
Hime) 
Her -felf, 
It-felf, 
This:{ame, that-[ame, yon-[ame, yonder fame; [elf-fame. 


CHAP. XVL 
Of a Verb. 


Hine we have declared the whole Erymolgy of 
Nouns 5 which in eatinefs, and fhortnefs, is much 
to be preferred before the Latins and the Grecians. It 
remaineth with like brevity, if ic may be, to profecute 
the Etymology of a Verb. A Verb is a Word of Number, 
which hath both Time and Perfon. - Time is the difference 
of a Verb, by the prefent, pajt, and future, or to come. 
A Verb fimte therefore hath three only Times, and thofe 
always imperfedd. 
The firlt is the prefent ; as, 
— Amo, Love. 
The fecond is the Time pats as, 
Amabam, loved. 
The third is the future ; as, 
| Alma, amato: 


Plural, Them-felves. 


| Love, love. 
The other Zémes both imperfect 5 as, 
oe 7 Amem, amarem, amabo, 
And alfo perfect ; as, 
 Amavi, amaverim, amaveram, 
Amaviffem, amavero, 


° 


‘we ufe to exprefs by a Syntax, as fhall be {cen in the pro- 


per place. | 
' The future ismade of the prefent, and is the fame al- 
ways with it, , . a 

OF this future arifeth a Verb infinite, keeping the fame 
Termination ; as likewife of the prefent, and the ime 
pa, are formed the Participle prefent, by adding of ing 3 as 

| Love, loving. | 

The other is all one wich the Time paf. 

The Pafive is exprefled by a Syntax, like the Times 
ing before, as hereafter fhall appear. . | 

A Perfon is the fpecial difference of a verbal Number, 
whereof the 
Number three. 

The fecond and third Perfon Singular of the Prefent 
are-made of the firft, by adding ef, and et 3 which laft 
is commonly fhortned to s. | . 

‘The Zime paft is. varied, by adding ia like manner in 
the fecond Perjon Singular ef, and making the third like 
unto the firft. i | | 

The Feture hath but only two Perfons, the fecond and 
third, ending both alike. ; 


foe 


Perfon Singular. Informer times, till about the Reign 
of King Hexry the Eighth, they were wont to be formed 


‘| by adding ex; thus, 


. Loven, fayen, complainen: : 

But now (whatfoever is the caufe) ie hath quite grown 
ouc of ufe, and chat other fo generally prevailed, chat I 
dare not prefume to fet this afoot again: Albeic, (co tell 
yau my opinion) I am perfuaded, chat the lack hereof 
well confidered, will be found a great blemith to our 
Tongue. For, feeing Time and Per/in be, as it were, the 


bring clfe, but a Lamenefsto the whole Body? 
sft | 


whi 


prefent, and the Time paft, have in every 


Right and Left-hand of a Verb, what can the maiming 


And 


G/S- 


The. Perfons Plural keep the Termination of che firft 
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And 
vided two manner of ways. 
Firft, In ref{peét of Perfons, it is called Perfonal, or Im- 


is varied by three Perfons ; as, 
Love, loveft, loveth. 
only hath the third Perfon ; as, 
Beboveth, irketh. : 
Secondly, In confideration of the Times, we term it 
Adve, or Neuter. 
A&ive, whofe Participle paft may be joined with the 
Verb am as, 


onal. 
a or which 
Imperfonal, which 


I am loved, Thou art bated. 
Nester, which cannot be fo coupled 3 as, 
| Pertain, Die, Lyve. 


This therefore is che general forming of a Verb, which 


-mutt to every fpecial one hereafter be applied. 


CHAP. XVIL 
Of the Firff Conjugation. 


6 ie varying of a Verb by Perfons and Times, both 
faite ea id is termed a Conjugation : Where- 
of there be two forts: The firft fetcheth the Time paft 
from the prefent, by adding ed: and is chus varied. 

Pr. Love, loveft, loveth. Pl. Love, love, love. 

Pa. Loved, loved’?, loved. Pl. Loved, loved, loved. 

Fu. Love, love. Pl. Love, love. 

Inf. Love. 
Part. pr. . Loving. 
Part. paft. Loved 
Verbs are oft-times fhortned ; as, 
Sareh faift s would, wow d ; 
Should, fhou'd ; bolpe, bo’pe. 
But this is more common in the leaving out of ¢3 as, 
Loved’ ?, for lovedef 5 
Rubbed, rubb'd tookeft, took’ ft. 
Exception of the Time paf?, for ed, have d or t; as, 
Licked, lick d 5 leaved, left ; 
Gaped, gap'd 5 ‘blufbed, blufh'd. - 

Some Verbs ending in d, for avoiding the concourfe of 
too many Confonants, do caft it away 3 as, 
-_ Lend, lent ; fpend, {pent ; gird, girt. 

Make, by a rare contradtion, is here turned into made. 
Many Verbs in the time paf vary not at all from the 
prefent : fuch are , 
Cast, burt, coft, burft, &c. 


CHAP.. XVIIL 
Of the Second Conjugation. 


 f Nd fo much for the Firft Conjugation, being indeed 
A the moft ufual Forming of a Verb, and thereby 
alfo che common Inn to lodge every ftrange and foreign 
Gueft. That which followeth, for any thing I can 
find, (though I have with fome diligence fearched after 
it) entertaineth nohe but natural and home-born Words, 
‘which though in number they be not many, a hundred 
and twenty, or thereabouts 3 yet in variation are fo di- 
vers and uncertain, that they need much the ftamp of 
fome good Logick, to beat them into proportion. We 
have ee down that, that in our Judgment agreeth beft 
with Reafon and good Order. Which, notwithftanding, 
if ic feem to any to be too rough-hewed, let him plane 
it out more {moothly, and I fhall not only not envy ie, 
bur, in the behalf of my Country, moft heartily chank 
him for fo great a Benefit ; hoping chat I fhall be choughe 
fufficiently co have done my part, if in tolling chis Bell, 
I may draw others to a deeper confideration of the 
matter: For, touching my felf, I muft needs confefs, 
that after much painful Churning, this only would come, 
which here we have devifed. 


by reafon of thefe ewo Differences, a Verb is di- |. 
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The: Second Conjugation therefore curneth che prefent 
into the Time paft, by the only change of his Letters, 
namely, of Vowels alone, or Con/onanrs alfo. 

Verbs changing Vowels only, have no certain Termi- 
nation of the Participle pat, but ‘derive ic as well from 
the prefent, as the Trme paft : and that other-while dif- 
fering from either, as the Examples following do declare. 

The change of Vowels is, either of fimple Vowels, ot of 
Dipbtbongs; whereof the firft goeth by the order of 
Vowels, which we alfo will obferve. 

An a is turned into oo. 
Pref. Shake, fhakeft, fhaketh. PI. Shake, fhake, foake. 


Paft.: Shook, fhookef, fagok. Pl. Shook, fhook, fhook. 
Fut. Shake, (hake. Pl. Shake : 
ae aoe 
Part. pre. Shaking. 


Part. pa. Shaken. 

This form do the Verbs, take, wake, forfake, and beng, 
st but beng in the Time paft maketh bung, not 

angen. 

a the Verb am is a {pecial Exception, being thus 
Varied : | 

Pr. Am, art, #.. Pl. Are, are, are; or, Be, be, be,of the 
unufed word, Be, bee'st, beéth, in the Singular. 

Paft. Was, waft, was; or, Were, wert, were. PL. Were, 

Weres Werea 

Fut. Be, be. Plur. Be, be 

Inf. Be. — 

Part. pr. Being. 

Part. paft. Been. 

Ea cafteth away a, and maketh e fhort: | 

Pr. Lead. Paft. Led. Part. pa. Led. 

The reft of the Zémes and Perfons, both Singular and 
Plural, in this and the other Verbs that follow, becanfe 
they jump with the former Examples and Rulesin every 
point, we haveechofen rather to omit, than to thruft in 
needlefs Words. | 

Such are the Verbs, eat, beat, (both making Participles 
paft ; befides eet and det, or eaten and beatin) {pread, dread, 
frvest, tread. 

Then 4, or o, indifferently 5 

Pr. Break. 
Paft. Brake, or broke. 
Par. pa Broke, or broken. 

Hither belong, (peak, /wear, tear, cleave, wear, (teal, 
bear, foear, weave. So, get, Ip. 7 

$ is changed into a. 

Pr. Give. 
Paft. Gave. 
. Par. pa. Given. 
| So bid, and fi. 7 
And here fometimes 3 is turned into « and o both. 
Pr. Win. | 
Wan, or Won. 
ane Pa Won. 
this fort are fing, ring, wring, fing, fting, ftick, 
ff ms, frrick, drink, fink, {pring, begin, fink, forin Swing, 


avin. 
Secondly, Verbs that have ee, lofe one ; as, ° 
Pr. Feed. 
Paft. Fed. | 
Par. pa. Fed. 
Alfo meet, breed, bleed, {peed. 
Or change them into o ; as, 
Pr. = Seetb. 
Paft. Sod. 
‘Par. pa. Sod, or fodden. . 
Laftly, into aw ; as, 
Pr. | See. 
Paft. Saw. 
Par. pa. Seen. 


O hath 


O hath «. 


Pr. Come. 
Paft. Came. 


Par. pa. Come. a 
And here ic may befides keep his proper Vowel. 


FE. Run. 
Patt. Ran, or Ren. 
Par. pa. Ren. 
oo maketh o. 
Pr. —s Caofe. 
Paft. Choe. 


Par. pa. Chofen. 


And®one more, Shoot, hot; in the Participle paft, Shot, 


or fhotten. 
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‘Exceptions of the Time peft. | 
Some that are of the fir Conjugation anly, have in 
the Participle pajt, befides their own, the Form of the 
fecond, and the third ; as, - 
Hew, bewed, and hewn. 
Mow, mowed, and mowen. 
Load, loaded, and loaden, 


CHAP. XX. 
Of the Fourth Conjugation. 


Ven that convey the Time ‘paff for the prefent, by 
the change both of Vowels and Confonants, follow- 


Some pronounce the Verbs by the Diphtbong ew, Chew/e, | ing the Terminations of the fir? Conjugation, end in d; 


Pr. 
3a Bit. 
Par. pa. Bit, or bitten. | 
Likewife, bide, quite, make bid, quit. 
So, Shine, -trive, thrive, change i into o in the Zsme 
pat; as, Shone, ftrove, throve. 
And, as i feverally frameth either e or 0; fo may it 
jointly have them both. 
Pr. Rife. , 
Paft. Rife, or rofe. 
Par. pa. Rife, or-rifen. | 
To this kind pertain, Smite, write, bide, ride, climb, 
drive, chide, ffride, flide; which make ‘/mit, writ, bid, 
rid, climb, drive, chid, ftrid, flid 5 or fmote, wrote, bide, 
rode, climb, drove, chid, ftrid, fla. 


Thirdly, iis fometimes changed into the Diphthongs | 
. 3 


ayand ow; as, ? 


r Liz. 
ay Paft. . Lay. . 
Par. pa. Leen, or lain. 
Pr. Find. 
ou.€ Patt. Found. 
' (Par. pa. Found. | ; 
So, Bind, grind, wind, fight, make bound, ground, wound, 
ought. 
f f att of all, 2 and ow do both makee. 
Pr. Fall. 
‘e 2Paft. Fell. 


’ 


Par. pa. Fallen. — a 
Such is the Verb, Fraughts which Chaucer in the Man 
of Law’sTale: - | 
This Merchants have done, freight their Ships new. 
Pr. Hold. , N 
o<Paft. Held. 
Par. pa. Held, or belden. 


foews 5 and that is Scostifh-like. or t. | : 
Pr. Stand. 
| CHAP. Xikx.. | Pa. — Stood. 
| | Such are thefe Words, 
Of the Third Conjugation. Pr. Wall, wilt, will. 
| — . Pa. Would, wouldeft, would. 
is ier Change of Diphshongs is of a7, 7, 4, and ow: Fur. Will, will. 
All which are changed into ew. The Infinite Times are not ufed. 
Pr. Slay. Pr. Can, canft, can. : | 
| ay.<Paft. Slew. Pa. 2° Cold, or could. " Anold Engli/b word, 
Par. pa. Slain. Fut. §Shall, halt, fhall. for which now we 
Pr. Fy Pa. Should. any ee 
; Paft, Flew The other Times of ether Verb are lacking. 
Par. pa. Flown , Pr. Hear. 
Pr. Draw | Pa. Heard. 
on Pu Drew, | oe : +E. Sell, 
Par, pa. Drawn. Pa, Sold. | 
Pr. Know. So tell, told. . ) 
oo Pt Kaew. | Of the other fort are thefe, and fuch like ; — 
Par. pa. Known, Pr, Feel. 
This laft apr manger oftner chan the three former ; a ‘Pa, QFelr. iad : 
as, [now, grow, throw, blow, crow. » creep, fleep, weep, keep, faveep, mean, 
Fae Some Verbs in ite or sde, lofe e; as, Pr. f Teak : | if — 
Bite. Pa. Taught. 


To this Form belong, think, retch, feek, reach, catch,’ 
bring, work; and buy and owe, which make bought and 


bt. 

Pr, Dare, dareft, dare. 

Pa. Daurft, durft, durft. 

Pr. May, mayft, may. 

Pa. Might, mighteft, might. 
Thefe two Verbs want : other Zzmes. 


A general Exception — the former Conjugations: 
Certain Verbs have the Form of either Conjugation 5 as, 
| Hang, banged, and bung. 
So, cleave, fhear, fing; climb, catch, &c. 


CHAP. XXI. 
Of Adverbs. 


Hus much fhall fuffice for the Etymology of Words 

that have Number, both in a Noun and a Verb: 
whereof the former is but fhort and eafie; the other 
longer, and wrapped with a great deal more difficulty. 
Let us now proceed to the Etymology of Words without 
Number. 

A Word without Number is that which without his 
principal Signification noteth not any Number. Where- 
of there be two kinds, an Adverb, and a Conjunttion. — 

An Adverb is a Word without Number, that is joined 
to another Word 3 as, 

Well-learned. 
He fighteth valiantly. 
He difputeth very fubtlely. 
So that an Adverb is as it were an Adjefive of Nouns, 


| Verbs, yea, and Adverbs alfo chemfelves. 


Adverbs are either of Quantity or Quality. OF Quantity » 
as, Enough, too-much, altogether. . 
Sf. 


Adverbs 
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Adverbs of Quality be of divers forts : 
Firft, Of Neober 3 as, Once, twice, thrice. CHAP. XXIL> 
Secondly, Of Time 5 as, To day, yefterday, then, | 


By and by, ever, when. Of Conjunttions. 
Thirdly, Of Place; as, Here, there, where, yonder. aa 
Fourthly, In Affirmation, or Negation 3 as, A Conjunction is a Word without Number, knitting 
I, yes, indeed, no, not, nay. | divers Speeches together ; and is declaring, or rea- 
Fifthly, In Wifhing, Calling, and Exhorting : foning. Declaring, which uttereth the Parts of a Sen- 
Withing ; as, O, if. tence: And that again is gathering, or Separating, Ge 
Calling 3 as, Ho, Sirrab. | thering, whereby the Parts are affirmed co be true 
Exhorting ; as, So, fos there, there. gether 3 which is cong Or conditioning. Compling, when 
Sixthly, In Similitude and Likenefs ; as, | the Parts are feverally affirmed ; as, ee 


So, even 0, likewife, even as. And, alfo, neither. 
To this place pertain all Adverbs of Quality whatfoe-| Conditioning, by which the Part following dependeth, 
ver, being formed from Nowns, for the moft part, by ad-| as true, upon the Part going before; as, 
ding /y 3 as, If, unlef{s, except. 
‘Fust, juftlys True, truly 5 A feparating Conjunction is that whereby the Parts (as 
Strong, fironglys Name, namely. being not true together) are feparared ; and is | 


Here alfo Adjedives, as well pofitive as compared, ftand | _- Severing, 
for Adverbs : : or, 
When be leaft thinketh, fooneft fhall be fall. Sundring. 


Interjettions, commonly fo termed, are in right Ad-| Severing, when the Parts are feparated only ina cer- 
verbs, and therefore may juftly lay title to this room. | tain refpect or reafon ; as, 


Such aré thefe chat follow, with their like ; as, _ But, although, notwithftanding. - 
Ab, alas, woe, fie, tufh, ba, ba, be. Sundring, when the Parts are feparated indeed, and 


| ft, a Note of Silence : Rr, that ferveth to fet | truly, fo as more than one cannot be true ; as, 
Dogs together by the Ears: Hrr, to chafe away Birds. Either, whether, or. 
Prepofitions are alfo a peculiar kind ‘of Adverbs,:and| Reafoning Conjunétions are thofe which conclude one of — 
- ought to be referred hither. Prepofitions are feparable or | the Parts by the other; whereof fome render a Reafon, 


infeparable. and fome do infer. : 
Separable are for the moft part of Time and Place ; as, Rendring are fuch as yield the Caufe of a Thing going 
Among, according, without, | | before ; as, 
Afore, after, before, bebind, : For, becaufe. | 
Under, upon, beneath, over, Inferring, by which a Thing that cometh after » 1S 
— Againft, befides, near. concluded by the former ; as, 
Infeparable Prepofitions are they which fignifie nothing, + Therefore, wherefore, 
if they be not compounded with fome other Word ; as, So that, infomuch that. 


Re, wn, in Releafe, unlearned, 
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Of SYNTAX. - 


CHAP. I. 
Of Apostrophus. 


Parts thereof. Let us come to the confiderati- 


A S yet we have handled Etymology, and all the 


on of che Syntax. ; 
_- Syntax is the fecond Part of Grawnner, that 
The Latins teacheth the Conftruction of Words ; where- 
& Hebrews unro Apoftrophs, an affetion of words coup- 
| led, and joyned together, doth belong. 
Apoftrepbus is the rejecting of a Vowel from the be- 
ginning, or ending of a Word. The note whereof, tho’ 
it many times, through che negligence of Writers and 
Printers, is quite omicted, yet by right fhould, and of 
the learneder fort hath his Sign and Mark, which is fuch 
a Semi-circle (7) placed in the to 
In the end a Vowel may be cait away, when ehe word 
next following beginneth with another: as 
Th’ outward Man decayeth: 
So +h’ inward Man getteth frength. : 
If y° utter fuch words of pure love and friendfhip, 
What then may we look for, if y° once begin to bate ? 
Gower lib. 1. de confeff. Amant. 
If thow rt of bis company, tell forth, my Son, 
It is time f awake from fleep. 
Vowels fuffer alfo this .4poftropbws before the Confo- 
nant 4. 8 | 
Chaucer in the 3. Book of Troilus. 


For of Fortunes {harp adverfity, | 
The ihe kind of sy ia : this ; 
A Man? have been in profperity, 
And it to remember when it palfed ss. 

The firt kind chen is common with the Greeks ; but 
that which followeth, is proper to us, which chough it 
be not of any, chat I know, eicher in Writing, or Prine- 
ing, ufually exprefs’ds Yee confidering that in our com- 
mon Speech, nothing is more familiar, (upon the which 
all Precepts are grounded, and tothe which they ought 
to be referred) who can juftly blame me, if, as near as 
Ican, I follow Nature’s call. | 
.  "Phis reje&ing therefore, is both in Vowels and Con- 

fonants going before, 
_ Gower; lib. 4. There is no Fire, there is no Spark, 
There no Dore, which may chark. 


fF Who anfwered, that he was not privy to it, and in 
excufe feem’d co be very fore difpleafed wich the Marc 
ter, that his Men of War had done it without his Com- 
mandment or Confene. | 


Aen, 
a 3k 
wm 


CHAP. IL 
Of the Syntax of one Noun with another. 


Yntax appertaineth, both to words of number, and 
without number, where the want, and fuperfluity of 
any Part of Speech are two general and, common Ex- 
ceptions. Of the former, kind of Syntax is chat of a 
Noun ; and Verb. 
The Syntax of a Noun, 
and Gender ; as 


Efau could not obtain bss Fathers blefine, th 5 he 
Sought st with Tears, itialias is 
Jefabel was 2 wicked woman, for the flew the Lord’s 

Prophets. 


AAs Idol is no God, for it s made with bands. 


In all chefe Examples you fee Efaé, and be ; Fezabel 
and fhe ; Idol, and it, do agree the fingular be 
The firft Example alfo in the Mafculine Gender : the fe- 
cond in the Feminine: the third in the Nester. And int 
this Conttru@ion (as alfo throughout the whole Englifh 
Syntax) order, and the placing of words is one {pecial 
a bode obferved. 7 that when a Subftantive and 
an sidjective, are immediately joined together, tlie Ad- 
jective muft go before ; as " ene ven 

Placa flout Poets out of bs Common-wealth, as effemi- 
nate Writers, unprofitable Members, and Ene- 
mies to Vertue. 

, When two Subftantives come together, whereof one 
is the name of a Pofefor, the other of a thing poffeffed; 
then hath the Name of a Pofe/or the former Place, and 
that in che Genitive : 


~All Man’s righteou{ne{s is like a defiled Cloth. 
_ Gower, lib. 1. 7 
An Owl flieth by night, 
Out of all other Birds figbe. 
But if the thing poffe/sd go before, then doththe Pre- 
pofition of come between : 
Ignorance ws the Mother of Errour. 
Gower, lib. 3 
So that it tah well therefore 
The ftrength of Man s fone lure. . 
Which Prepoticion may be coupled wich the thing. 
poffeffed, being in the Genitive. | 


wich a Noun, isin Number 


Nort. 
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» Nore. in Arfan, 
‘A road made into Scanderbech’s Country by rhe Duke 
of Myfia’s Men : for, the Men of the Duke of Myfia. 
Here the abjolute ferveth fometimes inftead of a Ge 
mittUE © ; 
All trouble is light, which ss endured for righteoufnefs 
fakes i.e. for the fake of Righteoufnels. 
Otherwife, two Subftantives are joyned together by 
appofition ; Sir Thomas More in King Richard’s Story : 
George Duke of Clarence, was a Prince at all Points portu- 
nate. Where if both be the Names of Poffefors, the 
latter fhall be in the Genitive. 
Fox in the 2 Volume of Ads and Monuments: 
King Henry the Eighth, married with the Lady Ka- 
| therine Sis Brother, Prince Arthur's, Wife. 
The general Exceptions: 


The Subfantive is often lacking: Sir Thomas More: 


Sometime without {mall things, greater cannot frand : 


i.e. Greater things, Cc. 
The Verb is alfo often wanting : 
Chaucer. For fome Folk woll be won for Riches, 


And fome Folk for Strokes, and fome Folk for Gentle- 
nefs : Where, woll be won once expreis'd, ferves 


for the three Parts of the Sentence. 
Likewife the Adjective : 


It ws hard in profperity to preferve true Religion, true 


Godline{s, and true Humility. 
Lidgate, lib. 8. {peaking of Conjtantine, 
That whilome bad the divination 
As chief Monarch, chief Prince, and chief Prefident 
Over all the World, from Eaft to Occident. | 


In Greek, But the more notable lack of the Adjectives | . 
and Latin js in the want of the relatsve 3 

ideal In the things, which we leaft miftru, the 
were bare . P 

barous:the greateft danger doth often lurk. 

Hebrews Gower, lib 2. 
“notwith- For thy the wife-men ne demen 
oes The things after that their they femen. 


But, after that, which they know, and find. 


Pfal, 118. 22. The fone, the builders refufed: for, which 


the builders refufed. 
And here, befides the 
 ftantive, whereof we fpake before ; 
more fpecial, and proper to the Ab/olute, 
tt7Ve. 
Chaucer in the 3. Book of Fame. 
This # the Mother of Tydings, 
 Asthe Sea ss Mother of Wells, and ss Mother of Springs. 
Rebecca cloathed Jacob with Garments 
Superfluicy alfo of Nouns is much ufed : 


Sir Tho. More, whofe death King Edward (gltbough 
be commanded it) when he wift st was done, pitionfly 


bewailed it, and forrcwfully repented it. 
Chaucer i bis Prologue to the Man of Law’s tale. 


Such Law, as a Man yeveth another wight, 
He thould bimfelf ufen it by right. 
Gower, lib. 1. For, whofe woll another blame, 
| He feeketh oft bis own fhame. 
Special Exceptions, and firlt of Number. Two Sin- 
gulars are put for one Plural : : 
All Authority, and Cultom of men, exalted againft the 
word of God, muff yield chemfelves Prifoners. 
Gower. Ia thine afpett are all alich, : 
: The poor Man, and eke the rich. 
The fecond Perfon plural is for reverence fake to one 
fingular thing : 
Gower, lib. 1. O good Father dear, 
wh, make ye this beavy chear. | 
Where alfo after a Verb plural, che fingular of the 
Noun is retained: I know you are a difcreet, and fasthful 
Man, and therefore am come to ask your advice. 
Exceptions of Genders. | 
The Articles 4c, and it, are ufed in each others Genacr. 
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common wanting of a Sub- 
there is another 
and the Ge- 


of bis Brothers. 


nants; and before all Vowels, ( Dipbthongs, 
firft Letter is 7. or 
An :. 


Sir Tho. More. The fouth Wind fometime [welleth of 

himfelf before a Tempeft. 

Gower of the Earth. = 
And for thy Men it delve, and ditch, 
And caren it, with ftrength of Plough: 

Where it bath of bimfelf enough, , 
So that his need ws least. 

Ir, alfo followeth for the Feminine : Gower, lib. 4. 
He fiwore it fhould nought be let, . | 
That, if fhe bave a Daughter bore, 

That it ne fhould be forlore. 


CHAP. III. | 
Of the Syntax of « Pronoun with « Noun. 


He Articles a, and the, are joined to Subftantives 
common, never to proper Names of Men : Wiliam 
Lambert in the Perambulation of Kent. oe 
The caufe only, and not the death maketh a Martyr. 

Yet, with a proper name ufed by a Metaphor, or bor- 
thay manner of Speech, both Articles may be coup 
led : 

Who fo avoucheth the manifeft and known truth, ought 
not therefore to be called a Goliah, that a Mone, 
and impudent fellow, as be was. | | 

Jewel again Harding. 

You have adventured your felf to bethe noble David 
to conquer this Giant. 8 

Nort. in Arfan. And if ever it were neceffary, now it #; 
when many an Athanafius, many an Atticus, many a 
noble Prince, and godly Perfonage lyeth proftrate at your 

Feet for fuccour. > _ 

Where this Merapbor is expounded. So, when the 
proper Name is ufed to note ones Parentage, whick kind ‘: 
of Nouns the Grammarians call Patronymicks : Nort. in 
Gabriel’s Oration to Scanderbech. : 

For you know well enough the wiles of the Ottomans. 
Perkin Warbeck, a franger born, feigned bimfelf to be 
a Plantaginetr. | 

When a Subitanrive, and am Adje@ive are joined 
together, thefe Articles are put before the Adjective: 

A. good Con{cience is a continual Feaft. | 

Gower, lib. 1. For falfe femblant bath evermore 

Of bis counfell in Company, : 
The dark untrue Hypocrifie. | 

Which Conftrudtion in the Article, 4, notwithftand- 
ing fome Adjectives will not admi3: 

Sir. Tho. More. Sucha ote ss ambition, and defire of 

vaine glory. | 

Chaucer. Under aS bebe falfe, and negligent, | 
7 The Wolf bath many a Sheep, and Lamb to rent. 

Moreover, both thefe Articles are joined to any 
Cafes of the Latins, the Vocative only excepted; as 

A Man faith. “The strength of a Man. 
I fent toa Man, I burt a Man. 
Iwas fued by a Man. 

Likewife, the Apofle reftifieth : The xeal of the Apofle ; 
i je the Apoffle : Follow the Apoftle : Depart nor from 
the Apofile. eS : 

Sothat in thefe two Pronouns, the whole Conftruct:- 
on almoft of the Latins is contained. The, agreeth to 
any Number: 4, only to the Singular, fave when it is 
joyned with thofe Adjectives, which do of neceflicy re- 
quire a Plural: - 

The Conjfcience ss a thonfand Witnefes. 

Lidgate, lib. 1. . Ca 
Though for a [eafon they fit in high Chears, 
Their Fame {hall fade within a few years. | 

‘A, goeth before Words beginning with Confo- 
whofe . 
w. excepted ) ic is rurn’d: into 


. Sir 
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‘Sir Tho. More: | 
For Men nf to write ati evil turn in rearble Stones but 
a good turn they write is the Duff. 
Gower, lib. 1. | , 
For all (hall dye; and all fhall pafs 
As well a Lyon, asan Afs. 
So may it be alfo before 5. | | 
Sir Tho. More. What mifchief sworketh the proud enter- 
ize of an bigh Heart ? 
A, hath alfo the force of governing before a Noun : 
Sw Tho. More: 


And the Protector bad layd to ber for manner fake, that | ti 


fhe was a Council with she Lord Haftings to de- 
roy bim. 
Chaucer, 2. Book of Troilus : 
And on bis way faft homeward be Jpeds 
And Troylus be found alone in Bed. 
Likewife, before che Participle prefent, 4, An have the 
force of a Gerund, | 
Nort. in Arfan. | 
But there forme great tempeft a brewing towards ss. 
Lidgate, lib. 7.. 
+ The King was flain, and ye did affent, 
| Ie 4 Forreft an bunting, when that be went. 
The Article, Tbe, joined with che Adjective of a 
Noun proper may follow after the Subftantive : 
Chaucer. —— Their Chaunticleer the fair 
Was wont, and eke bis Wives to repair. 
 Otherwife ie varieth from the common Rule. Again, 
this Article by a Synecdoche doth reftrain a general, and 
common Name to fome certain and fpecial one: 
Gower in his Prologue : 
| The Apoltle wrireth unto we cll, 
And (aith, that upon m ss fall 
«Th end of the World: for Paul. 
"So by the Pbilofopber, Ariftorle. By the Poet, among 
the Grecians, Homer: with the Latins, Virgil, is under- 


mifery in a whole Common wealth, where Fools chiefly, and 

Flatterers, may {peak freely what they will , and good Men 
foall commonly be jee sf they fpeak what they fhould. 
What, allo for an Adverb of Partition : _ 

Lambert. But sow, in our Memory, what by 

In th’ other decay of the Haven, and what by overthrow of 

Tongues,qxid, Religions Houfe, and lo/s of Calice, it is brought 


td oak ms a manner to miferable nakedne{s and decay. 
Pacios, bie Chaucer. 3. Book of Troile : 

illnd, cnetvo, Then wot I well, fhe might never fail 
of a Relative, For to been bolpen, what at your Infiance ? 


: What at your other Friends Governance. 
. That, is ufed for a Relative: 

Sir Fobn Cheek. Sedition is an Apofteam, which, when 
it breaketh imwardly, putteth the State in great danger of 
Recovery; and corruptetp the whole Common-wealth, with 
she rotten fary, that it bath putrefied with. For, with which. 

They, and shofe, are fometimes. taken, as it were, for 
Articles : 

Fox, 2. Volume @f 4&s, &c. 
That no kind of difquictnefs fhould be procured againft 
them of Bern and Zarick. 
" Gower, lib. 2. 
| My Brother bath ws all fold 
To them of Rome. | 

The Prosonn, Thefe, hath a rare ufe being caken for an 

Adjective of fimilicude : It ss, neither the part of an bone 


Manto tell thefe Tales : nor of a wife Manso receive them. 
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Lidgate, lib. 5. Lo, how thefe Princes proud, and retchle{s, 
Have fhameful ends, which cannot live in peace. 
Him, and Them, be ufed reciprocally for the Com- 
pounds, bimfelf, themfelves : | 
Fox. The Garrifon defired, that they might depart with 
Bag and Baggage. 7 
Chaucer in the Squires tale : 
_ So deep in Grain be dyed bes Colours, 
. Right as a Serpent hideth him under Flowers. 
He, their, and theirs, have alfo a ftrange ufe ; that is 
to fay, being Pofesives, they ferve in ftead of Primi- 
ves : 


Chaucer: And fhirtly fo far forth this thing went, 
That my will, was his wills Inftrument. 
Which in Latin were a Solecif{ms for there we fhould 
not fay, fue voluntatis, buc voluntatis ipfins. 
Pronouns have not the Articles 4, and rhe, going before 3 


the Relatives, which, felf, and fame, only excepted: 


The fame lewd cancred Carle, prattifeth nothing, but bow 
be may overcome, and opprefs the Faith of Christ, for the 
which, you, as you know, have determined to labcur and 
travel continually. o 4 | 

The Poffefives, My, thy, our, your, and their, go before 
words : as, my Land: thy Goods, and {fo in che reft: 
Mine, thine, ours, yours, bers, and theirs, follow, as ic 
were, in the Genitive Cafe : as thefe Lands are mine, 
thine, &C.. . 7 

Hw, doth indifferently go before, or follow after : as 
his Houle x a fair one; and, this Houfe w his. 


CHAP. IV. 
Of the Syntax of Adjectives. 


A of Quality are coupled with Proncuns Ac 
cufative Cafes : | 
Chaucer. And be was wife, bardy, fecret, and rich, 
Of thefe three Points, was none bim lych. 
Certain Adjectives include a Partition: From the Head 
doth Life and Motion flow to the reft of the Members. 

- The Comparative agreeth to the Parts 
compared, by adding this Prepofition, than: Saas wae 
governeth an Ablative; their Superlative a Genitive plural. - The 
Greeks, both Comparative, and Superlative hath a Genitive, bue ig 
neither Tongue is a Sign going between. 


Chaucer, 3. Book of Fame, 
What did this Folus, but be 
Took out bis black trump of Bra/s, 
That blacker than the Divel was. , 
The Superlative is joyned to the Parts compared by 
this Prepofition, of : | | 
Gower, lib. 1. Pride % of every mifs the prick: - 
Pride x the wort vice of all wick. 
Jewel. The Friend{hip of truth 1 beft of all. 
Oftentimes both Degrees are exprefled by thefe two 
Adverbs, more; and off : as more excellent, most excellent. 
Whereof the latter feemeth to have his proper Place in 
thofe that are {poken in a certain kin oF cecslianty, 
but yet without Comparifon : Hector was « moft valiant 
Man ; that is, inter fortiffimos. i 
Furthermore, thefe Adverbs, more, and sof, aré added 
to the Comparative, and Superlative Degrezs themfelves, 
which fhould be before the Pefitive. 


Sir Tho. More, Forafmuch as fhe faw the Cardinal more 
readier to depart then the Remnant; For, not only the 
high dignity of tbe Civil Magiffrate, but the molt ba/efl 
Handicrafts ave holy, when they ave directed to the Hr 
nour of God. | 

And, this is a certain kind of Eaglifh Atticifm, or 

eloquent Phrafe of Speech, imitating che manner of the 
molt ancienteft, and fineit Grecians, who, for more em- 
phafis, and vehamencies fake ufed foto {pcak. 


. Pofitt er 
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Pofitives are alfo joined with the Prepolition, of, like 
the Superlative : a 
Elias was the only Man of all the Prophets | 
that was left alive. 
~ Gower, lib. 4. The fir point of flouth I call 
Lache/s, and is the chief of all. 


°° CHAP. V. 
Of the Syntax of a Verb with a Noun. 


Itherto we have declared the Syntax of a Nown: | 


The Syntax of a Verb followeth, being either of a | 
Verb with a Noun; or, of one Verb with another. | 
The Syntax of a Verb with a Noun is in Number and 
Perfon 3 as . 3 
I am content. You are mif-inform'd. 
Chaucer 2. Book of Fame. 
For, as Flame ss but lighted Smoke » 
Right fo # found ayr ybroke. 

I my felf, and your felves, agree unto the firft Perfon : 
You, thou, it, thy felf, ycur felves, co the fecond : All 
other Nouns and Pronouns (that are of any Perfon) to 
the third : Again, I, we, thou, he, fhe, they, who, do 
ever govern: unlef it be in the Verb, am, that requireth 
the like Cafe after it, as is before it, Ae, 2s, the, ber, 
them, bim, whem, are governd of the Verb. The reft, 
which are Abfolute, may either govern, or be go 
verned. 

A Verb impérfonal in Latin is here expreffed by an Eng- 
lith imperfonal, with this Article, #, going before : as 
oportet, ic behoveth : decet, i¢ becometh. General Ex- 
ceptions: | | 

The Perfon governing is oft underftood by that went | 
before: True Religion glorifieth them that honour it ; and 
a Target unto them that are a Buckler unto it. 


Chaucer. Womens Counfels brought as firft to woe, 
: And made Adam from Paradife to go. 


But this is more notable, and alfo more common in 
the future; wherein for the moft Part we never exprels 
any Perfon, not fo much as at che firft : 

Fear God, Honour the King. 
~ Likewife the Verb is underftood by fome other going 
efore: : 

Nort. in Arfan. 

When the danger is moft great, natural frength 
moft feeble, aud divine aid moft weedful. 

Certain Pronouns, governed of the Verb, do here 2 
bound. Sir Thomas More. And this, Ufay, although they 
were not abufed, as now they be, and fo long have been, 
that I fear me ever they will be. _ Ps 
Chaucer, 3. Book of Fame: | 

And as 1 wondred me, ywis 
Upon this Houfe. | 


' Idem inZhsbe: . : 
_- She rift ber up with a full dreary Heart : 
And it Cave with dreadful fate fhe ftart. 


Special Exceptions. | se. 
Nouns fignifying a multicude, though they be of the 
Singular Number, require a Verb pleraf. ch 
Lidgate, lib. 2. And wife Men rebear{en in fentence 
Where Folk be drunken, there us no refiftence. 
This exception is in other Nouns alfo very common ;, 
efpecially when the Verb is joined to an Adverb or Con-, 
junGion : It is prepofterous to execute @ Man, before be bave 
been condemned. 
Gower, lib. 1. i 
Although @ Man be wife bimfelve, 
Yet w the wifdom more of tweive. 
| Chaucer : | 


Tierefore I read you this counfel take, 
Furfake Sin, ere Sin you forfake. 


Grammar. 


In this Exception of Number, the Verb fometime.a- 
greeth not with the governing Noun of the plural num- 
ber, as it fhould, bue with the Noun governed : as, 
Riches is a thing oft-times more burtful, than profitable to 


the Owners. Atcer which manner the Latzns alio {peak: 
omnia pontus erat. The. other fpecial * Exception is 
not in ufe. oh 


* which notwithftanding the Hebrews ufe very ftrangely, Kuain 
tazubu uboana, Job 17,10. Allchey recurn ye and come now. 


CHAP. VI 
Of the Syntax of 4 Verb, with a Verb. 


Hen two Verbs meet together, whereof one is.go- 
verned by the other, the latter is ‘put in the In- 
finite, and that wich this Sign to, coming between; as 
Good Men ought to joyn together in good things. 

But, will, do, may, can, fhall, dare, (when it is in 
Tranfitive) mut and let, when it fignifiech a fufferance, 
receive not the Sign : 

Gower, Jo God no Man may be fellow. 

This Sign fet before an Infinite, not govern’d of a 
Verb, changeth it into the Nature of a Noun. — 

Nort. in Arfan. To win x the benefit of Fortune: but to 

keep ss the power of Wifdom. | 

General Exceptions. 

The Verb governing is underftood : Nort. in Arfan. 


| For if the Head, which ws the Life, and ftay of the Body, be- 


tray the Members, muft not the Members alfo needs betray 
one another ; and fo the whole Body and Head go altogether to 
utter wreck and deftruction ? | 

The other general Exception is * wanting. 


* Soin the Greek and Latin, but in Hebrew chis Exception is of- 
ten Efai. 6. 9. which Hebraifm the New TeftéMent is wont co retain 
by turning ee Hebrew infinite, either into a verbal, a xoy aubv ar, 
Matth. 13.14. or a Participle. tdoy ado. Ad. 7. 34. 


The Special Exception. Two Verbs, bave, and am, 
require always a Participlée paf# without any Sign : as, I 
am pleafed. Thou art hated. Save when they import a 
neceflity or conveniency of doing any thing : In which 
cafe they are very * eloquently jomed, to 
the Infimte, che Sign coming between: By * A Phrafe 
the example of Herod, all Princes are ro take Proper unto 


heed bow they give ear to Flatterers. ae eae 


hi feem to have the former. Fob 20. 23. When be isto fill bis 
Be Je ’ 
Lidgate, lib. 1. — oe 3 
Truth, and fal[nefs in what they have done, 
May no while affemble in one Perfor, 
And here thofe Zémes, which in Etymology we remem: 


i bred to be wanting, are fee forth by the Syntax of 


Verbs joined together. 
in this manner; 
The Prefents by the Injmite, and the Verb, may, or 


The Syntax of imperfect Times 


1 can; as for Amem Amarem; I may love, I might love. 


And again; Ican Jove, I could Jove. 
The futures are declared by the infinite, and the Verb, 


; hall, or will: as Amabo : I thal}, or, will love. 


Amavero addeth thereunto, bave, taking the Nature 
of cwo divers Times ; that is, of the fwrure, and the Time 
aft. 
I fhall have lived: or, © 
I will have loved. 
The perfect Times are exprefled by the Verb, beve ; as, 
Amavi, Amaveram. 
I have loved, I had loved. 
Amaverim, and Amaviffem add might unto the former 
Verb : as, ! 
I might bave foved. 


The 


The infin ste paff, is alfo made by adding, bave ; as, 
Amaviffe, to have loved. 

Verbs Pafive are made of the Participle paf#, and am, 
the Verb: Amor, and Amabar, by the only putting to of 
the Verb 3 as, 

Amor, I am loved. 
Amabar, I was loved. 
. Amer, and Amarer, have it governed of the Verb 
may, OF Can; as, | 
Amer, I may be loved : or, I can be loved. 
Amarer, I might be loved; or, I could be loved. 
In Amabor, it is governed of fhall, or, wills as, 
I fhal, or, will be loved. - 


CHAP. VIL 
Of the Syntax of Adverbs. 


i ie therefore is the Syntax of words, having Num- 
ber, there remaineth that of words wsthous Num- 
ber, which ftandeth in Adverbs or Conjunctions. Adverbs 
are taken one for the other ; that is to fay, Adverbs of 
likene{s, for Adverbs of Time. As be {pake thofe words, 
be gave up the Ghoft. | 


Gower, lib. 1. 


Anone, aS be was meek, and tame, 
He found towards bis God the fame. 


The like isto be feen in Adverbs of Time, and Places 
ufed in each others ftead, as among the Latins, and the 
Grecians. — 

Nort. in Arfan. 

Let ws not be afhamed to follow the Counfel and Ex- 
ample of our Enemies, where it may do # good. 

Adverbs {tand inftead of Relatives : 


Lidgate, lib. 1. 


And little worth s fairnefs in certain 
 « Perfon, where no Vertue ws feen. 


Nort. to the Northern Rebels. | 
Few Women form againft the marriage of Priefts, 
but fuch as have been Priefts Harlots, or fain 
» would be. 
Chaucer in his Ballad. - 
But great God dsfpofeth, | 
And maketh A by bis Providence 
Such things as frail Man purpofeth. For, thofe 
things, which. | - 
~ Certain Adverbsin the Syntax of a Subftantive, and 
an Adjective meeting together, caufe, «, the Article, 
to follow the Adje@iive. — 7 
Sir John Cheek; O! sith what {pite was fundred fo No- 
ble a Body,. from fo Godly a Mind. 
Jewell. it és t00 bight a labour to strive for Names. 


Chaucer. Thou art at eafe, and bold thee well therein. 
. As great a praife is to keep well, as win. 


Adje&tives * compared, when they areufed Adverbialy, 
may have the Article the going before. 


_ * The Greek Article is fer before the Pofitive alfo: Theocrit. $:d\. 
Yin euly To gry moieuin | 


Jewell. The more inlarged is 
bave you to complain. 

Adverbs are wanting. Sir Tho. More. And. how far 
be they off that would belp, as God fend grace, they burt 
not; for, that they burt not. 

Oftentimes they are uled without any neceffity, for 
greater vehemency fake; as, Then-afterward, again, 
once more. - 


Gower. 


your liberty, the le/s caufe 


He faw alfo the Bowes fpread 
Above all Earth, in which were 
The kind of ah Birds there. 
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Prepofitions are joined with the * Accufative Cafes of 
Pronouns : 


* In Greek, and in Latin, they are coupled ; fome, wi 
lick Cafe ; fome with another. i oF 2 


Sir Thomas More. I exhort, and require you, for the love 
that you have born to me ; and, for the love thar f 
bave born to you; and tor the love, that onr Lord 
beareth to we all.. | 


Gower, lib. 1. Fur Lucifer,, with them that fel, 
| Bare Pride with him into Hell, 


They may alfo be coupled wich the Poffefives : Mine, 
thine, ours, — bis, bers, theirs. Nort.. to the Rebels; 
Think you, ber Majefty, and the wifeft of the Reali, bave 
vo care cf their own Souls, that bave charge both of cheir 
own, and yours? : 

Thefe * Prepofitions follow fometimes the * The k- 
Nouns they are coupled with : God bath made Srews fet . 
Princes their Subjects Guides, to direét them in ebier ae 
the way, which they bave to walk in. — 

But, ward or wards; and, toward, or, towards, have 
the fame Syntax, chat ver/se, and adverfus, have with the 
Latins: tha is, che latcer coming after the Noun, which 
It governeth, and che other contrarily : Nort. in Paul 
Angel’s Oration to Scanderbech. For, his Heart being un- 
clean to God-ward,- and fpitefal towards Men, doth a ways 
imagine mifchief. 


Lidgate, lib. 4. 


And fouth-ward runneth to Caucafus, 
And folk of Scythy, that been laborious. 


Now, as before in two Articles, 2, and the, the whole 
conftruétion of the Latins, was contain’d : fo cheir 
whole rection is by Prepofitieons. near-hand declared : 
where the Prepofition of, hath the force of che Genitive 5 
to, of the Dative; from, of, in, by,-and fuch like of che 
Ablative : as, the praife of God. Be thankful to.God. Take 
the Cock ot the Hoop.. I was faved from you, by you, in 
your Houle. , 

Prepofitions matched with the * Participle * The like 
prefent, fupply the place of Gerunds: as, In nature fa 
loving, of loving, by loving, with lowing, & ck and 
from /oving, 8c. hg 
thatched with the infinite, 45 é hic pe 
Prepofitions do alfo govern * Adverbs. 


* Thisin Hebrew ts very common: from now, chat is, from this time. 


whence Proceed thofe Hebraifins in the New Teftament ; dao wT. 


a 


2 T8 Voy, Cc 


Lidgate, lib. 9. Sens from above, as fhe did under 
| frand. - 
General Exceptions : Divers ee are very of- 
ten wanting, whereof it fhiall be fufficient co give a tafte 
in thofe, that above the reft, are moft worthy to be 
noted. a ee | 
Of, in an Adjective of Partition : 
Lidgate, lib. 5. | 
His Lieges eche one being Of one affent 
To live, and dye with him in bis intent. : 
The Prepofition, touching, concerning, or fome fach 
like doth often want, after the manner of the Hebrew 
Lamed : 
Gower. The privities of Mans Heart 
They {peaken, arid found in bis Ear, 
As though they loud Winds were. | 
Riches, and Inberitance, they be given by God's Providence, 
to whorn of bis Wifdom be thinketh good : For, touching 
Riches and Inheritance; or fome fuch like Prepo- 


{ition 
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If, is fomewhat ftrangely lacking : 
Nort. in Arfan. | 


Unwife are they, that end their Matters with, Had I wift. 


Lidgate, lib. 1. For, me were not this prudent Ordinance, 
Some, to obey, and above to gye 
Deftroyed were all worldly Policy. 


The fuperfluity of Prepofitions is more rare: Jewel: 
The whole Univerfity, and City of Oxford. 
Gower. So that my Lord touchend of this, 
I bave anfwered, bow, that it #. 


CHAP. VIII. 
Of the Syntax of Conjundtions. 


He Syntax Of Conjunétions is in order only ; Peither, 
T and, either, are placed in the beginning of Words: 
Nor, and or, coming after. Sir Thomas More: He can be 
no Santtuary-man, that bath neither difcretion to dejire st, 
nor malice to deferve it. 

Sir John Cheeke. Either by ambition you feek Lordli- 
me(s, much unfit for you ; OF by covetoulne/s, ye be unfatiable, 
athirg likely enongh in you : or elfe by folly, ye be mot con- 
tent with your Eftate, a Fancy to be pluckt out of you. 

Lidgate, lib.2. Wrong, clyming up of ftates and degrees, 
a ' Either aaa Hf by falfe Treafons 
Asketh a fall, for their final guerdons. 

Here, for sor in the latter Member, ne is fometime 
ufed : Lambert. But the Archbifhop fet himfelf against it, 
affirming plainly, that be neither could, ne would fuffer 
it 


The like Syntax is alfo to be marked in fo, and a, 
ufed comparatively: for, when the comparifon is in quan- 
tity, then fo goeth before, and a followeth. Afcham. 
He bateth bimfelf, and bafteth bis own burt, that s content 
to bear none fo gladly, as either @ Fool or a Flatterer. 


Gower, lib. 1. Men wift in thilk time none 
oe So fair a wight, as fhe was one. 
Sometime for /o, as cometh in. 
Chaucer, lib. 5. Trost. 
: And faid, I am, albeit to you no joy, 
As gentle a Man, as any wight in Troy. 


| _ But if the Comparifon be in quality, chen it is contrary : 


Gower 5 | 
For, as the Fifb; sf it be dry 
Mote in default of Water dye : 
Right fo, withcat Air, or live, 
No Man, ne Beaft, wight thrive. 

‘And, in the beginning of a fentence, ferveth in- 
ftead of an Admiration: And, bat a notable Sign of pa- 
tience was it in Job, not to marmur againft the Lord! 

Chaucer, 3. Book of Fame. | 

ad What, quoth fhe, and be ye Wood ! 

And, wene ye for to do good, 
And, for to bave of that no Fame ! 


Conjunftions of divers forts are taken one for another : 


a> But, a fevering Conjunttion, for a conditioning : 
Chaucer in the Man of Law’s tale, 

But it were with the ilk eyen of bis Mind, 

With which Men feen after they been blind. 


Sir Thomas More. Which neither canthey have, but you 
give it : neither cam you give it, if ye agree not. — 

*The felf-fame Syntax is in And, the coupling Conjunds- 
on The Lord Berners in the Preface to his Tranflation 
of Freifart : What knowledge fhculd we bave of ancient 
things paft, and H:ftory were not. 

Sir John Cheek. Ye have waxed grecdy now upon Cities, 
and have attempted mighty fpoils to glat up, and you could, 


your wafting bunger. 
+ 
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_On the other fide, for, a Caufe-renderer, hath fome- 
time the force of a /evering one. | 
Lidgate, lib. 3. But it may fall a Drewry in bis right, 

To outrage 4 Giant for all bis great wight. 

Here the two general Exceptions are termed, A/ynde- 
ton, and Poly/yndeton. Afyndeton, when the Conjunction 
wanteth : The Univerfities of Chriftendom are the Eyes, 
7 Tights, the Leaven, the Salt, the feafoning of she 

orld, 


Gower. To whem ber Heart cannot beal, 


Turn it to woe, turn it to weal. 


Here the fundring Conjunétion, or, is lacking ; and in 
the former Example, and, the coupler. 

Poly/yndeton is in doubling the ConjunGion more than it 
need to be: 


Gower, lib. 4. So, whether that be frieze, or fweat, 
Or “tte be in, or "tte be out, 
He will be idle all about. 


CHAP. IX. 
Of the Dijtinction of Sentences. 


Ax the Parts of Syntax have already been decla. 
red. There refteth one general Affe@ion of the 
whole, difperfed thorow every Member thereof, as the 
Blood is thorow the Body; and confiftech in the 
breathing , when we pronounce any Sentence. For, 
whereas our breath is by nature fo fhort, that we carr 
not continue without a ftay to {peak long together; it 
was thought neceflary, as well for the Speakers eafe, as 
for the plainer deliverance of the things {poken, to in- 
vent this means, whereby Men paufing a pretty while, 
the whole Speech might never the worle be under- 
ftood. » 

Thefe Diftinétions are, either of a perfect, or smperfet 
Sentence. The diftin@ions of an emperfect Sentence 
are two, a Comma, and a Semicolon. 

A Comma is a mean breathing, when the word ferveth 
indifferently, both to the parts of the Senrence going 
before, and following after, and is marked thus (). 

A Semicolon is a diftin&ion of an imperfect Sentence, 
wherein with fomewhat a longer Breath, the Sentence 
following is included ; and is noted thus (;). 

Hither pertaineth a *Parenthefs, wherein two Comma's 
include a Sentence : 


* The Hebrews have no peculiar Note to difcern this Parenthefis by, 
nor the Interrogation, and Admiration following. So 


Jewell. Certein falfhoods (by mean of good utterance) 
bave fometime more likelyhood of. truth, then Truth 
elf, | . 

Gower, lib. 1. Diwifion, (the-Gofpel faith) 
One Honfe upon another laith. 
Chaucer, 3. Book of Fame. 
For time, ylof (this. know ye) 
| By no way may recovered be. | 

Thefe imperfe& diftin@ions in the Systax of a Sub- 
ftantive, and an Adje@ive give the former place to 
the Subftantive: Afcham. has the poor Gentleman fuffe- 
red Grief great for the pain; but greater for the {pite. 

Gower, lib. 2, Speaking of the envious Perfon : 

Though he a Man fee Vertuews, 
And full of good Condttion, 
Thereof maketh be no mention. 


The Diftin@ion of a perfect Sentence hath a more full 
ftay, and doth reft the Spirit, which is a Pau/e or a Priod. * 
A Paufe isa Diftin@ion of a Sentence, though perfect 
init felf, yet joined to another, being marked with twe 
Pricks. (:) 4 | | A 
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A. Period is the Diftin@ion of a Séntence, in all ree, thus (') Sir Tho. More. 


{pects perfec, and is marked with one full Prick, over 
againft the lower part of the laft Leccer, thus (.) : 
If a Seatence be with an Interrogation, we ufe this 
Note (?) | . 
Sir John Cheeke. Who can per(wade, where Treafon. xs 
above Reafon ; and Might ruleth Right; and it x bad for 
Lawful, whatfoever 1 Luftful ; and Commotioners are bet- 
ter than Commiffioners ; and common Woe s named Common- 
wealth ? | 
’ Chaucer, 2. Book of Fame. 
Loe, « it not a great mifchance, 
To let a Fool have governance 
Of things, that he cannot demain ? 
Lidgate, lib. 1. 
For, if Wives be found variable, 
Where fhall Husbands find other fable? 


If it be pronounced with an Admiration, then 


O Lord God, the blindne/s of our mortal Nafare ? 
Chaticer, 1. Book of Fame. ’ 


Alas! what harm doth apparence, 
When it  falfe in exiftence ! 


Thefe Diftin@ions, ds they beft agree with Na- 
ture + 10 come they neareft to the ancient ftays of Sen- 
tences among the Romans, and the Grecians. An Ex- 
ample of all four to make the Matter plain, let us 
take out of thatexcellent Oration of Sir Jobs Cheeke , 

ainft the Rebels, whereof before we have made {o 
often mention : When common Order of the Law can 
take no place in unruly and difobedient Subjetts; and a 
Men will of wilfulne/s reff with rage, and think their 
own violence, to be the beft Fufice: then be wife Magi- 
frases compelle@ by Necefity, to feek am extreme Remedy, 
where mean Salves help not, (and bring in the Martial Law, . 
where none other Law fervetb. | | 


THE 


END. 


Tett 2 


TIMBER: 


TIMBER. 
DISCOVERIES. 
Men ‘and ‘Matter | 


As -_ have flowd out of his daily Readings ; or had theit Reflux to 
his Peculiar Notion of the Times. 
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By Ben. Jounsown. 


Tecum habita, at noris quam fet tibt curta. _ fupellex. 
Perf. Sat. 4, 


w* 
” vee 


5S Y L V A. 
y Erum, re + fententiarum, quafi "Yan dita a 4 multiplici materia, o varietate, in iis. con- 
tenta. Quemadmodum enim vulgo folemus infinitam arborum nafcentium indifcriminatim 
multitudmem Sylvam dicere : Ita etiam libros fuos in quibus varie, & a al 4 materia opufcula 
temeré congefia erant, Sylvas appellabant Antiqui : Timber-trees. 
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Fortuna, 


Calis 


Confilia, 


"Ausad) duke. 
7@-... — - would be better cured by anothers Apology, 


Fama, 


Negsria, 


to pleafe all. 


EXPLORATA: 


O 


DISCOVERIES. 


LI] Fortane never crufht that Man, whom 
good Fortune deceived not. I there- 
fore have counfelled my Friends, ne- 
ver to truft to her fairer fide, thongh 

fhe feem’d to make peace with them: But to 
place all things the gave them fo,as fhe might 
ask chem again without their trouble; fhe 
might take them from them, not pull chem : 
to keep always a diftance between her, .and 
themfelves. He knows not his own ftrength, 
that hath not met Adverfity. Heaven pre- 
ares good Men with crofes; but no ill can 
ppen to a good Man. Contraries are not 
mixed. Yet, that which happens to any 
Man, may to every Man. But it 1s in 
his reafon what he accounts it, and will 
make 1¢. | 
Change into extremity is very frequent, 
and eafic. As when a Beggar fuddenly 
grows rich, he commonly becomes a Prodi- 
gal; for to obfcure his former obfcurity, he 
puts on riot and excefs. | 
No Man is fo foolifh,but may give another 


good counfel fometimes ; and no Man is fo 


wife, but may eafily err, if he will take no 
others counfel, but his own. But very few 
Men. are wife by their- own counfel ; or 
learned by their own teaching. For he 
that was only taught by himfelf, had a fool 
to his.Mafter. | 

- A Fame that is wounded to the World, 


than its own: For few can apply Medicines 
well themfelves. Befides, the Man that is 
once hated, both his good, and his evs! deeds 
opprefs him, He is not eafily emergent. 

_ In great Affairs ic is a work of difficulty 
And oft-times we lofe the 
occafion of carrying a bufine/s well, and 


thoroughly, by our too much hafte. For 


-. Paffons are {piritual Rebels, and raife fedition 


Armor Patria. 
...*.. > their Councry: He chat profeffeth the con- 


againft rhe underftanding. 
There is a Necefity all Men fhould love 


“4. trary, may: be delighted with his words, bue 


544 Aplaia, 


his heart is there. | 
Natures that are hardned to evil, you frrall 


fooner break, than make ffraighe; they are 


like Poles that are crooked, and dry: there 
is no attempeing them. 

We praife the things we hear, with much 
more willingnefs,than thole we fee: becaufe 
we envy the prefenr, and reverence the paft ; 


. thinking our felves inftructed by the one, 
~ and over-laid by the other. | 


Opinia. 


Opinion is a light, vain, crude, and imper- 
fect thing, fectled in che Imagination ; but 


- 


R, 


) 
° 


never arriving at the underftanding, there 
to obtain the cin@ure of Reafon. We la- 


{bour wich it more than Truth. There is 


much more holds us, than preffeth us. An ill 
fact isone ching, an ill fortune is another: 
Yet both often times fway us alike, by the 
error of our thinking. 


ML, 


Many Men believe not themfelves, what Jmpoftura. 


they would perfwade others; and Jefs do 
the things, which they would impofe on 
others: bue leaft of all, know what: they 
themfelves moft confidently boaft. Only 
they fer the fign of the Crofs over their 
outer Doors, and facrifice to their Gut, and 
their Groin in their inner Clofets. 


What a deal of cold bufinefs doth a Man Jedura vite. 


mif-{pend the better part of life in ! in {Cat- 
tering Complements, tendring Vi/its, gatherin 
and venting News, following Feafts aad 
Plays, making a little winter-love in a dark 
corner. : 


Puritanus Hypocrita eft Hereticus,qucen opinio Hyparitd. 


propria per{picacie, qué fibi videtur, cum paucis 
in Ecclefia dogmatibus, errores quofdam animade 
wertilje, de ftatu mentis deturbavit : unde fa- 
cro furore percitus, phrentice pugnat contra Ma- 
giftrates, fic ratus obedientiam praftare Deo. 


Learning needs reft: Sovereignty gives it, #4 anxilia,” 


Sovereignty needs counfe] : Learning affords 
it. There is fuch a Confociation of Ofh- 
ces, between the Prince, and whom his fa- 
vour breeds, that they may help to fuftain 
his Power, as he their Knowledge. Ic is 
the greateft part of his Liberality, his Fa- 
vour: And trom whom doth he hear difci- 
pliné more willingly, or the Arts difcours’d 
more gladly, than from thofe, whom his 
own bounty, and benefits have made able 
and faithful 2 | 


In being able to counfel others, a Man Cognit. uri- 


muft be furnifh’d with an univerfal ftore in 1° 
himfelf , to the knowledge of all Nature: 


That is the matter, and feed-plot ; There are 
the feats of all Argument, and Invention. 
But efpecially, you muft be cunning in the 
nature of Man: There is the variety of 
things, which are asthe Elements, and Let- 
ters, which his art and wifdom muft rank, 
and order to the prefent occafion. For we 
fee not all Letters in fingle words; nor ail 
places in particular difcourfes. That caufe 
feldom happens, wherein a Man will ufe all 
Arguments. 


The two chief things that give a Man re- <onfilinii 


putation im Counfel, arethe Opinion of his 


adjuntl. 
Proabit.ss. 


Hineffy ; and the Opinion of his /#%7/d.m : fapientia 


The Authority of chofe cwo will perfwade, 


Which. 
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Vita redia. 


Obfequentia. 
Humanitas. 
; Sollicitudo. 


Modeftia. 
Parrbefia. 


Plutarch. in 
vita Alex. 


Per [picuit ase 
Elegantia. 


Natura non 
effet. 


Non niminm 
credendum 
antiquitati. 


Diffentive lie | 
cet 


For in other things they will more eafily 


whole Ha, Indftry, Diligence, and Sudgment 


when the fame Counfels utter’d by other 
Perfons lefs qualified, are of no efficacy, of 
working. 

Wifdom without Honeffy 1s 
cozenage. 
Hone/ty rout firft be gotten; which cannot 
be, but by living well. A goed life isa 
main Argument. 

Next a good life, to beget lovein the Per- 
fons we counfel, by diffembling our know- 
ledge of ability in our felves, and avoiding 
all fufpicion of arrogance, afcribing all to 
their inftruction, as an Ambaffador to his 
Mafter, or a Subject to his Sovereign; feafon- 


ing all with humanity and {weetnefs, only 


expreffing care and follicitude. And not 
to counfel rafhly, or on the fuddain, but 
with advice and meditation: (Dat sox con- 
filium. ) For many foolifh things fall from 
‘wife Men, if they fpeak in hafte, or be ex: 


temporal. It therefore behoves the giver of 


counfel to be circumfpeat 3 efpecially to be- 
ware of thofe, with whom he is not through- 
ly acquainted, left any {pice of rathnefs, fol- 
ly, or felf-love appear, which will be mark’d 
by new Perfons, and Men of experience in 
Affairs. 


And to the Prince, or his Saperiour, to be- 


have himfelf modeftly , and wich refpec. 
Yet free from Flattery,or Empire. Not with 
infolence , or precept; but as the Prince 
were already furnifhed with the parts he 
thould have, efpecially in affairs of State. 


fuffer chemfelves to be taught, or reprehend- 

ed: They will nor willingly contend. But 

hear (with Alexander) the aniwer the Mufician 

gave him, Abjit, 6 Rex, wt tu melins bec {cias, 
4am C7o. ; 

A Man fhould fo deliver himfelf to the na- 
ture of the fubjeét, whereof he {peaks, that his 
hearer may take knowledge of his difcipline 
with fome delight: and fo apparel fair, and 


good matter, that che ftudious of Elegancy | 


be not defrauded; redeem Arts from their 
rough, and braky feats, where they lay hid, 
and over-grown with Thorns, to a pure,open, 
and tlowry light: where they may take the 
Eye, and be taken by the Hand. 

{ cannot think Nature is fo {pent and de- 
cay d, that fhe can bring forth nothing worth 
her former years. She is always the fame, 

‘like her felf: And when fhe collects her 
ftiength, is abler ftill. Men are decry’d, 
and fiudies : She is not. : 

1 know Nothing can conduce more to Let- 
ters@than toexamine the Writings of the An- 

cients, and not toreftin tneir fole Authori- 
ty, or take all upon trult from them pro- 
vided the plagues of Judging, and Pronouncing 

againft them, bé away; {uch as are envy, bit 
terne(s, precipitation , impudence, and feurrile 
Seofing. For to all the obfervations of the 
Ancients, we have our own experience: 
which, if we will ufe, and apply, we have 
better means to pronounce, It is true they 
open’d the Gares, and made the way that 
went before us; but as Guides, not Com- 
manders : 
Truth lies openco all; icis no mans/everal, 
Patet omnibus veritas; nondum cft occupta. 
Multum ex ila, etiam futur relicta eft. 

It iu fome chings I diifene from orthers, 


venta eff, e abfoluta. 
equal to thofe that went before; but to have 
my reafon examin’d with theirs, and fo much 
faith to be given them, or me, as thofe fhall 
evict. 
Sect. I will have no Man addict himfelf cto 
me; butif I have any thinggighte, defend ic 
as Truth’s, not mine (fave as it conduceth to 
a common good. ) It profits not me to have 


len Dimini noftri, fed Duces fuére. | 


Difcoveries. : 


I look up at, and admire: let me not there- 


ore hear prefently of ingratitude, and Rafh-" 


nefs, For I thank thofe that have taught me, 

meer craft, and and will ever: bue yet dare not think the Sed cumva- 
And therefore the reputation of Jcope of their labour, and enquiry, was to en- fione. 

vy their pofterity, what they alfo could add, 

and find out. . 


If Lerr, pardon me: Nulla ars fimul ¢ in- Non mibi 
I do not defire to be "edendum: 


Iam neither Author, or Fauter of any 


any man fence,or fight for me, to flourith, or 
take a fide. Scand for 7rwrb, and "tis enough. Sed veritati. 

Arts that relpeé&t the mind, were ever re- Scientie 

puted nobler than thofe that ferve che body : Mberales. . - 
though we lefs can be withour chem. As 
Tillage, Spinning Weaving; Building, &c. with- 
out which, we could {carce fuftain lifeaday. 
But thefe were the works of every Hand; 
the other of the Brain only, and thofe the 
moft generous, and exalted wits, and {pirits 
that cannot reft, or acguiefce. The mind of 
man is {till fed with labour : Opere pafciter. 

There is a more fecret Ceu/e: and the Non vulgi fas. 

power of liberal ftudies lies more hid, than 
that iccan be wrought out by profane wits. 
Ic is not every mans way to hit. They are 
men (I confefs ) that fet the Caraé, and Va- 
lue upon things, as they love chem ; but Sci 
ence is notevery mans Miffris. Ic is as great 
a f{pite to be praifed in che wrong place, 
and by a wrong Perfon, as can be done to 
a noble nature. | 

If divers Men feek Fame, or Honour, by di- Honefta . 
vers ways; fo both be honeft, neither Ambit. 
isto be blam’d: But chey that {eek Josmorta- 
jity,are not only worthy ofleave,but of praife. 

He hath a delicate Wife, a fair fortune, Ajaritas 
and family to go to be welcome; yet he had imprebus. 
rather be drunk with mine Hoff, and the 
Fidlers of fuch a Town, than go home. 


time to pray: Profperity never. | Magifira, 
Many might go to Heaven with half the pepratie 
labour they go to Hell, if they would ven- facilis defcen- 
ture their induftry the right way: BucJ 4verni, 
the Devil take all (quoth he) that was... oo. 
choak’d i the Mill-dam, with his four laft jaye att 
words. : 
' A Criple in the way out-travels a Foot- segidins 
man, Or a Poft outof the way. vans curfu fuperat, 
Bags of Money to a prodigal Perion, are ,_ 
the fame that Cherylionss are with fome th 
Boys, and fo thrown away. 


her Face, is commonly the more carelefs a- dida.. 
bout her Houfe. 


gathered up: it is a defperate debt. ploratum, — 
The Thief * that had a longing at the Gal- L«tv0 Selqut- 
lows to commit one Robbery more, before - ig 
he was hang’d. ) 
And like the Germen-Lord, when he went 
out of New-gate into the Cart, took order to 
have his Arms fet up in his laft Herborough : 
{aid he was taken,and committed upon fulpi- 
cion of Treafon; no witnefs appearing againft 
him: but the Judges entertain’d him moft 
civilly, 


Affliction teacheth a wicked Perfon fome- Aflifi pia 


A Woman, the more curious fhe is about Atunda gy for- 


Of this /pilt Water, there is a little to be Debitumde- - 


great belly.. 


civilly difcours'd with him, offer’d him the 

courtefie of the Rack; but he confef- 

fed, oc. 
Cun. defebr- _ 1am beholden to Calumsmy, that fhe hath 
tenbien Calum- fo endeavour’d, and taken pains to bely me. 
nie frets. Te fhall make me fet a furer Guard on my 
felf, and keep a better watch upon my 
Actions. 

A tedious Perfon is one a Man would leap 
a Steeple trom, gallop down any fteep Hiil to 
avoid him ; forfake his Meat, Sleep, Nature 
ie-felf, wich all her benefits to fhun him. A 
meer Impertinent 3 one that coucht neither 
Heaven nor Earth in his Difcourfe. He 
Open’d an entry into a fair Room, but fhuc 
it a again prefently. I {pake to him of Gar- 
lick, he anfwered A/paragas : conlulced him 
of Marriage, he tells me of hanging ; as if 
they went by one and the fame Deftny. 
Whata fighe it is, co feé Writers commit- 

ted cogether by the Ears for Ceremonies, Syl- 
Jables, Points, Colon’s, Commas, Hyphens, and 
the like 2? fighting, as for their Fires, and 


Inmpertinens. 


Bellum fcriben- 
tim. 


their Alcars ; and angry that none are fright- 


ed at their noifes, and loud brayings under 
their Affes Skins. 

There is hope of getting a Fortune withqut 
digging in thefe Quarries. Sed meliore (in 
omne) ingenio, animogs quam fortund , fum 
s/s. | 


Differentia 
inter 


Pingue folum laffat , fed juvat ipfe labor. 


Wits made out their feveral expeditions 
then, for che difcovery of Truth, to find out 
great and profitable Knowledges, had their 
feveral Inftruments for the difquifition of 
Arts. Now there are certain Scsols or Smat- 
terers, that are bufie in the Skirts, and out- 
fides of Learning, and have fcarce any 
thing.of folid Literature to commend them. 
They may have fome edging or trimming 
of a Scholar, a Welt, or fo : but it is no 

- more. . 

Imposture is a {pecious thing: yet never 
worfe, than when it feigns to be beft, and to 
none difcoverd fooner, than the fimpleft. 
For Truth and Goodnefs are plain and open; 
but Impofture isever afham/d of the lighe. 

AA Puppet-play mult be fhadow’d, and feen 
in thedark: For draw the Curtain, Et fordet 

| geficulatio. — 

There is a great difference in the under- 
ftanding of fome Princes, as in the quality 
of their Minifters abouc them. Some would 
drefs their Mafters in Gold, Pearl, and all 

~ rue Jewels of Majelty: Others furnith them 
with Feathers, Bells, and Ribbands ; and are 
therefore efteemed the futer Servants. But 
they are ever good men, that muft make 
geod the times: if the men be naught, the 
times will be fuch. Fins expeltandus eft in 
anoguog, heminum ; animals, ad mutationem 
prompt s//imo. 

- Ie is a quick faying with che Spaniards.: 
Artes inter beredes non dividi. Yet thefe have 
inherited their Father’s lying, and they brag 
of it. He is a narrow-minded Man, chat 
affeds a Triumph in any glorious Study : 
_ . but to triumph in a Lye, and a-Lye them- 
felves have forg’d, is trontleis. Folly often 
goes beyond her bounds ; but Impudence 

Non nova res knows none. . 
biwpr. Envy is no new thing, nor was 3t born om 


Doffos ¢5 
. Sctolos. 


Impoftorumn 
fucus. 


Icuncubrun 
| wmotio. 


Pr incipes, on 
Adminiftri, 


Scitum Hilpa- 
RICHI. 


Difcoveries. 


ly in our times. ‘The Ages paft have brought 
it forth, and the coming Ages will. So long 
as there are Men fit for it, quorum odium vir- 
tute relictd placet, it will never be wanting. 
It isa barbarous Envy, to take from thofe 
mens Vertues ; which becaufé thou canft 
not arrive at, thou impotently defpairft to 
imitate. Is ic a Crime in me that I know 
that, which others had not yet known, but 
from me? or that I am the Author of many 
things, which never would have come in thy 
thought, but that I taught them? It is a 
new, but a foolifh way you have found out, 
that whom you cannot equal, or come near 
in doing, you would aeitray, or ruin with 
evil {peaking : As if you had bound both 
your Wits, and natures Prentices to flander, 
and then cameforth the beft Artificers, when 
you could form the fouleft Calumnies. 


Indeed, nothing is of more credit, or re- Nil gratius pre. 
queft now, than a petulant Paper, or. fcof. tervolib. 


fing Verfes; and ic is but convenient to the 
Times and Manners we live with, to have 
then the worft Writings and Studies flourith, 
when the beft begin to be defpis’d. IJ Arts 
begin where good end. 

The time was, when Men would learn 
and ftudy good Things, not envy 
had them. Then Men were had in price 
for Learning ; now Letters only make Men 
vile. He is upbraidingly call'd a Poet, as if 
it were a contemptible Nick-same. But the 
Profeffors (indeed) have made the Learnin 


cheap. Railing and tinkling Rbimers, whofe 


Writings the vulgar more greedily read ; as 
being taken with che fcurrility, and petu- 
lancy of fuch Wits. He fhall not have a 
Reader now, unlefs he jeer and lye. 
the food of mens natures: the diet of the 
times! Gallants cannot fleep elfe. The 
Wricer muft lye, and the gentle Reader refts 
happy, to hear the worthieft works mif-in- 


terpreted, the cleareft ations obfcured, the 


innocent’ft life traducd: And in fuch a li- 
cenfe of lying, a field fo fruitful of Slanders, 
how can there be matter wanting to his 
laughter ? Hence comes the Epidemical In- 
fection. For how can they efcape the con- 
tagion of the Writings, whom the vi- 
tulency of the Calumnies hath noe ftav’d 
off from reading. j 


: am litera 
thofe chat bile 


© Paftus kodier< 
Ie 15 Ingen. 


Nothing doth more invite a greedy Reae ged fecal 
der, than an unlook’d for fubje%. And mordus. 


what more unlook’d for, than to fee a per- 
fon of an unblanrd life, made ridiculous, or 
odious, by the Artifice of lying ? but it is che 
difeafe of the Age: And no wonder if the 
world, growing old, begin to be infirm: 
Old age it felf is a difeafe. It is long fince 
the fick world began to doat and talk idly : 
Would fhe had but doated ftill ; bue ‘her do- 
tage is now broke forth into a madnefs, and 
become a meer Frenzy. 


This Alafer, who hath left nothing un- 7 
fearch’d, or unaffail’d, by his impudent and ped bad 


licentious lying in his aguifh Writings (for 
he was in his cold quaking fit all the while :) 
what hath he done more, than a troublefom 
bafe Cur ? bark’d , and made a noife afar 
off : had a Fool or ewo co {pie in his Mouth, 
and cherifh him wich a mufty Bone ? Bue 
chey are rather Enemies of ny Fame than 
me, thefe Barkers. 7 


ke 


t Ww! 
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It is an Art to have fo much Judgment, | 
as co apparel a Lye well, to give it a good 


Mali chovagt 
fuere. Dum tacet indottws, poterit cordatus baberi ; Vid. Zeuxidis 


Is morbos animi namq; tacendo tegit. pict. ferm. ad 


dreffing ; that chough the nakednefs would 
fhow deform’d and odious, the fuiting of ic 
mighe draw their Readers. Some love any 
Strumpet (be fhe never fo fhop-like or meri- 
tricious) in good Cloths. But thefe nature 
could not have form’d them better, to de- 
{troy their own teftimony, and overthrow 
their Calumny. 

That an Elephant, 630. came hicher Am- 
baflador from the great AMfogull, (who could 
both write and read) and was every day 
allow’d twelve caft of Bread, twenty Quarts 
of Canary Sack; befides Nuts and Almonds 
‘the Citizens Wives fent him. ‘That he had 
a Spanifh Boy to his Interpreter, and his 
chief Negotiation was, to confer or practife 
with ay the principal Fool of Strate, a- 
bout ftealing hence Windfor Caftle, and car- 
rying itaway onhisbackif he can, | 

A wife Tongue fhould not be licentious and 
wandring 3 but mov’d, and (as it were, go- 
vern’d with certain reins from the Heart,and 


bottom of the Breaft: and it was excel- 
lently faid of that Philofopher, That there 
was a Wall or Parapet of Teeth fet in our 
Mouth, to reftrain the petulancy of our 


Words: that the rafhnefs of talking thould 
not oniy be retarded by the guard, and 
watch of our Heart, but be fenced in, and 


defended by certain ftrengths, placed in the 


Mouth it felf; and within the Lips. But you 


thall fee fome fo abound with words without 
any feafoning or tafte of matter, in fo pro- 
found a fecurity, as while they are {peaking, 


for the moft part, they confefs to {peak they 


Nor is that worthy Speech of Zeno the 
Philofopher to be paft over, without che note 
of ignorance: who being invited to a Feaft 
in Athens, where a great Princes Ambaffadors 
were entertaind, and was the only perfon 
had faid nothing at the Table 5 one of them 
with courtefie asked him, What fhall we re- 
turn from thee, Zeno, to the Prince our 
Mafter, if he ask us of thee ? Nothing, he re- 
plyed, more, but that you found an old man 
in Athens, that knew to be filent amongtt his 
Cups. It was near a Miracle to fee an old 
man filent, fince calking is the difeafe of 
Age: but amongft Cups makes it fully a 
Wonder. - 


It was wittily faid upon one that was ta- Argute diffam, 


ken for a great and grave Man, folong as he ~ 
held his Peace: This Man might havebeen 
a Counfellor of State till he {poke: But ha- 
ving {poken, not the Beadle of the Ward, 
"E yspubie.. 
ops Ww eer xpd7e, Osols gaopeeves. 


* Digito compefce labellum. - 

‘Lhere is almoft no man but he fees clear- 
lier and fharper, the Vices in a Speaker, than 
the Vertues. And there are many, that with 
more eafe, will find fault with what is fpo- 
ken foolithly, than that can give allowance 
tothat wherein you are wife filently. The 
Treafure of a Fool is always in’ his Tongue 


(faid the witty comick Poet) and it appears Plautas, 


not in any thing more than in that Nation ; 


Pythag. quam laudabilis! yarsdosus Vide Apales 
Linguam co- * Fuvenal, 
bibe, pre alin omnibus, ad Deorum exemplum, Acutits cer- 
nuntur vitid, 
quam virtates, 


whereof one when he had got the inheri- 
tance of an unlucky old Grange, would needs Trin. 42, 2. 
fell ic; and co draw buyers, proclaim’d the Sm 6 
the Vertues of it. Nothing everthrivdon it 
(faith he.) No Owner of it ever dy’d in his 
Bed; fome hung, fome drown’d themfelves; 
fome were banifht, fome ftarv’d ; the Trees 
were all blafted ; che Swine dy’d of the Afea- 
fles,the Cattle of the Murrain,the Sheep of che 
Rot ; they that ftood were rage’d, bare, and | 
bald as your hand; nothing was ever rear’d 
there, not a Duckling, or a Goofe. Ho/piti- Sim. Mart. 
um fuerat calamitate. Was not this man like Hib. 1. ep. 85¢ 
to fell ic 2 
Expectation of the Vulgar is more drawn pulgi expeffe- 
and held with newnefs hati goodnefs ; we fing 
fee ic in Fencers, in Players, in Poets, in Preach 
ers, in all, where Fame promifeth any thing; 
fo it be new, though never fo naught and 
depraved, they run to it, and are taken. 
Which thews, that the only decay, or hurt 
Tawosns Tot Onoaupas ev aivOecizrosore di pisos jot the beft mens Reputation with che people, 
Deiderns wrcisn Jk yt pss neezel ue rpev bovons. is, their Wits have out-liv’d the peoples Pa- 
Optimus eff bomini lingua thefaurms, lates. They have been too much, or too 
sngens | long a Feaft. ; 
Gratia, que parces menfurat fingula verbs. | Greatne/s of name in the Father, oft-times Claritas Pes 
| helps not forth, but o’erwhelms the Son; tris 
Ulyffes in Homer, is made a long thinking|chey ftand too near one another. The 
man, before he fpeaks: and Epaminondas is|fhadow kills the growth ; fo much, that we 
 Pindari Epa- Celebrated by Pinder, to be a man, chat| fee che Grandchild come more, and oftner to 


know not what. 

Potims quam = OF the Two Cif either were to be with’d) 
loquentis, _ I would rather have a plain down-right 
Wifdom, than a foolifh and affe&ed Elo- 
quence. For what is fo furious, and Bet’/lem 
like, as a vain found of chofen and excellent 
Words, without any fubje&t of Sentence or 
Science mix’d ? 

Whom the difeafe of talking ftill once 
poffeffeth, he can never hold his peace. Nay, 
rather than he will not difcourfe, he will 
hire Men to hear him. And {fo heard, noe 
hearkned unto, he comes off moft times like 
a M:untebank, that when he hath prais’d his 
Med’cines, finds none will take them, or 
truft him. He is like Homer’s Therites. 

"Auetpoems "Axerruobos: {peaking without 
judgrfienc or mealfure. 


Optanda. 


iZherfites 
Aomerte 


Loquax mags, quam facundus. 


Saluft. Sane 
f Sats loquentie, fapientie parum. 


Hefioc'us. 


HomertUbffes. 


_ minond, though he knew much, yer he {poke but lit-| be che Heir of the fr, than doth the Second ; 
Demacatyy ‘12. Demsacatus, when on the Bench he was] He dies between, the Poffeffion is the thirds. 
Plutarch, long filent, and faid nothing ; one asking] Eloquence isa great and diverfe ching : giguentia 


him, if it were folly in him. or want of|{Nor did fhe yet ever favour any man fo 
Language ? he anfwer’d : 4 Fool could zever ; much as to become wholly his. He is hap- 

_ hold Lis peacey For too much talking isever| py that can arrive to any degree of her 
the Judice of a Fool. Grace. Yet there are, who prove them- 
{elves 


as — Te / 


- See ee 


ee te 2 ee 


Difcovertes. 


Amorts odium. 


Beneficia 


{elves Mafters of her, and abfolute Lords :! Salary of the other, never anfwer the value of 


but I believe, they may miftake their evi- 
dence : For it is one thing to be eloquent, in 
the Schools, or in the Hall; another at the 
Bar, or in the Pwlpit, There is a difference 
between Mocting, and Pleading ; berween 
Fencing and Fighting. To make Arguments 
in my Study, and confute them is eafie ; 
where I anfwer my felf, nor an Adverfary. 
So, I can fee whole Volumes difpatch’d by the 
umbratical Do&ors on all fides: But draw 


what we receiveds but ferv’d to gratifie 
their labours. - 
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Memory of all the powers of tke mind, is the memoria 


moft delicate, and frail: it is the firft of our 
Faculties that Age invades. Seneca, the Father, 
the Rbetorician, confefleth of himfelf, he had 
a miraculous one} not only to receive, bue 
to hold. I my felf could ie my Youth, have 
repeated all chat ever I had made, and fo 
continu d till I was paft Forty: fince itis much 


chefe forth into the juft Lifts; lee chem ap-4decay’d in me. Yet Ican repeat whole Books 


pear /ub dio, and they are chang’d with the 
place, like Bodies bred in the Shade; they 
cannot {uffer the Sun or a Shower; nor bear 


the open Air: they {carce can find them. | 


felves, that they were wont to domineer fo 
among their Auditors: but indeed I would 


no more chufe a Rhetorictan, for reigning in «much. 


a School, than I would a Puslot for rowing in 
a Pond. 


that I have read, and Poems of fome {elected 
Friends, which I have lik’d to ‘charge ‘my 
memory with. It was wont to be faithful 
to mc, but fhaken with Age now, and 
Sloath (which weakens the ftrongeft abilities) 
it may perform fomewhat,but cannot promife 
By exercife ie isto be made better, 


| and ferviceable. Whatfoever I pawn’d with 


it while I was young anda Boy, ic offers me 


Love that is ignorant, and Hatred have al-} readily, and without ftops : but whac I cruft 
moft the fame ends: many foolifh Lovers: to it now, or have doneof later years, it lays 
with the fame to their Friends, which their | up more negligently, and oftentimes lofes ; 
Enemies would : As to with a Friend bamshr, | fo that I receive mine own (though frequently 
that chey might accompany him in exile : or| call’d for) as if ic were new and borrow’d. 
fome great want, that they might relieve} Nor dol always find prefently from ie what 
him: or a Difeafe, thac they might fic; Ido feek ; but while Iam doing another 
by him. They make a Caw/way to their| thing, that I labour’d for will come : And 
Country by Injury ; as if it were not hone | what I fought with trouble, will offer ic felf 


good by a M:/chief. 


{ter to do nothing, than to feek a way to do 


Igjuries do not extinguifh courtefies: they 
only fuffer them not to appear fair. For a 
Man that doth me an Injury after a Courte- 
fie, takes not away the Courtefie, but de- 
faces it : As he that writes other Verfes up- 
on my Verfes, takes not away the firft Let- 
ters, but hides them. 

Nothing is a Courtefie, unlefs it be meant 
us; and that friendly and lovingly. We 
owe no thanks to Rivers, that they carry 
our Boats; or Winds, that they be favouring 
and fill our Sails; or Meats, that they be 


nourifhing. For thefe are what they are ne- ' 


, when I am quiet. 
found it as happy as nature, who, whatfoe- 
ver they read or pen, they can fay withoue | 


Now in fome Men I have 


book prefently 3 as if they did then write in 
their mind. «And it is more a wonder in 
fuch as have a {wile Stile, for their Memo- 
ries are commonly floweft ; fuch as torture 
their Writings, and go into Council for every 
Word, muft needs fix fomewhar, and make 
it their own at laft, chough but chrough their 
OWN vexation. 


Suffrages in Parliament are numbred, not Comit. Suffrae 
weigh’d: nor can it be otherwife in chofe ee. 


publick Cowncils, where nothing is fo unequal 


as the equality : for there, how odd foever 


ceffarily. Horfes carry us, Trees fhade us, / mens Brainsor Wifdoms are, their power is 
but they know it not. It iscrue, fome Man | always even and the fame. 


may receive a Courtefic, and not know it; 


that knew it not. 


Some A&tions,be they never fo beautiful and 


mif-conftrutions, either out of envy, or ill 


curd of Difeafeas by Accidents? but they! nature, that judgetheof others, as of ic felf. 
were not Remedies. I my felf have known | Nay, the times are fo wholly grown, to be 
one help’d of an Ague by falling into a; either partial or malicious; that if he bea 


Water, another whipp’d out of a Fra- 
ver: but no Man would ever ufe thefe for 
Med’cines. Itis the mind, and not the e- 
vent that diftinguifheth the courtefie from 
wrong. My Adverfary may offend the 
Judge with his Pride, and Impertinences, and 
I win my Caufe ; but he meant it noc me 
as a Courtefie. I fcap'd Piérats by being 
Ship-wrack’d, Was the Wrack a benefie 
therefore ? No: the doing of Courte/ies aright, 
is che mixing of che refpeéts for his own fake, 
and for mine. He that doth them meerly for 
his own fake, is like one that feeds his Carctle 
to fell chem: he hath his Horfe well drett 


for Smithfield. 


Valor rerum. 


The price of many things is far above 
what they are bought and fold for. Life and 
Health, which are both ineftimable, we have 
of the Phyfictan: As Learning and Knowledge, 
the true Tillage of the Asind, trom our 
Schoolmafters. But the Fees of the one, or che 


friend all fits well about him ; his very Vices 
fhall be Vertues : if an Enemy, or of the 
contrary Faction; nothing is good or tolera- 
ble in him: infomuch that we care not to 
difcredit and fhame our Judgments, to footh 
our Paffions. 


. : 1 Stare a partis 
but never any Man received it from him ' generous, are often obf{cur’d by bafe and vile bus. : 


Many Men have been } 


Man is read in his Face: God in his Crea- poss in creatus 
cures; but not asthe Philofopber,the creature of ris. 


Glory,reads him: but,as the D:vine,the fervant 
of bumility: yet even he mult cake care, noe 
to be roo curious. For to utter Truth of God 
(but as he thinks only) may be dangerous ; 
who is beft knownby our not knowing. Some 
things of him, fo much as he hath revealed, or 
conrmanded, it isnot only lawful but neceffa- 
ry for us to know: for therein our ignorance 
was the firft caufe of our wickednefs. 

Truth is mans proper good; and the onl 
immortal thing was given to our mortalit 
toufe. No good Chriftian or Ethnick, if he 
be honeft can mifs it > No Statesman, 

Vvvyv or 


Y Veritas propre 
Y um hominis. 
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or Patriot fhould. For without truth all the 
Adtions of Mankind, are Craft, Malice, 
or what you will, rather then Wifdom. 
Homer {ays, he hates him worfe than Hell- 
mouth, that utters one thing with his 
Tongue, and keeps another in his Breatt. 
Which high Expreffion was grounded on 
divine Reafon. For a lying Mouth is a 
ftinking Pit, an@ murthers with the Con- 
tagion it venteth. Befide, nothing is lafting 
that is feign’d ; it will have another Face 
than ithad, ere long. As Euripides faith: 
No lye ever grows old. | 

Ic is ftrange, there fhould be no Vice 


fine patrocinio. without his Patronage, that, ( when we 


De vere Argu- 
tite 


have no other excufe) we will fay,. we love 
ic 3 we cannot forfake ic. As if chat made 
it not more a fault. We cannot, becaufe we 
think we cannot, and we love it be- 
caufe we will defend ir. We will rather 
excufe ir, chan be rid of it. That we can- 
not, is pretended ; but that we will not, is 
the crue reafon. How many have I known, 
that would not have their Vices hid ? Nay, 
and to be noted, live like Antipodes, (0 0- 
thers in the fame City ; never fee the Sun rife 
or fet, in fo many years; but be as they were 
watching a Corps by Torch-light; would 
not fin the common way; but held that a 
kind of Rafficity ; they would do it new, or 
contrary, for the infamy ? They were am- 
bitious of living backward ; and at laft dr- 
rived at that, as they would love nothing 
bute the Vices; not the vitious Cuftoms. 
Ie was impoffible to reform thefe Natures; 
they were dry’d, and hardned in their ill. 
They may fay, they defir’d to leave it ; 
bue do not truft them: and they may chink 
they defic’d it, bue they may lye for all 
thar; they are a little angry with their 
Follies, now and then; marry they come 
into grace with them again quickly. They 
will confefs, they are offended wich their 
manner af living : like enough, who is 
not? Whsn they can put me in fecurity, that 
they are more than offended, that they hate 
it: then Tl harken to chem; and, perhaps, 
believe them ; But many now a days, love 
and hate cheir ill together. 

Ido hear them fay often : Some Men are 
not witty; becaufe they are not every 


\where witty ; than which nothing is more 


ie er 
fu Nef of 


Cerfura de 
Poetise 


foolifh. If an Eye ora Nofe be an excel- 
ent Part in the Face, therefore be all Eye 
r Nofe? I think the Eye-brow, the Fore- 
head, the Cheek, Chin, Lip, or any part 
Ife, are as neceffary, and natural in the 
Place. But now nothing is good that is 
natural: Right and natural Language feem 
to have leaft of the Wit in its that which 
is writh’d and cortur’d, is counted the more 
exquifite. Cloath of Bodkin, or Tiffue, 
muft be imbroidered; as if no Face were 
fair, thac were not pouldred, or painted ? 
No Beauty to be had, but in wrefting, and 
writhing our own Tongue? Nothing is fa- 
fhionable, cillit be deform’d; and this is to 
write like a Gentleman. All mutt be as af- 
tuéted , and prepofterous as our Gallants 
Cloaths, {weet Bags, and Night-dreffings : 
in which you would think our Men lay-in, 
like Ladies, it is fo Curious. 
Netiing in our Age, I have obferv’d, is 
more piepolterous, than the running Fude- 


ments upon Poetry and Poets ; when we fhall 
hear thofe things commended, and cry’d up 
for the beft Writings, which a Man would 
{carce vouchfafe, to wrap any wholfom 
Drug in; he would never light his Tabaco 
with them. And chofe Men almoft nam’d 
for Miracles, who yet are fo vile, that if a 
Man fhould go about, to examine, and cor- 
rec them, he muft make all they have 
done, but one blot. Their good is fo intan- 
gled with their bad, as forcibly one muft 
draw on the others death with it. A Sponge 
dipt in Ink will do all: 


Comitetur punica librum 
SPO 216 nm 
Et paulo poft, 
Nox poffunt multe, una litura poteft. 


Yet their Vices have not hurt them : Nay, 
a great many they have profited ; for they 
have been lov’d for nothing elfe. And this 
falfe Opinion grows ftrong againft the beft 
Men: if once it cake Root with the Igno- 


rant. Ceftivs in his time, was preferr’d to Ceftius, 
Cicero ; fo far, as the Ignorant durft. They Cicero. 


learn’d him without Book, and had him of- 
ten in their Mouths : Bue a Man cannot 
imagine that thing fo foolifh, or rude, but 
will find, and enjoy an Admirer ; at leaft, 

Reader, or Spectator. The Puppets are feer 
now in defpight of the Players : Heath’s E 
pigrams, and the Skuller’s Poems have shei 
Applaufe. ‘There are never wanting, that 
dare prefer the worft Preachers, the wortt 
Pleaders, the worft Poets : not that the better 
have lefe towrite, or fpeak better, but that 
they thae hearthem judge worfe; Now iii 
pejus dicunt, fed bi corruptins judicant. Nay, — 
if it were put to the queftion of the Water- 


rimers Works, againft Spencer’s ; I doubt not, Spencer. 


but they would find more Suffrages 5 becaufe | 
the moft favour common Vices, out of a 
Prerogative the vulgar have, to lofe cheir 
Judgments ; and like that which is naught. 
Poetry in this latter Age, hath prov’d bur a 
mean Miffris, to fuch as have wholly addicét- 
ed themfelves to her; or given their Names 
up to her Family. They who have bue 
faluced her on the by; and now and then 
tendred their Vifits, fhe hath done much 
for, and advanced in the way of their own 
Profeffions (both the Law, and the Go/pel) 
beyond all they could have hoped, or done 
for themfelves, wichout her favour. Wherein 
the doth emulate the judicious, but prepo- 
fterous Bounty of the Times Grandees : 
who accumulate all they can upon the Pare- 
fete, or Frefh-man in their Friendthip ; but 
think an old Client, or honeft Servant, 
bound by his Place to write and ftarve. 
Indeed, the multitude commend Writers, 
as they do Fencers; or Wraftlers; who if 
they come in robuftioufly, and put for it, 
with a deal of violence, are received for 
the Braver-fellows: when many times their 
own rudenefs is a Caufe of their difgrace ; 
and a flight touch of their Adverfary, 
gives all chat boifterous Force the foil. But 
in thefe things, the unskilful are naturally 
deceiv'd, and judging wholly by the Bulk, 
think rude things greater than polifh’d ; and 
{catter’d more numerous, than compos’d: 
Nor think this only to be true in the fordid 
Multitude 
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Multitude bue the neater fort of our Gal-| unevennefS. Thefe Men err not by chance, 
Jants: for allare the Multitude; only they | bue knowingly and willingly; they. are 
differ in Cloaths, not in Judgment or Un-: like Men that affe@ a Fathion by cthem- 


derftanding. | felves, have fome fingularity in a Ruff, 
DeShakefpeare I remember,the Players have ofren mention-} Cloak, or Flat-band 3 or their Beards, {pe- 
mfirat.’ = ed it as an honour to Shake/peare, thatin his’ cially cut to provoke beholders, and fee a 


Writing,(whatfoever he penn’d )he never blot-; Mark upon themfelves. They would be 
ted outa Line. My an{wer hath been, Would; reprehended, while they are look’d on. 
he had blorred a thoufand. Which they! And this Vice, one chat is in Authority with 
thoughe a malevolent Speech. I had not: the reft, loving, delivers over to them to be 
told Poftericy this, buc tor their ignorance, : imitated ; fo that oft-times the Faults which - 
who chofe chat Circumftance co commend: he fell into, the others feek for : This is the 
their Friend by, wherein he moft faulced. | danger, when Vice becomes a Precedent. 
And co juftifie mine own Candor, (for I{ Others there are, that’ have no compofiti- Nor. 5. 
lov’d che Man, and do honour his Memo-; on at all; bue a kind of cuneing, and thym- 
ry (onthis fide Idolatry) as much as any.) | ing fall, in what they wrice. It runs and 
He was (indeed) honeft, and of an open} flides, and only makes a found. Womens- 
- and free Nature: had an excellent Phantfie;| Poets they are call’d, as you have Womens- 
brave Notions, and gentle Expreflions :} Taylors. . | 
wherein he flow'd hea eee sep woh sr - ; | 
fometime it was neceflary he fhould be| They write a Verfe, as (mooth, as foft, as Cream; Me } oo8 
Augufius in ftop’d : Suffaminandms erat, as Auguftus faid } In whsch there fe ac nor jis Stream. | ; oberg)? 
Fiat. of Hateriu. His Wit was.in hisown Power; oy aneel, 
would the Rule of ic had been. fo too. Ma-| You may found thefe Wits, and find the :; 
ny times he fell into thofe things, could noc} depth of them, wich your middle Finger. | 
eicape laughter: As when he faid in the | They areCream-bowl, or but Puddle deep. 
Perfon of Cefar, one {peaking to hims| Scme that turn over all Books, and are Nor. 6, 
Cefar thou dofl me wrong. He reply’ds Cefar} equally fearching in all Papers, that write 
did never wrong, but with yuft Caufe: and} out of what they prefentty find or ‘meet, 
fuch like; which were ridiculous. Bue he} without choice; by which means it happens, 
redeemed his Vices with his Vertues. There | that what they havedifcredited, and impug- 
was ever more in him to be praifed, than | ned in one work, they have before, or after 
to be pardoned. extolled the fame in another. Such are all 
Ingeniorum dif- Is: the difference of Wits, Ihave obferv’d ; | the Effayifts, even their Mafter Montaigne. mit, de Mons . 
crimina. there are many Notes: And ic isa little Adaz- | Thefe in all they write, confefs ftill what taigne. 
Nee te fry to know them : to difcern, what every | Books they have read laft; and there- 
Nature, every Difpofition will bear: For,|in their own folly, fo much, that they 
before we fow our Land, we fhould plough | bring it to the Stake raw and undigefted : 
it. There are no fewer Forms of Minds, | not that the Place did need it neither; but 
than of Bodies amongft us. The variety is | chat they thought themfelves furnifhed, and 
incredible; and therefore we mutft fearch. | would vent it. 
Some are fitto make Divines; fome,Poetss| Some again, who (after they have got ry. 7, 
fome Lawyers’; fome Phyficians : Some to be} Authoriry, or, which is lefs, Opinion, by — 
dent to the Plough, and Trades. their Writings, co have read much) dare 
There is no Doctrine willdo good, where | prefently to feign whole Books and Authors, 
Nature is wanting. Some Wits are {welling, | and lye fafely. For what never was, will 
and high ; ochers low and ftill : Some hor | not eafily be found 5 not by the moft Cw 
and fiery, others cold and dull: One muft | rion, | 
have a Bridle, the other a Spur. And fome, by a cunning proteftation a- ay g, 
Not. 2 - There be fomethat are forward, and bold ; | gainft all reading, and falfe venditation of 
and thefe will do every little ching eafily :]| their own Neterals, think to divert the /a- 
I mean thar is hard by, and nexcthem, which | gacity of their Readers trom cthemfelves, 
they will utter, unretarded without any|and cool thefcent of their own Fox-like 
fhamefaftnefs. Thefe never perform much, | Thefts; when yer they are fo rank, asa 
but quickly. They are, what they are on | Man may find whole Pages cogether ufurp’d 
the fudden 3 they thew prefently like Grain, | from one Author. Their Neceffities com- 
that, {catter’d on the top of the Ground, | pelling them to read for prefent ufe, which 
fhoots up, but takes no Root; has a yellow | could not be in many Books ; and fo comme 
Blade, but the Ear empty. They are Wits | forth more ridiculoufly, and palpably guil- 
of good promife at firft, but there is an|.cy than thofe; who becaufe they cannot 
*Awit-ftand. * Ingeni-fitium : They ftand ftill ac Sixteen, | crace, they yet would flander their induftry. 
they get nohigher. : But the Wretcheder are the obftinate con- nor. 9 
Net. 3. You have others, that labour only to|cemners of all helps and Arts: fuch as pre- 
| Oftencation ; and are ever more bufie a-|fuming on their own Naturals (¢ which 
- bout thé Colours and Surface of a Work,| perhaps are excellent) dare deride all dili- 
than in the Matter and Foundation : For | gence, and f:em to mock at the Terms, when 
that is hid; the other is feen. , they underftand not the chings; chinking 
Bot. 4. - Otbers, that in compofition are nothing,| that way co get off wictily; wich their Ig- 
Martial. ib, bute what is rough, and broken : Que per| norance. Thefe are imitated often by fuch 
Kt epig. 910 falebras, altaque faxa cadunt. And if it| as are their Peers in negligence, chongh they 
would come gently, they trouble.it of pur-] cannot be in Nature: And they utter all chey 
pofe. They would not have it ran without{ can chink, witha kind of violence, and indi/po- 
rubs, as if chat ftile were more {trong and! firson; unexamin’d, without relation, either to 
manly, chat ftroke the Ear witha kind of | Perfon,Place,or any fitnefs elfe; and chemore 
| Vvvv2 wilful, 


Vad 


emg ae, 
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wilful and ftubborn they are in it, che more 
learned they are efteem’d of the Multitude, 
through their excellent Vice of Judgment : 
Who think thofe things the ftronger, that 
have no Art; as if to break, were better 
than to open; or to rent afunder, gentler 
than to loofe. - 

It cannot but come to pafs, that thefe Men, 
who commonly feek to do more than 
enough, may fometimes happen on fome 
thing that is good and great; but very {cl- 
dom: And when it comes, ic doth not re- 
compence the reft of their ill. For their 
Jefts, and their Sentences, (which they only, 
and ambitioufly feek for) ftick out, and are 
more eminent; becaufe all is fordid, and 
vile about them; as Lights are more di- 
{cern’d in a thick Darknefs, than a faint 
Shadow. Now becaufe they {peak all they 
can (however unfitly) they are thought to 
have the greater Copy ; Where the Learned 
ufe ever EleGion, and a Mean; they look 
back to what they intended at firlt, and 
make all an even and proportion’d Body. 
The true Artificer will not run away from 
| Nature, as he were afraid of her ; or depart 
1 from Life, and the likenefs of Truth; but 
{peak to the Capacity of his Hearers. And 
} though his Language differ from the Vulgar 
fomewhat, it fhall not fly from all Humani- 
ty, with the Zamerlanes, and Tamer-Chams 
of the lace Age, which had nothing in them 
but the fcenical ftrutting, and furious voci- 
feration, to warrant them to the ignorant 
Gapers. He knows itis his only Art,’ fo to 
carry it, as none but Artificers perceive it. 
In the mean time,perhaps,he is called barren, 
dull,lean,a poorWriter,(or by what contume- 
lious Word can come in their Cheeks) by 
thefe Men, who without Labour, Judg- 
ment, Knowledge, or almoft Senfe, are re- 
ceived or preferr’d before him. He gratu- 
laces them, and their Fortune. Another 
Age, or jufter Men, will acknowledge the 
Vertues of his Studies, his Wifdom in divi- 


Knowledge is the Action of the Soul, and is Scientia 
perfect wichout the Sen/es, as having the 3 


Seeds of all Science and Vertwe in ict felf; but 
not without the fervice of the Senses; by 
thofe Organs the Soul works : She is a perpe- 
tual Agent, prompt and fubtiles bute often 
flexible, and erring, intangling her felf like 
a Silk-worm: Buc her Reafon is a Weapon 
with two E:'ges, and cuts through. In her 
Indagations oft-times new Scents put her by, 
and the takes in Errours into her, by the fame 
Conduits fhe doth Truths. 


Eafe and Relaxation are profitable to all orium. 


Studies. The Mind is like a Bow, the ftronger 
by being unbent. Bur the Temper in Spirits 
is all, when to command a Mans Wit, when 
e ae 
to favour it. J] have known a Man vehement 
on both fides, that knew no mean, either to 
intermit his Studies, or call upon them again. 


When he hath fee himfelf to writing, he Srudierum, 


would join Night to Day, prefs upon him- 
felf without releafe, not minding ic, till he 
fainted; and when he left off, refolve him- 
{elf into all Sports, and LoofnefS again, chae 
it was almoft a Defpair to draw him co his 
Book: But once got to it, he grew ftronger, 
and more earneft by the Eafe. His whole 
Powers were renew d3 he would work ouc 
of himfelf what he defired 5 but wich fuch 
excels, as his Study could not be rul’d; he 
knew not how to difpofe his own Abilities, 
or husband chem, he was of that immode- 
rate Power agajnft himfelf. Nor was he 
only a ftrong, but an abfolute Speaker, and 
Writer : but his Subrilty did not thew it felf ; 
his Judgmene thought that a Vice: For the 


Ambufh hurts more that is hid. He never g; fiili. emi 
fore’d his Language, nor went out of the nentia. 


Wx. + Jorfer 


High-way of Spealin , bue for fome great 
fein apparent profit: For he denied 
Figures to be invented for ornament, but for 
aid 5 and {till chought ic an extreme madnefs 
to bend or wreft chat which oughe to:be 
right. 

It is no Wonder, Mens Eminence appears 


but in theirown way. Virgil’s Felicity left virgil. 
him in Profe, as Twly’s forfook him in Verfe, Th. 
Saluft’s Orations are read inthe Honour of 54/#*. 


ding, his Subtilty in arguing, with what 
ftrength he doth infpire his Readers, wich 


what {weetnefs he ftrokes them 3 in inveigh- P lato. 


ing, what fharpnefs; in jeft, what urbanity 
he ufes: How he doth reign in Mens Affe- 
ctions; how invade, and break in upon 
them; and makes their Minds like che 
thing he writes. Then in his Elocution, to 
behold, what Word is proper, which hath 
Ornaments, which Height, what is beauti- 
fully tranflated, where Figures are fit, which 
gentle, which ftrong to fhew the Compofi- 


tion Manly: And how he hath avoided faint, 


ob{cure, ob{cene, fordid, humble, improper, 
or effeminate Phrafe; which is not only 
praisd of the moft, but commended (which 
is worf{e)efpecially for that it is naught. 

I know no Dileafe of the Soul, but Igno- 
rance; not of the Arts and Sciences, but of 
icfelf: Yer relating co chofe, ic is a pernici- 
ous Evil, che Darkner of Mans Life, the Di- 
{turber of his Reafon, and common Con. 
Sounder of Zrath; with which a Man goes 
groping in the dark, no otherwife chan if he 
were blind. Great Underftandings are moft 
wrack'd and troubled wich ir: Nay, fome- 
tines they will rather chufe to die, than not 
to know the things they ftudy for. Think 
then what an Cvil it is, and what Good the 
contrary. 7 


Story 5 yet the moft eloquent P/ato’s Speech, 
which he made for Socrates, is neither wor- 
thy of the Patron, or the Perfon defended. 
Nay, in the fame kind of Oratory, and where 
the Matter is one, you fhall have him that 
reaions ftrongly, open negligently ; another 
that prepares well, not fic fo well: and this 
happens not only to Brains, but to Bodies. 
One can wraftle well; another run well; a 
third Jeap, or chrow the Bar; a fourth lift, 
or {top a Cart going: Each hath his way of 
ftrength. So inother Creatures; fome Dogs 
are for the Deer, fome for the Wild Boar, 
fome are Fox-hounds, fome Otter-hounds. 
Nor are all Horfes for the Coach, or Saddle ; 
fome are for che Cart, and Paniers. 


I bave known many excellent Men, that pe ‘cleris Ore 
would {peak fuddenly , co the Admiration toribis. 


of their Hearers ; who upon ftudy and pre- 
meditation have been forfaken by their own 
Wits, and. no way anfwered cheir Fame: 
Their Eloquence was greater than cheir 
Reading ; and the chings they uttered, bet- 
ter chan thofe they knew: Their Fortune 
deferved better of them, than their Care. 
For Men of prefene Spirits, and of greacer 

a. Wits 


——— _ - 


Wits than Study,do pleafe more in the things 
they invent, than in thofe they bring. And 
I have heard fome of them compell’d to 
{peak, out of neceffity, that have fo infinite- 
ly exceeded themfelves, as ic was bttter, both 


for chem and their Auditory, thac they 


~ were fo furpriz’d, not prepar’d. Nor was it 
fafe then co crofs them, for their Adverfary, 
their Anger made them more eloquent. Yet 
thefe Men I could not but Jove and admire, 
thac they recurn’d co their Seudies. 'They left 
not Diligence (as many do) when their 
Rafhnefs profpered ; For Diligence is a great 
Aid, even to an indifferent Wit ; when we 
are not contented with the Examples of our 
own Age, but would know the Face of the 
former. Indeed, che more we confer with, 
the more we profit by, if the Perfons be 

chofen. 
| | One, though he be excellent, and the chief, 
is not to be imitated alone: For never no 
. Imitator ever grew upto his Author ; Like- 
| Dominus Verne Nefsis always on this fide Truth. Yet there 
|, arma, haphed in my time one noble Speaker, who 
| was full of gravity in his fpeaking. His Lan- 
guage, (where he could ae or pafs by a 
Fett was nobly cenforiow. No Man ever 
{pake more neatly , more preftly, more 
weightily, or fafferd lefs emptinefs , lefs 
idlenefs, in what he utter’d. No Member 
of his Speech, but confifted of his own Gra- 
ces. His Hearers could not cough, or look 
afide from him, without lofs. He command- 
ed where he fpoke and had his Judges an- 
gry and pleafed at his devotion. No Man 
had their Affections more in his power. The 
fear of every Man that heard him, was, left 

he fhould make an end. 

: Cicero is {aid to be the only Wit, that che 
People of Rome had equall’d to their Evpire. 
Scriptorum ca- "Eerinm par imperio. We have had many, 


| ralogue. and in their feveral Ages, (to take in bur tne 
| gf Sir Thomas former Seculum) Sit Thomas Moore, the elder 
| Moore. Wiat, Henry Ear] of Surrey, Chaloner, Smith, 
a one Ciiot, B. Gardiner, were tor their times ad- 
| + Henry Earl of Mirable ; and the more, becaufe they began 
Surrey. Eloquence with us. Sir Nico. Bacon was fin- 

| Sir Tomax ~— gular, ‘and almoft alone, in the beginning 
! | ale of Queen Elizabeth's time. Sir ay Sid- 
Smith. 67s and Mr, Hooker, (in different Matter) 

Sir Thomas grew great Mafters of Wit and Language, 

Clot. | and in whom all vigour of Invention, and 

| «-B. Gardiner. ftrengeh of Judgment met. The Earl of 

yor LK. Effex, noble and high 5 and Sir Walter Raw- 

| Sir Philip Sid- /eegh, not to be contemn’d, either for Judg- 
‘ment, or Style. Sir Henry Savile, grave, and 

M. Richard. truly letter’'ds Sir Edwin Sands, excellent 

ae er Earl of 12 boths Lord Egerton, the Chancellor, a 

Effex: grave and great Orator ; and beft, when he 

Sir Walter was provok’d. But his learned and able 

Rawleigh. (though unfortunate ) Swcceffor, is he who 

ne S4- hath fill’d wp all Numbers, and perform’d 

Sir Edwin that in our Tongue, which may be com- 

Sands, pard, or preferr’d, either to infolent Greece, 

: Sir Thomas or haughty Rome. In fhore, within his view, 
oo and about his times, were all the Wits born, 

elites c, that could honour a Language, or help Scu- 

“De Augmentic dy. Now things daily fall : Wits grow 


769 Selentiarum downward, and Eloquence grows backward : 
So chat he may be nam’d, and ftand as the 

mark and aus Of our Language. 
I have ever obferv’d it to have been the 


Office of a wife Patriot, among the greateft 


Difcoveries. 


contrary , that which 


affairs of che State,to take care of the Cormmon- 
wealth of Learning. For Schools, they are 
the Seminaries of State; and nothing is wor- 
thier the Study of a Statefman, than that 
part of the Republick, which we call the “d- 
vancement of Letters. Witnefs the Care of | 
Julius Cefar, who in the heat of the Civil Fwlim €-far. 
War writ his Books of Analogy, anddedica- 

ted them to Tally. This made the lace Lord Lord s. Al- 
St. Albane entitle his Work, Novum Organum : bane. 
Which though by the moft of fuperficial 

Men, who cannot get beyond the Title 

of Nominals, it is not penetrated, nor under- 

ftocd ; it really openeth all Defeéts of Learn- 

ing whatfoever, and isa Book 


Qui longum noto feriptori porriget euum, Horat. de Art. 
Poetica. 

My conceit of his Perfon was never in- sii ie 
creafed toward him by his Place, or Ho- 
nours: But I have, and do reverence him, 
for the Greatnefs chat was only proper to 
himfelf, in that he feem’d to me every by his 
Work, one of the greateft Men, and moff 
worthy of admiration, that had been in ma- 
ny Ages. In his adverfity I ever prayed, 
that God would give him Strength; for 
Greatne(s he could not want. Neither could 
I condole in a Word ar Syllable for him 5 as 
khowing no Accident could do harm to 
oe but rather help co make it mani- . 
eft. | | 

There cannot be one colour of the Mind, S 
another of the Wit. If the Mind be ftaid, 


grave, and composd, the Wit is fo; chat 
vitiaced,. che other is blown and deflowr’d. 


Do we not fee, if the Mind languifh, the | 
Members are du? Look upon an effemi-. 
nate Perfon ;. his very Gate confefleth him. 
If a Man be fiery, his Motion is fo; if an- 
gry, ‘cis troubled and violent. Sothat we 
may concluJe, Wherefoever Manners and 
Fafhions are corrupted, Language is. Ic imi- 
tates the publick Riot. The excefs of Feafts 
and Apparel, are the Notes of a fick State ; 
and the wantonnefs of Language, of a fick 
Mind. | 

If we would confider what our Affairs are pe rebus mum- 
indeed, not what they are call’d, we fhould dani. 
find more Evils belong. to us; than happen 
to us. How often doth that, which was 
call’d a Calamity, prove the beginning and 
caufe of a Man’s Happinefs? And, onthe 
apned or came to 
another with great gratulacion and applaufe, 
‘how it hatch lifted him but a ftep higher to 
his Ruine! As, if he ftood before, where he 
might fall fafely, == 

The Vulgar are commonly ill natur’d, and pyjgi mores: 
always grudging. againit their Governors: 
which makes, that a Prince has more Bufi- 
nefs and Trouble wich them, than ever 
Hercules had with the Bull , or any other 
Beaft ; by. how much they have more Heac's 
chan will be rein’d with one Bridle, There 
was not that variety of Beafts in the Ark, 
as is of Beaftly Natures in the Multitude ; 
efpecially when they come to’ that iniquity, 
to cenfure their Sevcreign’s AGtions. ‘Then Morbus Comi- 
all che Counfels are made good, or bad, by tials. 
the Events: And it falleth our, chat che fame 
FaQs receive trom them che Names, now 
of Diligence s now, of Vanity; now, of 

| Majeily 5 


70 


ana. 
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De eodem, He is the Arbirer of Life and Death:} Swaggerers in a Tavern, that catch that Scriptores. 
when he finds no other Subject for his Mer- | which ftands next them, the Candleftick, 
cy, he fhould {pare himfelf- All his Punifh- | or Pots ; turn every thing into a Weapon; 
ments are rather to correct, than to deftroy. | oft-times they fight blind-fold, and both 
Orpheus hymn. Why are Prayers with ee faid to be} beat che Air. The one milks a He-goat, Are. Andabs- 
‘the Daughters of Supiter s but that Princes | the other holds under a Sieve. [Their Argu- tah sir 
are thereby admonifhed , that the Petitions | ments are as Huxive as Liquor fpilt upon ah oan 
of the wretched ought to have more weight | Table, which with your Finger you may 
with them, chan the Laws themfelves. drain as you will. Such Controverfies, or pa Pee 
De opt. Rege Ic was a great Accumulation to His Ma-| Difputations, ( carried with more Labour / fr a 7 
Jacobo. jefty’s deferved Praife, that men might o- | than Profit) are odious; where moft times Wom abt on Ae 
penly vifie and picy thofe, whom his great- | the Truth is loft in the midft, or left un- 47, une seank 
eft Prifons had at any time received, or his} touch’d. And the Fruit of their Fight is,f4 . Ue, Su. 
Laws condemned. that they {pit one upon another, and are Anew? ye 
De Princ. ad- . Wife, is rather the Attribute of a Prince, } both defil’d. ‘Thefe Fencers in Religion I alam An, 
jundis. than Learned, or Good. The Learned Man | like not. AZ ? plane 
—Sed ver? profits others, rather than himfelf; the Good | 7%e Body hath certain Difeafes, that are wef °° 
& oe Man, rather himfelf than others: But the! with lefs evil tolerated, chan removed. As 
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Princeps. 


Princeps, nift 


wholly cto hang on his Mouth; as he to 


Difcoveries. 


vine; or of State to the Politick. But that 


Majefty ; now, of Fury 3 where they pero to the Philofopher ; or of Poetry to the Di- 


oe of himielff, and not others Coun- 
els. | 

After God, nothing is to be lov’d of Man 
like the Prince: He violates Nature, that 
doth ict not with his whole heart. For when 
he hath put on the Care of the Publick 
Good, and Common Safety; I.am_a Wretch, 
and put off Man, if.I do not reverence 
and honour him, in whofe charge all things 
Divine and Humane are placd. Do but ask 
of Nature, why all living Creatures are lefs 
delighted with Meat and Drink thae fuftains 
them, than with Venery that waftes them? 
And fhe will tell chee, the firft refpe€ts but 
a Private, the other, a Common Good, Pro- 
pagation. 


‘Prince commands others, and doth himfelf. 


—fimul dx bo The wife Lycurgus gave'mo Law, but. what 


ny. 


C) Yi. 


De malign, 


himfelf kept. Sylla and Lyfander did not 


he which can feign a Commonwealth (which 
is the Poet) can gown it with Coxnfels, 
ftrengthen ic with Laws, correc it with 


Fudgments, inform it with Religions and . 


Morals, is all thefe. We do not require in 
him meer Elocution, or an excellence Faculty 
in Verfe, bue che exa& Knowledge of all 
Vertues, and their Contraries ; with ability 
to render the one lov’d, the other hated, 
by his proper embatteling them. The Phi- 
sig inl did infolently, to challenge only 
to themfelves that which the greateit Gene- 
rals, and graveft Coun/fellors never durft. For 
fuch had rather do, than promife che beft 
chings. 


Yo 


Some Controverters in Divinity are like Controver/. 


if to cure a Leprofie, a Man fhould bath 
himfelf with the warm Blood of a mur 
thered Child : Soin the Church, fome Er- 


fo : the one living extreamly diffolute him- | rors may be diffimuled with lefs inconveni- 


felf, inforced Frugality by the Laws ; the 


other permitted thofe -Licences to others, | 
which himfelf abftained from. Bue the/ not believ’'d to talk of them, becaufe 
Princes’s Prudence is his chief Art and Safety. ' have done them 3 


t 


ence, than can be difcovered. 
Men that talk of their own Benefits, 


but to have done them, 


In his Counfels and Deliberations he fore- | becaufe they might talk of them. ‘That 
fees the future Times: In the equity of his} which had been great, if another had re, 
Judgment , he hath remembrance of the; ported it of them, vanifheth , and is no- 
palt, and knowledge of what is to be done, | thing, if he that did ir fpeak of it. For 
or avoided for the prefent. Hence the Per- | Men, when they cannot deftroy the Deed, 
fians gave out their Cyrus to have been; will yet be glad co take advantage of the 


it, as of fagacity to feek out Good 3 fhew- 


- nurs’d by a Bitch, a Creature to encounter | Boafting, and leffen ic. 
I have feen, that Poverty makes men do sdylatin 
ing, that Wfdom may accompany Fortitude, : unfie things ; but honeft men fhould not 7 


or it leaves to be,,and puts on the nameof;do them ; they fhould gain otherwife. 


Rajhne/s. 


| | -} Though a man be hungry, he fhould not 
There be fome Men are born. only to fuck ; play the Parafite. That Hour wherein I 


ba 


AUC 7 Santia ine 
they tempeftive- 


fiudentium, out the Poyfon of Books: Habent venenum 


| would repent me to be honeft, there were 
‘pro viliu: imo, pro deliciis. And fuch are 


ways enow open for me to be rich. Bue 


they thae only rellith the obfcene and foul 


things in Poets ; which makes the Profeffion ; 


taxed. But by whom ? Men that watch 
for it; and (had they not had this hine) 


are fo unjuft Valuers of Letters, as they 


think no Learning good, but ‘what brings 
in Gain. Ie ‘fhews, they themfelves would 
never have been of the Profeffions they 


are, but for the Profits and Fees. Burt, if 


another Learning , well ufed, can inftrua@ 
to Good Life, intorm Manners, no lefs_per- 
fuade and lead Men, than they threaten 
and compel, and have no Reward; is it 


' therefore the worfe Study ? I could aever 
‘think the Study of W%i/dom confin'd only | is thought to malign them. If their Friend 


Jattery is a fine Pick-lock of tender Ears ; 
efpecially of thofe whom Fortune hath born 
high upon their Wings, chat fubmit their 
Dignity and Authority to it, by a foothing 
of themfelves. For indeed Men could ne- 
ver be taken, in that abundance, wich the 
Springes of others Flattery, if they began 
not there ; if they did buc remember, how 
much more profitable the bitternefs of Trath 
were, than all the Honey diftilling froma 
whorifh Voice, which is not Praife, bue 
Poifon. But now it is come to that extream 
Folly, or rather Madnefs, with fome; that 
he char flatrers them modeftly, or fparingly, 


confent 


confent not to their Vices, though he do 


not contradi& them ; he is neverthelefs an 
. Enemy. When they doall things che worft 
Nay, 
they will hire Fellows to flatter them with 
Suits, and Suppers, and to proftitute their 
Judgments. They have Livery-friends, Friends 
of the Difh, and of the Spit, that wait 
their Turns, as my Lord has his Feafts, and 


way, even then they look for praife. 


Guefts. 
De vita huma- 
na. 

himfclf, is in travail wich expreffion of an- 

other. Nay, we fo infift in imitating o- 


thers, as we cannot (when it is neceflary) 


return co our fzlves : like Children, that 
imitate the Vices of Stamsmerers fo long,till at 
lait they become fuch ; and make the ha- 
bit to another Nature, as it is never forgotten, 

Good men are the Stars, the Planets of the 
Ages wherein they live, and illuftrare the 
Times. God did never let them be wanting 
to the World: As Abel, for an Example of 
Innocency ; Enoch of Purity; Noah of 
Truft in God’s Mercies; 4brabam of Faith, 
and fo of the reft. Thefe fenfual Men 
thought mad, becaufe they would not be 
Partakers or Pradtifers of their madnefs. 
But they plac’d high on the top of all Ver- 
- tue, look’d down on the Stage of the 
World, and conremned the Play of For- 
tune. For though the moft be Players, 
fome muft be Speéfators. | 

I have difcovered, that a feign’d famili- 
arity in great ones, is a note of certdin u- 
furpation on thelefs, For great and popu- 
lar Men, feign themfelves to be Servants to 
others, to make thofe Slaves to them. So 
the Fifher provides Baits for the Trowre, 
Roch, Dace, &c. that they may be Food to 
him. 
The Complaint of Caligula, was moft wick- 
ed, of the Condition of his Times: when 
he faid; They were not famous by any 
publick Calamicy, asthe Reign of Auguftus 
was, by the defeac of Varus, andthe Legi- 
ons; and thae of Tiberiws, by the, falling of 
the Theatre at lidenge: whilft his oblivion 
was Eminent, through the profperity of his 
Affairs. As thae other Voice of his, was 
worthier a Headf-man, than a Head ; 
when he wifhed the People of Rome had 
but one Neck. But he found ( when he 
fell) they had many Hands. A Tyrant, 
how great and mighty foever he may feem 
to Cowards and Sluggards, is but one Crea- 
ture, one Animal. 

I bave mark’d among the Nobility, fome 
are fo addicted to the Service of the Prince, 
and Common-wealth, as they look not for 
Spoil ; fuch are to be honour’d and lov’d. 
There are others, which no Obligation 
will faften on 4 and they are of ewo forts. 
The firft are fuch as love their own eafe: 
' ‘or, out of Vice, of Nature, or Self-directi- 

on, avoid Bulinefs and Care. Yer, thefe 
the Prince may ufe with fafety. The 
other remove themfelves upon Craft and 
Defign (as the Architects fay) with a preme- 
dicaced Thought to their own, rather than 
their Prince’s Profit. Suchlet the Prince take 
heed of, and not doubt toreckon in the Lift 
of his open Enemies. 


De piis Cy pro- 
bis. 


Mores Aulici. 


Imptorum que- 
rela. 


Augutus, 
Varus. 
Tiberius. 
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Nobilium Ine 
genia. 
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I have confidered, our whole Life is like 
a Play; Wherein every Man forgetful of 


793 
There is a great variation between him, Principun va- 

that is rais’d to the Soveraignty, by the fa- 

vour of his Peers; and him that comes to 7), itn i 

it by the fuffrage of the People. The firft 5ajs jus here» 

holds wich more difficulty ; becaufé he hath ditartum Prin. 

to-do with many, that think themfelves his “iPis— 

Equals; and rais’d him for their own great- ~ 

nefs, and oppreflion of the reft. The latter 

hath no Upbraiders; but was raisd by 

them, that fought to be defended from Op- 

preflion: whofe end is both the eafier, and 

the honefter to fatisfie. Befide, while he 

hath the People to friend, who are a Mul- 

titude, he hath the lefs fear of the Nobility, — 

who are but few. Nor let the common 

Proverb of (He that builds on the People; 

builds on the Dire) difcredic my Opinion : 

For that hath only Place, where an ambiti- 

ous, an@ private Perfon, for fome popular 

End, trufts in them againft the: publick Ju- 

fice and Magiftrace. There they will leave 

him. But when a Prince governs them, fo 

asthey have ftill need of hig Adminiftrati- 

on (for that ishis Art) he fhall ever make, 

and hold them faithful. ' 

A Prince fhould exercife his Cruelty, not Clementia. 
by himfelf, but by his Minifters : fo he may 
fave himfelf, and his dignity with his Peo- 
ple, by facrificing chofe,° when he lift, 
faith the great Doctor of State, Macchiavell, Macchiavell, 
But I fay, he puts off Man, and goes into 
a Beaft, that is Cruel. No Vertue is a Pris- 
ce’s own or becomes him more, than this 
Clemency: And ng Glory is greater, than 
to be able to fave with his Power. Many 
punifhments fometimes, and in fome Cafes 
as much difcredit a Prince, as many: Fune- 
rals a Phyfician, The ftate of things is fe- 
curd by Clemency ; Severity repreffeth a 
few, but it irritates more. * The lopping of * 4at infima 
Trees makes the Boughs fhoot out thicker ; %* i. Prina- 
And the taking away of fome kind of Ene: 77; foveritas— 
mies, increafeth the number. Ie is chert moft plis polleat in 
8facious in a Prince to Pardon, when many ‘mune -bo- 
about him would make him Cruel; to ™7 “aller 
think then, how much he can fave, when 
others tell him how much he can deftroy: 
not to confider, what the impotence of o- 
thers hath demolifh’d; but what his own 
greatnefs can fuftain. Thefe area Prince’s 
Vertues; And they that give him other 
Counfels, are but the Hangman's Factors. 

He that is cruel co halfs, (faith the faid Clementia tue 
St. Nicolas) lofeth no lefs the Opportunity *e/4t opima, 
of his Cruelty, than ot his Benefits: For 5 Nielas. 
then to ufe his Crnelty, is too late ; and to | 
ufe his Favours will be interpreted Fear and 
Neceflity ; and fo he lofetch the Thanks. 

Still the Counfel is Cruelty. But Princes by 
harkning to cruel Counfels, become in time 
obnoxions to the Authors, their Flatterers, 
and Minifters; and are brought to that, 
that when they would, they dare not change 
them : they muft goon, and defend Cruel- 
ty with Cruelty : they cannot alter che Habit. 
It is chen grown neceflary, they muft be as 
ill, asthofe have made them: And inthe 
end they will grow more hateful to them- 
felves than to cheir Subjects. Whereas, on 
the contrary, the Merciful Prince is fafe in 
Love, not in Fear. He needs no Emifla- 
ties, Spies, Intelligencers, co intrap true 
Subjects. He fears no Libels, no Treafons. 
His 
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_ Religto, Palhe- 
dium Homer. 


Euripides. 
Tyranni. 


Scianus. 


ee endl 


His People fpeak what they chink; and 
talk openly what they do in fecret. They 
have nothing in their Breafts, that they need 


Difcov eries. 


of Mariners, befide Sails, Anchor, and other 
Tackle. 


If Men did know, what fhining Fetters, Character 


a Cipher for. He is guarded with his own gilded Miferies, and painted Happinefs, 


Benefits. 


Thrones and Sceprers were, there would 


The ftrength of Empire is in Religian. | not be fo frequent ftrife about the getting or - 


What elfe isthe Palladium, (with Homer) 
that kept Troy fo long from facking ? Nothing 
more commends the Soveraign to the Sub- 
ject, than it. Forhe that is Religious, muft 
be Merciful and Juft neceffarily. And they 
are too {trong ties upon Mankind. Juftice 
is the Vertue that Innocence rejoiceth in. 
Yet even that is not always fo fafe; buc ir 
may love to ftand in the fight of Mercy. 
For fometimes Misfortune is made a Crime, 
and then Innocence is fuccour’d no lefs than 
Vertue. Nay, oftentimes Vertue 1s made 
Capital: and through the Conditiom of the 
times, it may happen, that that may be pu- 
nifh’d with our praife. Let no Man there- 
fore murmur at the Actions of the Prince, 
who is plac’d fo far above him. If he offend, 
he hath his Difcoverer. God hath a height 
beyond him. Bue where the Prince is good, 
Euripides faith : God is a Gueft in a kuman Body. 
There is nothing with fome Princes facred 
above their Mayjeftys; or prophane, but 
what violates their Sceprers. But a Prince 
with fuch Counfel, is like the God Terminus, 
of Stone, his own Land-mark; or (as it 
is in the Fable) a crowned Lyon. It is 
dangerous offending fuch an one; who be- 
ing angry, knows not how to forgive. That 
cares not to do any thing? for maintaining, 
or inlarging of Empire; kills not Men, or 
Subjects ; but deftroyeth whole Countries, 


holding of them: There would be more 
Principalities than Princes. For a Prince isthe 
Paitor of the Peoplee He ought to fheer, 
not to flea his Sheep ; to take their Fleeces, 
not their Fells. Who were his Enemies be- 
fore, being a private Man, become his Chil- 
dren now he is publick. He is the Soul 
of the Commion-wealth ; and ought to che- 


rifh ic as his own Body. Alexander the Alexander 
Great was wont to fay : He bated that Gardi- ™™™ 


ner, that pluck'd bis Herbs, or Flowers up 

the Roots. A Man may milk a Beaft till che 
Blood come : Churn Milk, and it yieldech 
Butcer; but wring the Nofe and the Blood 
followeth. He is an ill Prizce that fo pulls 
his Subjeéts Feathers, as he would not have 
them grow again: that makeshis Exchequer a 
Receipt for the Spoils of thofe he Governs, 
No, Ict him kecp his own, noe affe& his 
Subjects : ftrive rather to be call’d Juft chan 
Powerful. Not, like the Romans Tyrans, 
affect the Surnames that grows by human 
flaughters: Neither to feek War in Peace, 
or Peace in War : but to obferve Faith given, 
thoughto an Enemy. Study Piety toward 
the Subje& : Shew care to defend him. Be 
flow to punifh in diverfe Cafes; bue be a 
(harp and fevere Revenger of open Crimes. 
Break no Decrees, or diffolve no Orders, to 
flacken the ftrength of Laws, Choofe neither 
Magiftrates Civi or Ecclefiaflick, by Favour 


Armies, Mankind, Male and Female ; | or Price: but withlong difquifition, and re- 
Guilty or not Guilty ; Holy or Prophane: | port of their worth, by all Suffrages. Sell 
Yea, fome that have not feen the Light. All | no Honours, nor give them haftily ; but be- 
is under the Law of their Spoil and Licence. | ftow them with Counfel, and for Reward ; 


Bue Princes that neglect their proper Office 
gus, their Fortune is often times to draw a 
Scianus, to be near about him; who will at 
laft affect to get above him, and put them 
in a worthy fear, of rooting both them 
out and their Family. For no Men hate an 
evil Prince more, than they that help’d ro 


_ make him fuch. And none more boafting- 


ly weep his ruine, than they, that pro- 
curd and practis’dit.. The fame Path leads 
to Ruine, which did to Rule, when Men 
profefs a Licence in Governing. A good King 


~ as a publick Servant. 


Mitevatus 
Princeps. 


A Prince without Letters, is a Pilot with- 


if he do acknowledge ic, (though late) and 
mend it. For Princes are eafie to be deceiv’d. 


| And what Wifdom can efcape it; where fo 


many Court-Arts are ftudied ? But aboveall, 
the Prince 1s to remember, that when the 
great Day of Account comes, which nei- 
ther Magtftrate nor Prince can fhun, there 
will be requir’d of him a Reckoning for 
thofe whom he hath crufted ; as for himfelf,’ 
which he muft provide. And if Piety be 
wanting in the Priefs, Equity inthe Judges, 
or the Magiffrate be found rated ata Price ; 
what Juftice or Religion is to be expected ? 
which are the only two Attributes make Kings 


out Eyes, . All his Government is groping. } a-kin to Gods; .and is the Delpbick Sword, both 
In Soveraignty it is a moft happy thing, noc ; to kill Sacrifices, and to chaftife Offenders. 


to be compelled; but fo ic is the moft mife- 


rable not co be counfell’d. And how can : 


he be counfell’d chat,cannot fee to read the 
beft Counfellors (which are Books.) For they 
neither flatter us, nor hide from us ? Hema 

hear, you willfay. But how fhall he always 
be fure to hear ‘Truth ? or be counfell’d the 
belt things, not the fweeteft? They fay 
Princes learn no Art truly, bute the Art of 
Horfe-manfhip. The reafon is, the brave Beaft 
is 0 flatterer, He will throw a Prince as foon 
as his Groom. Which isan Argument, that 
the good Counfellors to Princes are the beft 
Inftruments of a good Age. For though the 
Prince himfelf be of moft prompt inclination 
to all Vertue: Yet the beft Pilots have need 


When a Vertuous Man is rais’d, it brings De Gratiofis. 


gladnefsto his Friends ; grief to his Enemies, 
and Glory to his Pofterity. Nay his Ho- 
nours are a great part of che Honour of the 
Times : when by this means he is grown to 
Adive Men an Example; to the Sloachful a 
Spur; to the Envious a Punifhment. 


He, which is fole Heir to many Rich Men, Dnvites. 


having (befide his Facher’s, and Uncle’s) the 
Eftates of diverfe his Kindred come ta him 
by acceffion ; muft needs be richer than 
Father or Grand-father : So they which are 


lefe Heirs ex Affe, of all their Anceftors Heredes ex 
Vices; and by their good husbandry im- 4fé 


prove the old, and daily purchafe new; 
muft needs be Wealthier in Vice, and 
have 
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Fures Publia. The 


have a greater revenue, or ftock of ill to 
{pend on. 


the Officers of the Crown ; they hang the 


 Jefs ftills play the Pikes in the Pond ; ear 
whom they lift. The Net was never {pread., 


| forthe Hawk of Buzzard: that hurt us, bue 


Be Innocentia. 


the harmilefs Birds, they are good Meat. . 
Dat veniam corvis, vexat cenfura columbas. 
Non rete Accipitri tenditur, neque milvo. 


efpecially, when they meet with wife Ma- 
fters, They can take down all che huff, and 


{welling of their Looks; and like dexterous. 


Auditors, place che Counter, where he thal 
value nothing. Let them but remember 
Lews the Eleventh, who to a Clerk of the 
Exchebuer, that came to be Lord Zreafurer, 
and had (for his Device) reprefented him- 
felf fitting upon Fortunes Wheel : told him, 
he might do well to faften i¢ with a good 
{trong Nail, left curning about, it might bring 
him, where he was again. Asindeed ic did. 
A good Man will avoid the {pot. of any 
Sin. The very afperfion is grievous : which 
makes him choofe his way in his Life, as he 
would in his Journey. The Id.mam. rides 
through all confidently 3 he is coated and 
booted for it. The oftner he offends, the 
more openly 3 and the fouler, the fitcer in 
fafhion. His modefty like a riding Coazr, 
the more it is worn, is the Jefs car’d for, Ie 
is good enough for the Durt ftill; and 
the ways he travels in. .4s Innocent Man 
needs no Eloquence : his Innocence is inftead of 
ic: elfe I had never come off fo many times 
from thefe Precipices, whither Mens Malice 
hath purfued me. Ie is true, I have been 
accus’d to the Lords, to the King ; and by 
reat ones : but it happen’d my Accufers 
Bad not thought of the Accufation wich 
themfelves; and fo were driven for want 
of Crimes, to ufe Invention, which was 
found flander : or too late, (being entred fo 
far) to feek ftarting Holes for their rathnefs, 
which were not given them. And then they 
may think, what Accufation chat was like 
to prove, when they, that were the Ingi- 
neers, fear’d to be the Authors. Nor were 
they content, to feign things againft me, 
but to urge things feign’d by the Ignorant, 
again{ft my Profeflion; which though from 
their hired and mercenary Impudence, I 
might have pafs’d by, as granted to a Na- 


_ , tonof Barkers, char lee out their Tongues 


to lick others fores; yet I durft noc leave 
my felf undefended, having a Pair of Ears 


unskilful to hear Lyes ; or have thofe things 
faid of me, which I could cruly prove of 
them. They objected, making of Vesfes to 
me, when I could object to moft of them, 
their not being able to read them, but as 
worthy of fcorn. Nay, they would offer 
to. urge mine own Writings againft me ; 
but by pieces, (which was an excellent way 
of Malice) asif any Mans Conrexr, might 
not feem dangerous, and offentive, if that 
which was. knit, co what went before, were 
defrauded of his beginning; or chat things 
by themfelves utter’d, mighe not feem. fub- 
je& to Calumny, which read entire, would 
appear moft free. At laft they upbraided 


eat Thieves of a State are lightly 


| ters: Whereas no great Work, 
But they are not always fafe, theugh 


my Poverty; I confe&, the is my Dome- 


ftick ; fober of Diet, fimple of Habit; fru-— 


gal, painful; a good Counfellor to me; 
that keeps me from Cruelty, Pride, or other 
more delicate Impertinences; which are 
the Nurfe-Children of. Riches. But ler 
them Jook over all. the great and ‘mon- 
ftrous Wickednefles, they hall never find 
thofe in poor Families. They are the [fue of 
the wealthy Giants, and the mighey Hun- 
Or worthy 
of Praife, or Memory, bue came out of 
poor Cradles. Ic was the ancient poverty 
that founded Common-weals; built Cities; 
invented Arts; made wholfom Laws; ar- 
med Men againft Vices; rewarded them 


with their own Vertues; and preferv’d the — 


Honour and State of Nations, till they be- 
tray’d themfelves co Riches, a 
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Money never made any Man rich, but his 4mor nummi. 


Mind. He that can order himfelf to the 
Law of Nature, jis not only without the 
fenfe,but the fear of Paverty.O ! but to ftrike 
blind che People with our Wealth and Pomp, 
is the thing! what a wretchednels is this, to 
chruft all our Riches outward, and be Beg- 
gars within ; to contemplate nothing, but 
the lictle, vile, and fordid things of. the 
World; not the great, noble, and pretious ? 
We ferve our avarice; and not content with 
the good of the Earth, that is offer’d us, 
we fearch, and dig for che Evil chat. is ‘hid- 
den... God. offer’d us thofe things, and plac’d 
them at hand, and near us, that he knew 
were profitable for us; but the hurtful 
he laid deep, and hid: Yet do we feek on- 
ly the things whereby we may perith; and 
bring them forth, when God and Nature 
hath buried them. We covet fuperfluous 
things, when it were more honour for us, 
if we could contemn neceflary. What need 
hath Nature of Silver Dithes, multitudes of 
Waiters, delicate Pages, perfum’d Napkins ? 
She requires Meat only, and hunger is noc 


ambitious. Can we think no Wealth e- 


nough, but fuch a ftate, for which a Man 
may be brought into a Premunire,begg’d,pre- 
{crib’d, or poyfan'd? O ! if a Man could 
reftrain the fury of his Gullet and Groin, 
and think how many Fires, how many Kit- 
chins, Cooks, Paftures, and ploug’d Lands; 
what Orchasds, Stews,*Ponds, and Parks, 
Coops, and Garners he could {pare : What 
Velvets, Tiflues, Imbroideries, Laces he could. 
lack ; and then how fhore and uncertain 


his Life is; he were im a better way to hap-. 


pinefs, than to live the Emperor of thefe 
Delights ; and be the Dittator of Fathions: 
But we make our: felves Slaves to our Plea- 


‘fures; and we ferve Fame, and. Ambition, 
which 1s an equal Slavery. Have not I feen 
‘the pomp of a whole Kingdom, and what 
a foreign King could bring hither? Alfo 


to make himfelf gaz’d and wonder’d at, 
laid forth as ie were to the fhew, and va- 
nifh all away in a day.? And fhall thae 
which could not fill the expeétation of few 
hours, entertain, and cake up our whole 
Lives? when even ic appear’d as fuperfluous 
co the Poffeffors, as to me that was a Spe@a- 
tor. Ihe bravery was fhewn, it was not 
poffefs'd while ic boatted ie felf, it perith’d. 
It is vile, anda poor thing to place our hap- 

| . Kxxx ~ ~pinefs 
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pinefson thefe Defires. Say we wanted them | It oa dangerous thing, when Mens Fericulofa Ate- 
all. Famine ends famine. — Minds come to fojourn with their AffeGtions, “mia 
De mellibus © . There is nothing valiant, or folid to be | and their Difeafes eat into their Strength : 


hop’d for from fuch, as are always kempt’d 
and perfum’d; and every day {mell of che 
Taylor. The exceedingly curious, that are 
wholly in mending fuch an imperfe@tion 
in the Face, in taking away the Morphew 
in the Neck; or bleaching their hands at 
Mid-night, gamming and bridling their 
Beards, or making the watte {mall, binding 
fe wich Hoops, while the Mind runs at 
waite : Too much pickednefs is not manly. 
Not from tkofe that will jeft at their own- 
outward Imperfeions,but hide their Ulcers 
within, their Pride, Luft, Envy, ill Nature, 
with all the Are and Authority they can. 
Thefe Perfons are in danger; For whilft 
they think to juftifie their Ignorance by 
- Impudence; and their Perfons by Cloaths 
and outward Ornaments, they ufe but a 
Commiffion to deceive themfelves. Where, 
if we will look with our Underftanding, 
and not our Senfes, we may behold Vertue 


and Beauty (though cover’d with Rags) in: 


their brightnefs; and Vice and Deformity 
fo much the fouler, in having all the fplen- 
dor of Riches to gild them, or the falfe 
light of Honour and Power to help them. 
Yet this is that, wherewith the World is ta- 
ken, and runs mad to gaze on: Cloaths and 
Titles, the Birdlime of Fools. : 

What petty things they are, we wonder 
at? like Children, that elteemevery Trifle ; 
and prefer a Fairing before their Fathers : 
what difference is between us and them? 
but chat we are dearer Fools, Cockfcombs, 
at. higher rate? They are. pleas’d with 
Cocklefhels, Whiftles, fHobby-horfes, and 
fiich like: we with Seatues, Marble Pillars, 
Pictures, gilded Roofs, where underneath 
is Lath.and Lyme; perhaps Lome. Yet, 
we take Pleafure in the Lye, and are glad 
we can cozen, our felves. Nor is it only in 
our Walls and Seilings; but all that we call 
-Happinefs, is meer Painting and Gilt: 
and all for Money: what a thin Membrane of 
Honour that is ? and how hath all true Re- 
pucation faln, fince Money began to have 
any? yer the great Herd, the Multitude ; 
that in all other things are divided ; in this 
alone confpire and agree: To love Money. 
They with for it, they embrace it, they 
adore ic} while yet it 1s pofleft wich grea- 
ter ftir and torment than ic is gotten. 


that when too much defire , and greedi- 
nefs of Vice, hath made the Body unfit, 
or unprofitable ; it is yet gladded with the 
fight, and fpedtacle of it'in others: and for 
want of ability to be an Ador ; is content 
tobe a Witnefs. It enjoys the Pleafure of 
finning , in beholding others fin; as in 
Dicing, Drinking, Drabbing, &c. Nay, 
when ic cannot do all thefe, it is offended 
with his own narrownefs, that excludes it 
from the univerfal Delights of Man-kind ; 
and oft-cimes dyes of a Melancholy, chat it 
cannot be vitious enough. | 


Iam glad, when I fee any Man avoid Falfe fpecies 
the Infamy of a Vice; but to fhun the farnde. 


Vice it felf were better. ‘Till he do thar, 
he is but like the Prentice, who being loth 
to be {pied by his Mafter, coming forth of 
Black-Lucs, went in again; to whom his 
Matter cried ; the more chou runneft thar 
way to hide chy felf, the more thou art in 
the Place. So are thofe, that keep a Ta- 
vern all day; that chey may not be feen 
at night. I have know Lawyers, Divines 3 
yea, great ones of this Herefie. | 


There is a greater Reverence had of pecipimas fhe 
things remote, or ftrange to us, than of ci. 


much better, if they be nearer, and fall. 
under our fenfe. Men, and almoft all fore 
of Creatures, have their Reputation by di- 
ftance. Rivers, the farther they run, and 
more from their Spring, the broader they 
are, and greater. And where our Original 
is known, we are the lefs confident: A- 
mong Strangers we truft Fortune. Yet a 
Man may live as renown’d at home, in his 
own Country, or a private Village, as in 
the whole World. For it is Vertue that 
gives Glory : That will Endenizon a Man 
every where. It is only that can Naturalize 
him. A Native, if he be Vitious, deferves | 
to be a Stranger, and caft out of the Com- 
mon-wealth as an Alien. 


A deeded Countenance, and mean pejeSio Anlic. 


Clothes, beget often a contempt; but it is 
with the fhalloweft Creatures : Courtiers 
commonly look up even with them in a 
new Suit ; you get above ’em ftreight. No- 
thing is more fhort-liv’d than Pride : It is 
but: while their Clothes laft ; ftay bue while 
thefe are worn out, you cannot with the 
thing mfore wretched or dejected. 


Poetry and Picture, are Arts of a like Na- Puofit, Pi 
ture; and both are bufie about imitation. fare. 
It was excellently faid of Plutarch, Poetry Plut 


Some Men, what loffes foever they have, 
they make them greater: and if they have 
none, even all, chat is not gotten, is a 


De fibit_ mo- 
leftis. 


lofs. Can there -be Creatures of more 
wretched Condition, thanthefe; that conti- 
nually labour. under their own mifery, and 
others. envy ? A-Man fhould ftudy other 
things, not to covet, not to fear, not to 
repent him : To make his Bafe fuch, as 
no Tempeft fhall thake him : to be {fe- 
cure of all Opinion ; and pleafing cto him- 
fel, even for that, wherein he difpleafech 
others. For the worft Opinion gorcen for 
doing well, fhould delighe us: would’ft not 
thou be juft, bue for Fame ; thou ougheft 
to be ic with Infamy : He that would have 
his Vireue publifhed, is not the Servant of 
Vertue, bue Glory. 


was a {peaking Pi@ure, and Picture a mure 
Poefie. For they both invent, feign, and 
devife many things, and accomedate all 
they invent to the ufe and fervice of Na- 
cure. Yee of the two, the Pen is more 
noble than the Pencil. For that can fpeak 
to the Underftanding ; the other, but to 
the Senfe. They both behold Pleafure and 
Profit, as their common Obje&; but fhould 
abftain from all bafe Pleafures, left chey 
fhould err from their end: and while they 
feek to better Men’s Minds, deftroy their 
Manners. They both are born <Artificers, 
not made. Nature is more powerful in 


them than Study. : | 
W bofoever 


Difcoveries. 


De Pitre. — Whofoever loves not Pitture, is injurious to 
Truth ; and all the Wifdom of Poetry. Pi- 
ture is the invention of Heaven: the moft 
ancient, and moft a-kin cto Nature. It is 
it felf a filent Work : and always of 
one and the fame Habie : Yer it doth fo 
enter, and penetrate the inmoft Affection 
(being done by an excellene Artificer) as 
fometimes it overcomes the power of Speech 
and Oratory. * There are diverfe Graces in 
ic; fo are chere in che Artificers, One excels 
in Care, another in Reafon, a third in Ea- 
finefs, a fourth in Nature and Grace. 
Some have Diligence and Comelinefs; but 
they want Majyefty. They can exprefs a 
human Form in all the Graces, Sweetnefs 
and Elegancy ; but they mifs che Authority. 
They can hit nothing but fmooth Cheeks 3 

they cannot exprefs roughnefs or gravity. 
Others afpire to Truth fo much, as they 
are rather lovers of Likenefs chan Beauty. 
Zeuxss and Parrbefiws, are faid to be Con- 
temporaries : The firft, found out che 
Reafon of Lights and Shadows in Pi- 
Gure : the other, more fubtilly examined 
the Lines 

In Picture, Light is requir’d no lefs than 

' Shadow : fo in ftile, height, as well as hum- 
blenefS.But beware they be not too humble ; 
as Pliny pronounc’d of Regslus’s Writings. 

- You would think chem written, not ona 
Child, bue by a Child. Many, out of their 
own obfcene Apprehenfions, refufe pro- 
perand fit Words; as Occupyy Nature, and 
the like: So the curious induftry in fome 
of having all alike good, hath come nearer 
a Vice than a Vertue. 

Piéure took her feigning from Poetry; from 
Geometry her Rule, Compafs, Lines, Pro- 
portion, and the whole Symmetry. Parrbafins 
was the firft won Reputation, by adding 
Symmetry to Picture: he added fubtilty to 
the Countenance, elegancy to the Hair, 
Love-lines to she Face ; pa by-the publick 
Voice of all Artificers, deferved honour in 
the outer Lines. Ewpompies gave it {plendor 
by Numbers, and other Elegancies. From 
the Opricks ic drew Reafons ; by which it 
confidered, how things plac’d at diftance, 
and a far off, fhould appear lefs : how a- 
bove, or beneath the Head, fhould deceive 
the Eye, &c. Sofrom thence it took Sha- 
dows, Receffor, Light, and Heightnings. 
From moral Philofopby it took the Soul, the 
expreflion of Senfes, Perturbations, Man- 
ners, when they would paint an Angry 
Perfon, a Proud, an Inconftant, an Ambi- 
tious, a Brave, a Magnanimans, a Juft, a 
Merciful, a Compaffionate, an Humble, a 
Dejeated, a Bate, and the like; they 

_ made all Heightnings bright, all Shadows 
dark, all Swellings from a plane ; all Solids 
from breaking. See “ where he complains of 
their painting Chimera’s, by the vulgar un- 
aptly called Grote/que: Saying, that Men 
who were born truly to ftudy and emulate 

*Horat. ia Nature, did nothing bue make Monfters a- 


De fiyls. 


Pliny. 
om 


De progreff. 
Pidure. 


Parrbafius. 


Expomps 


* Plin. ltb.3 e 
Ge Be 5 6e Bi 


Jo 
Vitrev. lib. 8. 
& 7. 


arte Poet, = sainft Nature; which * Horace fo laught at. 
_ The Art Plaftick was moulding in Clay, or 

Potters Earth anciently.This is che Parent of 

Statuary Sculpture, Graving and Piéture ; cut- 

pi br ting in Brafs and Marble, all fetve under 
Abbess her. 5 Socrates taught Paerrbafin and Clito 


} 
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(two noble Statuaries) firft to exprefs Man- 
ners by their Looks in Imagery. © Pclygnotus. 
and Aglaopbon were ancienter. Afcer them 
d' Zeuxis, who was the Law-giver to all ¢ Zenxis, 
Painters : after © Parrbafivs. They were * Parrhafine 
Contemporaries, and liv’d borh aboue Péilip’s 
time, the Father of Alexander che Great. 
There Jiv’d in chis latcer Age fix famous - 
Painters in Italy ; who were excellent, and 
emulous of the Ancients: § Raphael de Urbino, * Raphael de 
Michel singelo Buonarote, Titian, Antony of Urbins 
Correggie, Sebaftian of Venice, Julio Romano, Mt) Angel. 
and Andrea Sartorio. alas 
Thefe are Flatcerers for their Bread, that Antony de 
praife all my Oraculous Lotd do’s or fays, Corres. 
= oe falfe: invent Tales chat fhall oe de 
pteale : make Baits for his Lordfhips Ears: 3,;;."..° 
and if they be not receiv’d in vias they Paprieies 
offer at, they fhife a Point of the Com. rio. 
pafs, andturn their Tale, prefently eack Parafité ad 
about 5 deny what thcy conteft, and con- 
fels what they denied, fit their Difcourfe 
to the Perfons and Occafions. What they 
{natch up and devour at one Table, utrer 
at another: and grow fufpected of the Ma- 
fter, hated of the Servants, while they in- 
quire, and reprehend, and compound, and 
delate Bufinefs of the Houfe they have no- 
thing to do with: They praife my Lord’s 
Wine, and the Sauce he likes; obferve the 
Cook, and Botrle-man, while they ftand in -. 
my Lord’s favour, {peak. for a Penfion for 
them : but pound them to duft upon my 
Lord’s leaft diftafte, or change of his Palate. 

How much better is it, to be filencs or at 
leaft, to {peak {paringly ! For ic is not ¢- 


© Polygnotis. 
Aglaopion. 


Nnough to {peak good, but timely things. If 


a Man be asked a Queftion, to anfwer, bue 
to repeat the Queftion, before he ans 
{wer, is well, that he be fure to underftand 
it, co avoid abfurdity. For it is lefs ditho- 
nour, to hear imperfealy, chan to fpeak 
imperfectly. The Ears are excus’d; the 
Underftanding is not. And in things un- 
known to a Man, nor to give his Opinion, 
left by affe€tation of knowing too much, he 
lofe the Credit he hath by fpeaking, or 
knowing the wrong way, what he utters. 
Nor feck to get his Patrons favour, by 
imbarking himfelf in the Fadions of the 
Family : to inquire after Domeftick Simul- 
ties, their- Sports or Affections. They are 
an odious and vile kind of Creatures, that 
fly about the Houfe all day ; and picking 
up the Filch of the Houle, like Pies or 
Swallows, carry it to their Neft (the 
Lord’s Ears) and oftentimes report the 
Lyes they have ieign’d, for what they have 
feen and heard. .. | 
Thefe are call’d Inftruments of Grace-and gm ferviles, 
Power, with great Perfons; bute they are 
indeed the Organs of their impotency, 
and marks of weaknefs. For {fufficient. 
Lords are able to make chefe Difcoveries 
themfelves. Neither will an honourable 
Perfon inquire, who eats ard drinks to- 


gether, what that Man plays, whom 


this Man loves; wich whom fuch a 
ene walks; whae difcourfe chey held, 
who fleeps, wich whom. ‘They are bafe 
and fervile Natures, thac bufic chemftlves a- 
bout thefe Difquilicions. “How ofcen have 
I feen, Gand worthily) chefe Cenfors: 
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of the Family, undertaken by fome honeft , 
Rufiick, and cudgel’d thriftily? Thefe are 
commonly the Off-fcowring, and Dregs of 
Men, that do thefe things, or calumniate o- 
thers : Yet 1 know not truly which is worfe 
he that maligns. all, or that praifes all. There 
isas great a Vicein praifing, and as frequent, 
as in detracting. 

It pleas’d you Lordfhip of late, to ask my 
Opinion, touching the Education of your 
Sons, and efpecially to the advancement of 
their Studies. To which, though I. re- 
turn’d fomewhat for the prefene ;\ which 
rather manifefted 2 Will in me, than gave 
any juft Refoldtion to the thing propound- 
ed : I have upon better cogitation call’d 
thofe aids about me, both of Mind and Me- 
mory;which fhall venture my Thoughts clear- 
er, if not fuller, co your berdfhips demand. 
I confefs, my Lord, they will feem but pet- 
ty and minute things I fhall offer to you, be- 
ing writ for Children, and of them. But 
Studies have their Infancy, as well as Crea- 
tures. We fee in Men, even the ftrongeft 
Compofitions had their beginnings from 


Milk and the Cradle ;. and the Wifeft tar- 


ried fometimes about apting their Mouths to 
Letters and Syllables. In their Education 


. therefore, the care muft be the greater had 


of their beginnings, to know, examine, and 
weigh their Natures; which though they 
be proner in fome Children to fome Difci- 
plines; yet are they naturally prompt to 
tafte all by degrees, and wich change. For 
change is a kind of refrefhing in Studies, 
and infufeth Knowledge by way of Recre- 
ation. Thence the School it felf is call’d a 
Play or Game: and all Letters are fo beft 
taught to Scholars. They fhould not be 
afrighted, or deterr’d in their Entry, but 


_ drawn on with Exercife and Emulation. A 


youth fhould not be made to hate ftudy, 


~ before he know the Caufes to love it : or 


tafte the bitcernefs before the fweet; but 
call’d on, and allur’d, intreated, and. prai- 
fed: Yea, when he deferves it not. For 
which caufe I wifh them fent to the beft 
School, and a Publick, whichI think the 
beft. Your Lordthip I fear hardly hears of 
that, as willing to breed them in your Eye, 
and at home; and doubting their Manners 
may be corrupted abroad. They arein more 
danger in your own Family, aniong ill Ser- 
vants, (allowing they be fate in their School- 
Mafter) than amongft a Thanfand Boys, 
however immodeft : would we did not {poil 
our Own Children, and overthrow their 
Manners our felves by too’ much Indul- 
gence. To breed them at home, is to breed 


- them ina Shade ; where in a School they 


have the light and heat of the Sun. They 
are usd, and accuftom’d to things and 
men. When they come “orth into the 
Common-wealth, they find nothing new, 
or to feck. They have made their Friend- 
fhips and Aids; fome-to laft cheir Age. 
They hear what is commanded to others 
as well as themfelves. Much approv’d, | 


much corrected; all which chey bring to_ 


~ their own ftore and ufe, and learn as much | 
Courle, as ftir his Mettle. Again, whe- 


as they hear. Eloquence would be bue a 
poor thing, if we fhould only converfe with ; 
fingularss {peak bue Man and Man t0-| 


gether. . Therefore I like no private breed- 
ing. Lwould fend. them where their In- 
duftry fhould be daily increas’d by Praife ; 
and that kindled by Emulation. It isa good 
thing to inflame the Mind: And chough 
Ambition it felf be a Vice, it is often the 
caufe of great Vertue. Give me thac Wir, 
whom praife excites, Glory puts on, or 
Difgrace Grieves ; he is tobe nourifh'd with 
Ambition, prick’d forward with Honour ; 
check’d with Reprehenfion ; and never to 
be fufpected of Sloth. ‘Though he be given 
to play, it isa fign of Spiric, and livelinefs ; 
fo there be a mean had of their Sports and 
Relaxations. And from the Rod or Ferul, 
I would have them free; as from the 
menace of them: for it is both deformed 
and fervile. | 

For a Man to write well, there are requi- 
red three Neceflaries. To read the beft 
Authors, obferve the beft Speakers : and 
much exercife of his own Stile. In Stile to 
confider, what oughe to be written; and 
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after what manner ; He muft firft think, | 


and excogitate his Matter ; then choofe his 
words, and examine the weight of either. 
Then take care in placing, and ranking 
both Matter and Words, that the compofi- 
tion be comely 5 and to do this with dili- 


gence an often. No matter how flow the — 


Stile be at firft, fo ic be labour’d and ac- 
curate ; feek the beft, and be not glad of the 
forward Conceipts, or firft Words, that offer. 
themfelves co-us, but judge of what we in- 
vent; and order what we approve. Repeat 
often, what we have formerly written 3 
which befide, that ie helps the Confe- 
quence, and makes the Junéture better, ic 
quickens the heat of imagination, that often 
Cools in the time of fetting down, and gives 
ic new ftrengch, as if ic grew luftier, by 
the going back. - As we fee in the conten- 
tion of leaping,- they jump fartheft, chat 
fecch their Race largeft : or, as in chrowing 
a Dart or Javelin, we force back our Arms, 


to make our loofe the ftronger. Yet, if we 


have a fair Gale of Wind, I forbid not the 
fteering out of our Sail, fo the favour of the 
Gale deceive us not. For all that we in- 
vent dotk pleafe us in the Conception or 
Birth 3 elfe we would never fet ic down. But 
the fafeit is to recurn to our Judgmeng, and 
and handle over again thofe things, the eafi- 
nefs of which might make them juftly fu- 
{pected. So did the beft Writers in their be- 
ginnings; ri impos’d upon themfelves 
care and indultry. ‘They did nothing rafh- 
ly. They obcain’d firft co write well and 
then Cuftom made it eafie and a Habit. 
By lictle and licele, cheir Matter fhew’d ie 
{elf to em more plentifully ; their words 
aniwer’d, their compofition followed-; and 
all, as in a well-order’'d Family, prefented 
it felf in the Place. So that the fum of 
all is : Ready ‘writing makes not good 
writing 3 but good writing brings on ready 
writing: Yet when we think we have got 
the faculty, it is even then good to refift 
it ; as to give a Horfe a check fometimes 
with Bic, which doth not fo much ftop his 


ther a Man’s Genius is beft able to reach thi- 
ther, ic fhould more and more contend, life 
and 
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raife themfelves on their Toes; and fo oft 
times get even, if not eminent. Befides, as 


it is fic for grown and able Writers to ftand 


of themfelves, and work with their own 


ftrengch,to cruft and endeavour by their own 


faculties: fo it is fit for che beginner, and 
Jearner, to ftudy others, and the beft. For 
the Mind, and Memory are more fharp- 
ly exercisd in comprehending another 
Man’s things, than our own; and fuch as 
accuftom themfelves, and are familiar with 
he beft Authors, fhall ever and anon find 
mewhat of them in themfelves, and in che 
expreffion of their minds, even when they 
fee} ie not,be able co utter fomching like theirs, 
which hath an Authority above their own. 
Nay, fometimes it is the reward of a Mans 
ftudy, the praife of quoting another Man 
filly : And chough a Man be more prone, 
and able for one kind of writing than ano- 
ther, yer he muft exercife all. For asinan 
Inftrument, fo in Stile, there muft be a har- 


‘mony, and confent of parts. 


I take this labour in teaching others, that 
they fhould not be always to be taught and 


‘I would bring my Precepts into practice. 


For Rales are ever of lefs torce, and value, 


‘than Experiments. Yet with this purpofe, 


rather to fhew the right way to thofe thar 
come after, than to dete& any that have 
flipt before by error, and I hope it will be 
more profitable. For Men do more wil- 
lingly lifteh, and with more favour to pre- 
cept, than reprehenfion. Among divers o- 
pinions of an Art, and moft of them con- 
trary in themfelves, it is hard to make ele- 
ction; and therefore, though a Man can- 
not invent new things after fo many, he 


may do a welcom work yet to help Pofte- | 


rity to judge rightly of che old. But Arts 


_and Precepts avail nothing, except nature 


be beneficial, and aiding. And therefore 
thefe things are no more written to a dull 
difpofition, than rules of Husbandry to a 
Soil. No Precepts will profit a Fool; no 
more than Beauty will the blind, or Mufick 
the deaf. As we fhould take care, chat our 
{tile in writing, beneither dry, nor empty : 
we fhould look again it be not winding, or 
wanton with far-feccht-defcriptions; either 


isa vice. But thacis worfe which proceeds 


out of want, than that which, riots out of 
plenty. The remedy of fruitfulnefs is eafie, 
buc no labour will help the contrary; I will 
like, and praife fome things in a young 
Writers which yer if he continue in, I can- 


not, but juftly hate him for the fame. There 


isa time to be given all things for macturi- 
ty3 and that even your Country-husband- 
man tan teach; who to a young Plant will 
not put the proining Knife, becaufe it feems 
to fear the Iron, as not able to admit the 
fcar. No more would'I tell a green Writer 
all his faults, left I fhould make him grieve 
and faint, and at laft defpair. For nothing 
doth more hurt, than to make him fo afraid 
of all things, as he can endeavour nothing. 
Therefore youth ought to be inftruéted be- 
times, and in the beft things: for we hold 
thofe longeft, we take fooneft. As the firft 
feene of a Veffel lafts: and che cin@ the 
Wool firft receives: Therefore a Matter 
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fhould temper his own powers, and defcend 
to the others infirmity. If you pour a glut 
of: Water upon a Bottle, ic receives little of | 


it; bute wich a Funnel, and by degrees, you 


fhall fll many of chem, and {pill litele of 


your own; to their capacity they will all 
receive, and be full. And as ic is ht to read 
the beft Authorsto youth firft, fo let them 
be of che openeft, and cleareft. As Livy 
before Saluft, Sydney before Donne : and be- 
ware of letting them tafte Gower, or Chaucer 
at firft, left falling too much in love with 
Antiquity,and not apprehending che weighe, 
they grow rough and Earren in Language 
only. When their judgments are firm, and 
out of danger, let them read borh, the old 
and the new: but no lefs rake heed, that 
their new Flowers, and {weetnefs do not as 
much corrupt, as the others drinefs, and 
{quallor, if they chufe not carefully. Spen- 
cer, in affecting the Ancients writ no Lan- 
guage: Yet I would have him read for his 
matter; bat as Virgil read Enniw. The 
reading of Homer and Virgil is counfell’d by 
Quintilian , as the beft way of informing 
youth, and confirming Man. For befides 
that, che mind is rais’d with che height, and 
fublimity of fuch a Verfe, ic takes {pirit from 
the greatnefs of the matter, and is tincted 
with the beft things. TZragich, and Lyrick 
Poetry is good too: and Comick with che 
beft, if the maggrers of the Reader be once 
in fafety. In the Greek Poets, as alfo in 
Plautus, we fhall fee the Oeconomy, and 
difpofition of Poems, better obferved than 
in Zerence, and the latter: who thought che 
fole grace, and vertue,of their Fable, the 
{ticking in of Sentences, as ours do the for- 
cing in of Jefts. 


Livy. i 
Saluft, 
Sydney. 
one. 
Gower. 
Chaucer. 


Spencer. 


Virgil, 
Enniws eo. 
Homer. 
Virgil. 


yd b 


uintiliane 
Quintin 


Plautus. 


Terence. 


We fhould not protect our loath with the Falf. querel 


patronage of difficuley. It is a falfe quarrel fugiend. 


againft nature, that fhe helps underftand- 
ing; bucin a few, when the moft part of 
mankind are inclin’d by her thither, if they 
would take the pains; no lefs than. Birds to 
fly, Horfes fo run, é&e. Which if they lofe, 
it isthrough their own fluggifhnefs, and by 
that means become her Prodigies, not her 
Children. Iconfefs, nature in Children is 
more patient of labour in ftudy, than in 


age ; for the fenfe of the pain, the judgment | 
of the labour is abfent, chey do net mea- 


fure what they have done. And it is the 
thought, and confideration, ‘that affects us 


more, than the wearinefs ic felf. Plato was Platonis 


not content with the Learning, that Arbens Peregrinatio 
tn Etaltam. 


could give him, but fail’d into Italy for Py- 
thagoras’s knowledge: And yet noc thinking 
himfelf fufficiently inform’d, wene into E- 
gypt to the Priefts, and learned their myfte- 
ries. He labourd, fo muft we.” Many 
things may be learn’d together, and per- 
form’d in one point of time; as Muficians 
exercife their Memory, their Voice, their 
Fingers, and fometirpe cheir Head, and Feet 
atonce. And fo ans in che inven- 
tion of matter, election of words, compolie 
tion of gefture, look, pronunciation, motion, 
ufeth all chefe faculties at once. And if we 
can exprefs this variety together, why fhould 
not divers ftudies, ac divers hours delighe, 
when the variety is able alone to refiefh, and 
repair us? As when a Man is weary of 

. Writing, 
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writing, to read; and then again of read- 
ing, to write. Wherein, howfoever we do 


“many things, yee are we (in a fort) fill 


frefh to what we begin: we are recreated 


_ with change, as the Stomach is with Meats. 


But fome will fay, chis variety breeds Con- 
fufion, and makes, that either we lofe 
all, or hold no more than the Jaft. Why 
do we not thea perfwade Husbandmen, 
that-they fhould not till Land, help it wich 
Marle, Lyme, and Compoft? Plant Hop- 
Gardens, prune Trees, look to Bee-hives, 
rear Sheep, and all other Catrel at once ? 
Ic is eafier to do many things, and continue, 
than to do one thing long. 

I¢ is not the pafling through thefe Learn- 
ings chat hurts us, bue the dwelling and 
fticking about them. Todefcend to thofe 
extream anxieties, and foolith cavils of 
Grammarians, is able to break a Wie in 
picces; being a Work of manifold mi- 
fery and vainnefs, to be Elementarii [enes. 
Yee even Letters are as it were the Bank 
of Words, and reftore themfelves to an 
Author, as the Pawns of Language : But 
talking and Eloquence are not the fame: 
to {peak, and to {peak well, are two things. 
A Fool may talk, bue a Wife Man {peaks, 
and out of the obfervation, knowledge, 
and ufe of things, many Writers perplex 
their Readers, and Hearers with meer 
Nonfenfe. Their Writing® need Sun-fhine. 
Pure and neat Language I love, yet plain 


‘and cuftomary. A barbarous Phrafe hath 


often made mé out of love with a good 
Senfé; and doubtful writing hath wracke 
me beyond my Patience. The Reafon 
why a Poet is faid, that he onghe to 
have all Knowledges, is, that he fhould not 
be ignorant of the moft, efpecially of chofe 
he will handle. And indeed, when the 
attaining of them is poflible, it were a flug- 
gifh and bafe thing co defpair. For fre- 
quent imitation of any ching, becomes a 
habit quickly. If a Man fhoujd profecute 
as much, as could be faid of every thing ; 
his Work would find no end. 

Speech is the only Benefit Man hath to 
exprefs his excellency of Mind above o- 
ther Creatures. It is che Inftrument of 
Society. Therefore Mercury, who is the 
Prefident of Language, is called Deorum 
hominumque interpres. In all Speech, Words 
and Senfe, are as the Body and the Soul. 
The Senfe is, as che Life and Soul of Lan- 
guage, withouc which all Words are dead. 
senfe is wrought out of Experience, the 
knowledge of human Life and Adtions, 
or of the liberal Ares, which the Greeks 


ae daa call'd "Erxundgrusdtiar, Words are the Peo- 
Fuliws Cofar, Ples, yee there is a choife of them to be 
Of Words fee Made. For Verborum deleus origo eff ele 
Hor. de Art. quentia, ‘They are to be chofe according 
i ee to the Perfons we make fpeak, or the things 
Ludyv. Vives, WE {peak of. Some are,of the Camp, fome 


pag. 6.07 7 


Metaphora, 


of the Council-board,” fome of the Shop, 
fome of the Sheep-coat, fome of the Pul- 
p:t, fome of the Bar, &c. And herein is 
{-cn their Elegance,and Propriety, when we 
ufe chem ficly, and draw them forch co their 
jatt ftr:ngth and nature, by way of Tran- 
flation or Metapaore, But in this Tranflati- 


on we mult oaly forve necefliry (Nam 


é 
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temeré nibil transfertur 2 prudenti) or commo-— 


dity; which is a kind of neceflity 5 that is, 
when we either abfolutely want a Word to 
exprefs by, and that is necefliry ; or when 
we have not fo fit a Word, and that is com: 
modity. As when we avoid lofs by it, and 
efcape obfcenenefs, and gain in the Grace 
and Property, which helps fignificance. Meta- 
phors farfer hinder so underftood, and 
affe&ed, lofe their Grace. Or when the 
Perfon tetcheth his Tranflations from 
awrong Place. As if a Privy-Councellor 
fhould at che Table take his Merapbore from 
a Dicing-houfe, or Ordinary, ora Vine- 
ners Vault; or a Juftice of Peace draw 
his Similitudes from che Mathematicks; or 
a Divine from a Bawdy-houfe, or Ta- 
verns; or a Gentleman of Naerthampton-(hire, 
Warwick-fhire, or the Mid-land, fhould 
fetch all his Iuftrations to his Coun 
Neighbours from fhipping, and tell chem of 
the Main-fheat, and the Boulin. Metapbors 
are thus many times deform’d, as in him thac 
(aid, Caftratam morte Apbricani Rempublicam. 
And another, fercas cwrie Glauciam. And 
Cana nive con{puit Alpes. All attempts thae 
are new in this kind, are dangerous, and 
fomewhat hard, before they be foftned wich 
ufe. A Man coins not a new Word 
without fome peril, and lefs Fruit ; for if ie 
happen to be received, the Praife is but mo- 
derate; if refus’d, che fcorn is affur’d. 
Yet we muft adventure, for things ac firft, 
hard and rough, are by ufe made tender and 
gentle. It is an honeft Errour that is com- 
mitted, following great Chiefs. ) 
. Cuftom isthe moft certain Miftris of Lan- confuetuds, 
guage, as the publick ftamps makes the cur- 

rant Money. But we mult not be too fre- 

quent with the Mint, every day coining. 

Nor fetch words from the extreme and 

utmoft ages; fince the chief vertue of a Perfpicuites 
ftile is perfpicuity, and nothing fo vicious in Veta. 
it, as to need an Interpreter. Words bor- — 
tow'd of Antiquity, do lend a kind of Ma- 

jefty to ftile, and are not without their de- 

lighe fometimes. For they have the Autho- 4sthoritas. 
rity of years, and out of their intermiffion 

do win to themfelves a kind of grace-like 


‘newnefs. But the eldeft of che prefent, and 


newnefs of the paft Language 1s che beft. 

For what was the ancient Language, which 

fome Men fo dote upon, but che ancient 

Cuftom ? Yet when I name Cuftom, I un- 

derftand not the vulgar Cuftom : For that 

were a Precept no lefs dangerous to Lan- 

guage, than life, if we fhould {peak or live 

after che manners of the vulgar: But that / 

I call Cuftom of {peech, which is the con- 

fent of the Learned; as Cuftom of life, 

which i$ the confene of the good. Virgil Virgil. 

was moft loving of Antiquity 5 yet how rare- 

ly doth he infere aqyei, and pittas ! Lucreri- Lucretim, 

ws is {cabrous and rough in thefe; he feeks 

em: As fome do Chaucerifms with us,which Chescerifm 

were better expung’d and banifh’d. Some 

words are to be cull’d out for ornament and 

colour, as we gather Flowers to ftrow 

Houfes, or make Garlands; but they are — 

betcer when they grow to our ftile; asina 

Meadow, where though the meer grafs and 

greennels delights; yet the variety of Flow- 

ers doth heighten and beautife. Marry 
we 
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we muft not play, or riot too much with 
them, as in Pzaranomajfies : Nor ufe too 
{welling or ill-founding Words; Que per fa- 
lebras, altaque {axa cadunt. It is true, there 
is no found but fhall find fome Lovers, as 
the bitter’ ft Confedtions are grateful to fome 
Palates. Our compofition muft be more ac- 
curate in the beginning and end, chan in 
the midft; and in the end more than. in 
the beginning; for through the midft the 
Stream bears us. And this is attain’d by 
Cuftom more than Care, or diligence. We 
mult exprefs readily, and fully, ‘not pro- 
fufely. There is difference between a libe- 
ral and a prodigal Hand. As it is'a great 
poine of Art, when: our matter requires it, 
to enlarge, and veer out all Sail ; fo to cake 
it in, and contra@ it, is of no lefs Praife 
when the Argument doth ask it. Eicher of 
them hath their fitnefs inthe Place. A good 
Man always Profits by his endeavour, by 
his help ; yea, when he is abfenc; nay, 
when he is dead by his Example and Me- 
mory. So good Authors in their Stile: A 


 ftri& and fuccin@ Stile is that, where you 


can take away nothing without lofs, and 
that lof§ to be manifeft. The brief Stile is 


The Lacmick: that which expreffech much in little. The 


Suetonius, 
Seneca 
F abtanus, 


Periodt. 


concife Stile, which expreffech not enough, 
but leaves fomewhat to be underftood. The 
abrupe Stile, which hath many Breaches, 
and doth not feemto end, bur fall. The 
congrument, and harmonious fitting of parts 
in a fentence, hath almoft the faftning, and 
force of knitting, and connexion: As in 
Stones well {quar’d, which will rife ftrong 
a great way without Mortar. Periods are 


_ beautiful; when they are not too long 3; for 


fo they have their ftrength too, asina Pike 
or Javelin. As we muft take the care chat 
our words and fenfe be clear; fo if the ob- 
{curity happen through the Hearers, or Rea- 
ders wane of underftanding, I am not to 
anfwer for them ; no more than for their 
not liftning or marking 3 I muft neither find 
them Ears, nor Mind. Bue a Man cannot 
put a word fo in fenfe, but fomething about 
it will illuftrace ic, if the Wrirer under- 
ftand himfelf. For Order helps much to 
Per{picuity, as Confufion hurts. Reétitudo lu- 
cem adfert ; chliquitas Gr circumduttio offufcat. 
We fhould therefore {peak what we can, the 


_ neareft way, fo as we keep our gate, not 


leap ; for too fhort may as well be not let 


- into the memory, as too long not kept in. 


Obfcxriten of- 


— fundit tene- 


bras. 


Superlatio, 


Ceftius. 


Whatfoever loofeth the grace, and clearnefs, 
converts into a Riddle; che obfcurity is 
mark’d, bute not the value. That perifheth, 
and is paft by, like che Pearl in the Fable. 
Our ftile fhould be like a Skein of Silk to be 
carried, and found by the righe Thred, nor 
ravell’d, and perplex’d ; then all is 4 knot, 
aheap. ‘There are words, that do as much 
raife a ftile, as others can deprefs it. Su- 
perlation, and over-muchnefs amplifies. It 
may be above faith, but never above a mean. 
Ice was ridiculous in Ceftias, when he faid of 
Alexander: 


Fremit Oceanus, quafi indignetur, quod terras 
relinguas ; 
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Fir 
But propitioufly from’Virgil : | Virgil. 
— Credas innate revulfas Cycladas. 


He doth not fay it was fo, but feem’d ro be 

fo. Although ir be fomewhatc incredible, 

that is excus’d before it be fpoken. Buc _ 

there are Hyperboles, which will become one 

Language, that will by no means admit ano- 

ther. As Eos effe P.R. exercitas, qui celum Cefar com: 

poffint perrumpere: who would fay this wich ment: circa 

us, bute a mad Man. Therefore we muft /™ 

confider in every Tongue what is us’d, whae 

receiv'd. Quwintilian warns us, that in no Quintilian. | 

Kind of Tranflation, or Metaphore, or Alle- 

Sory, we make a turn from what we began ; 

As if we fetch the original of our Metapbore 

from Sea, and Billows; we end not in Flames 

and Afhes ; It isa moft foul inconféquence. 

Neither muft we draw out our /legory too 

long, left eicher we make our félves obicure, 

or fall into affectation, which js childifh. . 

Buc’ why do Men depart ac all fiom the 

right, and natural ways of fpeaking? Some- 

times for neceflity, when we are driven, or 

think it fitrer to {peak that in obfcure words, 

or by circumftance, which utter’d plainly 

would offend the hearers. Or to avoid ob- 

{cenenefs, or fometimes for pleafure, and 

variety ; as Travellers turn out of the Migh- | 

way, drawn, either by the commodity of a 

Foot-path, or the delicacy, or fiefhnefs of 

the Fields. And all this is call’d oanuencudsn, 

or figur’d Language. Oe ai as 
Language molt fhews a Man : {peak that I onan iniys 4 

may fee thee. It {prings out of the meft re- animi. 

tired, and inmoft pares of us, and is the — 

Image of the Parent of it, the Mind. No 

Glafs renders a Man’s form, or likenefs, fo 

true as his Speech. Nay, it is likened toa 

Man; and as we confider feature, and.com- | 

pofition in a Man; fo words in Language: Strufura, &. 

in the greatnefs, aptnefs, found, ftru@ture, "" > 

and harmony of: it. Some Men are tall,and humilis pue 

big, fo fome Language is high and great. mila, — 

Then the words are chofen, their found am- 

ple, the compofition full, the abfolution 

plenteous, and’ powrd our, all grave, finewy 

and ftrong. Some are little, and Dwarfs: 

fo of Speech ic is humble, and low, the 

words poor and flat; the Members and Pe- 

riods , thin and weak without knitting, or Medioctif. 

number. The middle are of a juft ftacure. pleas ds 

There the Language is plain, and pleafing : placida, 

even without ftopping, round without fwel- Vitioe ora: 

ling; all well-torn’d, compos’d, elegant, and si vafta. 

accurate. The vicious Language is vaft, pees 

and gaping, {welling, and irregular; when afedata; 

ic contends to be high, full of Rock, Moun. 45a. 

tain, and pointednefs: As it affedts to be 

low, ic is abject, and creeps, full of bogs, 

and holes. And according to their fubje@, 

thefe ftiles vary, and lofe their names: For 

that which is high and lofty,declaring excel- 

lene matter, becomes vaft and tumorous : 

{peaking of petcy-and inferiour things: fo 

that which was even, and apt in a mean 

and plain fubject, will appear’ molt poor 

and humble in a high Argument. Would 

you not laugh, to meet a great Counfellor 

of ftate in a flat cap, with his crunck Hofe, 

and a hobby-horfe Cloak, his Gloves under | 

his Girdle » and yond Habeidather in a / 

Velved 


Qolat 
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Figura. 


Cutis five 
Cortex. 


Compofitio. 


Carnofa. 
Adtpata. 


Redundans, 


Jejundy maci- 
denta, ftrigofa. 


| Offia , Co ner- 


vofa 


Note Domini 3 


Difcoveries. 


Velvet Gown, furr’d with Sables ? There is 
a certain Latitude in thefe things, by which 
we find the degrees. The next thing to che 
Stature, is the Figure and Feature in Lan- 

uage: That is, whether it be round, and 
fireghe , which confifts of fhort and fuc- 
cin& Periods , numerous and polifh’d: or 
fquare and firm; which is to have equal 
and {trong parts, every where anfwerable, 
and weighed. The Third is the Skin and 
Coat, which refts in the well-jo ning, ce- 
menting, and coagmentation of Words 3 
when as ic is fmooth, gentle, and fweets 
like a Table, upon which you may run your 
Finger without Rubs, and your Nail can- 
not find a Joyne; not horrid, rough, wrink- 
led, gaping, or chape: After thefe the 
Flefh, Blood, and Bones come in queftion. 
We fay, it isa filefhy Style, when there 1s 
much Peripbrafes, and Circuic of Words ; 
and when with more than enough, it grows 
fat and corpulent ; Arvine Orations, full of 
Suet and Tallow. It hath Blood, and Juice, 
when the Words are proper and apt, their 
found fweet , and the Pébrafe neat and 
pick’d. Oratio wntta, eG bene pafa. But 
where there is Redundancy, both the Blood 
and Juice are faulty and vicious. Redundat 
fanguine, qua multo plus dicit, quam neceffe eft. 
Juice in Language is fomewhat lefs than 
Blood ; for if the words be but becoming, 
and fignifying, and the fenfe gentle, there 
is Juice : but where that. wanteth, the Lan- 
guage is thin, flagging, poor, ftarv’ds fcarce 
covering the Bone, and fhews like Scones in 
a Sack. Some Men, to avoid Redundancy, 
run into that; and while they ftrive to have 
no ill Blood, or Juice, they lofe their 
good. There be fome Styles again, that 
have not lefs Blood, but lefs Flefh and Cor- 
pulence. Thefe are bony and finewy : Of 
habent, G nervos. 


It was well noted by the late L. St. Alban, 


St. Albani de that the ftudy of words is the firft Diftemper 


dodtrin. tntete 
per. 

Dicator. 
Ariftoreles. 


of Learning: Vain matter the fecond: And 
a third Diftemper is Deceit, or the likenefs 
of Truth. Impofture held up by Credulity. 
All thefe are che Cobwebs of Learning, and 
to let chem grow in us, is either fluttith or 
foolith. Nothing is moreridiculous, than to 
make an Author a Diéfator, as the Schools 
have done 4riftotle. The Damage is infinite, 
Knowledge receives by it. For to many 
things a Man fhould owe but a Temporary 
Belief , and a Sufpenfion of his own Judg- 
ment, not an abfolute Refignation of him- 
felf, or a perpetual Captivity. Let rifotle 
and others have their dues; bue if we can 
make farther Difcoveries of Truth and Fi- 
nefs chan they, why are we envied? Let us 
beware, while we ftrive to add, we do not 
diminifh, or deface ; we may improve, bue 
not augment. By difcrediting Falthood, 
Truth grows in requeft. We muff not go 
about, like Men anguith’d and perplex’d, for 
vicious affectation of Praife: but calmly ftue 
dy the Separation of Opinions, find the Er- 
rors have intervencd, awake Antiquity, call 
former Times into queftion ; bue make no 
partics with the prefent, nor follow any 
fisrce Undertakers, mingle no matter of 
doubrful Credit with the fimpliciry of Truth, 
but gently ftir the Mold about the Roor of 


\ 


the Queftion, and avoid all Digladiations 5 
facility of Credit, or fuperftitious Simplici- 
ty 3 feek the Confonancy, and Concatenati- 
on of Truth; ftoop only to point of Necef- 
fity, and what leads to Conjenisnce: Then 
make exa& Animadverfion where Style hath 
degenerated, where flourifh’d and thriv’d in 
Choicenefs of Phrafe; roundand clean Com- 
pofition of Sentence, fweet falling of the 
€laufe, varying an Iluftration by Tropes 
and Figures, Weight of Matter, Worth of 
Subject, Soundnefs of Argument, Life of 
Invention, and Depth of Judgment. This 
is Monte potiri, to get the Hill. For no per- 
i aaa can be made upon a flat or a 
evel. 


Now, that I have informed you in the pe optim fei- 


knowing thefe things, let me lead you by pea. 


the Hand alittle farther, in the Direétion of 
the Ufe ; and make you an able Writer b 

Practice. The Conceits of the Mind are 
Pidtures of things, and the Tongue is the In- 
terprecer of thofe Pictures. The Order of 
God’s Creatures in themfelves, is not only 
Admirable apd Glorious, bue Eloquent : 
Then he who could apprehend the Confe- 
quence of things in their Truth , and utrer 


his Apprehenfions as truly, were the beft- | 
Therefore Cicero {aid Cicero 


Writer or Speaker. 
much, when he faid, Dicere recfe nemo poteft, 
nifi qui prudenter inteliigit. ‘The Shame of 
{peaking unskilfully were {mall , if che 
Tongue only thereby were- difgrac’d: Bue 
as the Image of a King, in his Seal ill-repre- 
fented, is not fo much a blemifh to the Wax, 
or the Signet that feal’d it, as to the Prince 
it reprefenceth; fo difordered Speech is not 
o much Injury to the Lips that give it forth, 
as to the difproportion and incoherence of 
things in themfelves, fo negligently expref- 
fed. Neither can his Mind be thought co be 

in Tune, whofe Words dojar 3 nor his Rea- 

fon in frame , whofe Sentence is prepofte- 

rous; nor his Elocution clear and perfed, 

whofe utterance breaks it felf into fragments 

and uncertainties: Were it not a difhonour 

to a mighty Prince, to have the Majefty of 
his Embaflage {poiled by a carelefs Ambafla- 

dor ? and is it not as great an Indigniry, tha¢ 

an excellent Conceit and Capacity, by the 

Indiligence of an idle Tongue fhould be dif- 

grac’d? Negligent Speech doth not only dif- 

credit the Perfon of the Speaker, but it dif- 

crediteth the Opinion of his Reafon and 
Judgment ; ie difcrediteth the Force and U- 

niformity of the Matter and Subftance. If 
it be fo then in words, which fly and efcape 

Cenfure, and where one good Pbrafe begs 

pardon for many Incongruities and Faults ; 

how fhall he then be choughe wife, whofe 

Penning is thin and fhallow.? How thall 

you look for Wit from him, whofe Leifure 

and Head, affifted with the Examination of 
his Eyes, yield you no Life, or Sharpnefs in 

his Writing. 


In writing there is to be regarded the In- pe stim Ey. 
vention and the Fafhion. For the Invention, fllari, | 
thae arifeth upon your bufinefs; whereof Zvents 


there can be no Rules of more Certainty, or . 


Precepts of better Direétion given, than 
Conjecture can lay down, from the feveral 
Occafions of mens particular Lives and Vo- 
cations: But fometimes Men make Bafenefs 

of 


Modu. 
1. Brevitas. 


your Style. The firft is Brevity. 
_ muft not be Treatifes, or Difcourfes, (your 


examine the cleareft Paflages of your Under- 


' Breviates, by writing too riotous, and waft- 
_ ingly. . Brevity is attained in Matter, by a- 


Difcoveries. 


of KindnefS: As (J could not fatufie my felf, 
till I had difcharged my Remembrance, and 
charged my Letters with Commendations to you.) 
Or, [Ay bufinefs ss no other, than to teftifie my 
-Love to you, and to put you in mind of my wil- 
lingnefs to do you all kind Offices | Or, (Sir, 
have you leifure to defcend tothe remembring of 
that affurance you bave long poffef? in your Ser- 
vant ; and upon your next opportunity, make bim|of the Parts fometimes , chat makes the 
happy with fome Commands from you?| Or | whole long, as I came to the Stairs, I took a 
the like ; that go a begging for fome mean- | pair of Oars, they launch’d out, rowed a- 
ing, and labour to be deliver’d of the great | pace, I landed at the Court-Gate, I paid my 
burthen of nothing. When you have in-|Fare, went upto the Prefence, ask’d for my 
vented, and that your Bufinefs be Matter, |;Lord, I was admitted. All chis is, but, I 
and not bare Form, or meer Ceremony, but | went to the Court, and fpake with my Lord. 


st cometh to pafs| and fuch like idle Particles, 
that have no great bufinefs in a ferious Let- 
ter, bue breaking of Sentences; as often- 


times a fhort Journey is made long, by unne- 
ceffary Baits. | 


fome Earneft: then are you to proceed co} This is the Faule of fome Latin Writers, ° 


the ordering of it, and digefting the Parts, |wichin chefé laft Hundred Years, of my 
which is had ouc of Two Circumftances. | reading; and perhaps Seneca may be ap- 
‘One is the underftanding of the Perfons to] peacht of ic; Taccufe him not. The next 
whom you are to write; the other is the | Property of Ep:folary Style is Per/t 
Coherence of your Sentence. For Mens |is oftentimes by affectation of trie Wit ill 
Capacity to weigh, what will be apprehend- |angled' for, or oftentation of fome hidden 
ed with greateft attention, or leifure ; what| Terms of Art. Few words they darken 
next regarded, and long’d for efpecially ; |Speech, and fo do too many ; as well too 
and what laft will leave fatisfaction, and (as|much Light hurteth the Eyes, as too little; 
it were) che fweeteft Memorial, and belief|and a long Bill of Chancery confounds the. 
of all that is paft in his Underftanding, | Underftanding , as much as the fhorteft 
whom you write to. For the Confequence | Note. Therefore let not your Letters be 
of Sentences, you muft be fure, that every | penn’d like Englifh Statutes, and this is ob- 
Claufe do give che Q. one to the other, and jtain’d. ‘Thefe Vices are e{chewed b pon- 
be be-fpoken e’re it come. So much for Ix-|dering your BufinefS well, and diftingly 
ventionand Order. Now for Fafhion, itcon-|concerning your felf, which is much fur- 
fifts in Four things, which are — of |thered by uttering your thoughts, and let- 
or they | ting them as well come forth to the Light 

and Judgment of your own outward Senfés, 

as to the Cenfure of other Mens Ears: For 
that is the Reafon, why many good Scholars 


Letters) except it be to Learned Men. And 
even among them there is a kind of Thrift, 
and faving of words. . Therefore you are to 


that for want of particular Note and Diffe- 

rence, can bring you no certain Ware reae 

dily out of his Shop. Hence itis, that cal- 
kative fhallow Men do often. content the 

Hearers more than the Wife. But this may 
find a {peedier Redrefs in Writing, where all 

comes under the laft Examination of the 

Eyés. Firft, mind it well, then penir, then’ 
examine it, chen amend it; and you may be 

in che better hope of doing reafonably well. 

Under this Vertue may come Plainnefs, 

which is not to be curious in the Order, as 

to anfwer a Letter, as if you were to an{wer 
to Interrogatories. As tothe firft, firfts; and: 
to the fecond, fecondly, gc. But both in’ 
method to ufe (as Ladies do in their Attire) 
a diligent kind of Negligence , and their 
{fportive Freedom; though with fome Men 
you are not to jeft, or pra@ife Tricks: yet 
the delivery of the moft important things, 
may be carried with fuch a Grace, as that 
it may yield a pleafure to the Conceit of the 
Reader. There. muft be ftore, though no 
Excefs of Terms; as if you are to name 
Store, fometimes you may call ie Choice, 
fometimes Plenty, fometimes Copioufnels, 
or Variety: bue ever fo, that the word 
which comes in lieu, have nor fuch diffe- 
rence of meaning, as that it may put the 
Senfe of the firft in hazard to be miftaken. 
You are not to caft a Ring for the perfumed 


ty ; Terms of the Time, as “Accommodation, Com- 
voiding Idle Complements, Prefaces, Prote-| plement, Spirit, &c. But ufe chem properly 


{tations, Parenthefes, fuperfluous Circuic of : in their place, as others. There followerh 


ftanding, and through them to convey the 
{weereft, and moft fignificant words you can 
devife ; chat you may the eafier teach them 
the readieft way to an other man’s appre- 
henfion , and open their meaning fully , 
roundly, and diftiné@ly. So as the Reader 
may not think a Second view caft away up- 
on your Letter. And though Refpe@ be a 
parc following this, yet now here, and ftill I 
muft remember it,. if you write to a Man, 
whofe Eftate and Cenfe as Senfes, you are 
familiar wich, you may the bolder (co fet a 
task tohis Brain) venture-on a Knot.. But 
if tO your Superior, you are bound to mea- 
fure him in Three farther Points: Firft, your 
Intereft inhim: Secondly, his Capacity in 
your Letters: Thirdly, his leifure to perufe 
them. For your Intereft, or Favour with 
him, you are to be the fhorter, or longer, 
more familiar, or fubmifs, as he will afford 
you time. ‘For his Capacity, you are co be 
quicker, and fuller of thofe Reaches, and 
Glances of Wit, or Learning, as he is able 
toemertain them. For his leifure, you are 
commanded to the greater briefnefs, as his 
Place is of greater DifCharges and Cares. 
But with your Betters, you are not to pur 
Riddles of Wit, by being too fcarce of 
Words: not to caufe the trouble of making 


on, by omitting Conjun@ions, [Nor only ; 
But Alfo| Both the one, and the other, whereby 


{peak bue fumblingly; like a Rich Man, 


71 


Buc as Qaintilian faith, there is a briefnefs Quintilizn, 


Figures and Digreffions: In the Compofiti- | Life and Quicknefs, which is the Strength and 3. Vigor, 


yyy Si 


: 


icuity, and 2+Perjpicuitas, 
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4. Difcretio. 


De Poetica. 


D. Hieronymus, 


Perf. Stat. 1. 


Livies. 


Sexus frimin’: 


Sinews (as it were) of your penning by 
pretty Sayings, Similitudes, and Conceits, 
Allufions, fome known Hiftory , or other 
common place, fuch as are in the Courtier, 
and the fecond Book of Cicero de Oratore. 
The laft is, Refpedct to difcern what fits your 
felf, him to whom you write, and that 
which you handle, which is a quality fie to 
conclude the reft , becaufe it doth include 
all. And that muft proceed from Ripenefs 
of Judgment, which as one truly faith, is 
gotcen by four means, God, Nature, Diligence 
and Converfation. Serve the firft well, and 
the re{t will ferve you. 


We bave {poken fufficiently of Oratory ; 
let us now make a diverfion to Poetry. Poe- 
try in the Primogeniture had many peccant 
Humours, and is made to have more now, 
through the Levicy and Inconftancy of Mens 
Judgments. Whereas indeed, it is the moft 
prevailing Eloquence, and of the moft ex- 
alred Charait. Now the Difcredits and Dif- 
graces are many it hath receiv’d, through 
Mens ftudy of Depravation or Calumny ; 
their Practice being to give it Diminution of 
Credit, by leffening the Proteffors Eftimati- 
on, and making the Age afraid of their Li- 
berty: And che Age is grown fo tender of 
her Fame, as fhe calls all Writings A/per/- 
ORS. 

That is the State-word, the Phrafe of 
Court, (Placentia Colledge) which fome Call 
Parajites Place, the Inn of Ignorance. 

Wilf I name no perfons, but deride 
Follies; why fhould any Man confefs, or 
betray himfelf? why doth not that of S. Hie- 
rome come into their Mfind; Udi generals est 


Difcoveries. 


and vertuous will never think any thing be- 
longs to themfelves that is written, but re- 
joice that the good are warn’d not to be 
fuch ; and the ill co leave to be fuch. The 
Perfon offended hath no reafon to be offend- 
ed with the Writer, but with bimfelf; and 
fo to declare that properly to belong to 
him, which was fo f{poken of all Men, as 
ic could be no Man’s feveral, but his that 
would wilfully and defperately claim it. Ie 
fufficeth, I know, what kind of Perfons I 
difpleafe, Men bred in the declining and de- 
cay ot Vertue, betroth’d to their own Vi- 
ces that have abandoned, or profticuted 
their good Names: hungry and ambitious 
of Infamy, invefted in all deformity, en- 
thrall’d to Ignorance and Malice, of a hid- 
den and conceal'd Malignity, and that hold 
a Concomitancy with all Evil. | 


What ws a Poet ? 


A Poet is that which by the Greeks is call’'d 
gt sEoxiv, 6 Momns, a Maker, ora Feigner : Poeta, 
His Are, an Are of Imitation or Feigning; | 
exprefling the Life of Man in fit Meafure, 
Numbers and Harmony, according to <ri- 
ftotle: From the word war, which fignifies 
to make, or feign. Hence he is call’d a Poer,. 
not he which writeth in meafure only, but 
that feigneth and formeth a Fable, and 
writes things like the Truth. For the Fable 
and Fiction is (as it were) the Ferm ahd 
Soul of any Poetical Work, or Poems. : 


What mean you by a Poem? 


A Poem is not aloneuny Work, or Com- Poema, 


de vitiws difputatio, ibs nullins effe perfone injuri- | pofition of the Poets in many, or few Ver- 


am? It is fuch an inexpiable Crime in Poets, 
to tax Vices generally; and no Offence in 
them, who, by their Exception, confefs 
they have committed them particularly. 
Are we falPn into thofe Times that we 
mult not | 


Auriculas teneras mordaci rodere vero 2 
Remedii votum [emper verius erat, quam fpes. 
If Men may by no means write freely, or 
fpeak Truth, bue whenit offends not; why 


do Pbhyficians cure with fharp Medicines, or ; 


‘fess bue even one alone Verfé fometimes 
-makes a perfect Poem. As when Eneas 
_ hangs up, and confecrates the Atms of Abas 
‘ with this Infcription ; 

eAineas hec de Danas vittoribus arma. V. Seer lib. 3. 
1 And calls ic a Poem, or Carmen. Such are 
i chofe in Martial : 


Omnia, Caftor, emis: fic fiet, ut omnia ven- Martial, ib. 8. 
das. An 9 : Epigr. 19. 
Pauper videri Cinna vult, ce» eff pauper. 


Corrofives? Is not the fame equally lawful | | 
in the cure of che Mind, that is in the cure ; So were Horace his Odes call’d, Carmina 3 his Horatine 


of the Body? Some Vices (you will fay) ; Lyrick, Songs. And Lucretins defigns a whole Lritus. 


are fo foul, chat ie is better they fhould be ; Book, in his fixth: 


done than fpoken. But they that take OF: | 


fence where no Name, Character, or Signa- 
ture doth blazon them, feem to me like af- 


Quod in primo quoque carmine claret. 


fected as Women ; who, if they hear any; And anciently, all che Oracles were call’d 
thing ill fpoken of the Ill of their Sex, are | Carmina; or, whatever Sentence was ex- 


prefently mov’d, as if che contumely refpe- 
cted their particular: and, on the contrary, 
when they hear good of good Women, con- 
clude, that ic belongs to chem all. If I fee 
any thing that coucheth me, fhall I.come 
forth a Betrayer of my felf prefently ? No; 
it I be wife, Pl dillemble it; if honeft, Pil 
avoid it; left I publifh that on my own 
Forehead, which I faw there noted without 
a Title. A Man that 1s on the mending 
hand, will either ingenioufly confefs, or 
wifely diflemble his Difeafe. And the wife 


prefs’d, were it much, or little, ic was call'd, 
an Epick, Dramatick, Lyrick, Elegiak, ot, Epi- Epicum. 
Dr 


grammatick Poem, . ——— 
“cs Lyricum. 
| | Elegiacum. 
But, bow differs a Poem from what Wwe Encramiait 


call Poefie? 


4 Poem, as [have told you, is the Work 
of the Poet; the End and Fruit of his La- 
bour and Study. Poefie is his Skill, or Craft Poefis. 
of making: the very Fiction ic felf, the 
Reafon, or Form of the Work. And thefe 
| : Three 


J 
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we 


Three Voices differ, as the ching done, th¢| cres, or Dnos) is fo thin and rare among us; 
doing, and the doer; the thing feign'd, the} Every beggarly Corporation affords the 
feigning and the feigners fo the Poem, the} State a Mayor, or Two Bailiffs, yearly’: but ; 
Poefie, and the Poet. Now the Poefie is che} falzs Rex, ous Poeta, os quctanns mafcitur, Petron. in 
ArtixmRegina. Habit, or che Art: Nay, rather the Queen To this perfection of Nature in oar Poet, we l"8™ 
of Arts: which had her Original from Hea- | require Exercife of thofe parts, and fre- 2. Exercitatio. 
ven, received thence from the Hebrews,| quent. If his Wie will noc arrive fuddenly 
and had in prime Eftimation with the] at the Dignity of the Ancients, ler him not 
Greeks, tranfmitted to the Latines, and all] yet fall ouc with it, quarrel, or be over-ha- 
Nations that profefs’d Civility. The Study | ftily Angry : offer toturn it away from Sru- 


Ariftctle. of it (if we will truft Aristotle) offers to; dy, in a Humor s but come to it again up- 
Mankind a certain Rule and Pattern of li- ;on better Cogitation ; try another time, 
ving well and happily; difpofing us to all} with labour. If then ic facceed not, caft 
Civil Offices of Society. If we will belicve | not away the Qaills yet: nor feratch the 

AL T.Cicera 


Tuy , it nourifheth and inftruéteth our] Wainfcot, beat moe the poor Desk ; but 
Youth; delights our Age, adorns our Pro-| bring all to the Forge and File again; turn 
{perity, comforts our Adverfiry, entertains} ite a-new. Where is no Statute-Law of the 
us.at home, keeps us company abroad, tra-| Kingdom bids you be a Poct againft your 
vels with us, watches, divides the Times of; Wills or che ficft Quarter. If it comein a 
our Earneft and Sports; fhares in our Coun-| Year or Two, it is weil. The common 
trey Receffes and Recreations 5 infomuch as} Rhymers pour forth Verfes, fuch as they 
the wifeft and beft learned have thought her] are, (ex tempore) but there never come from 
the abfoluce Miftrefs of Manners, and near-{them one Senfe, worth the Life of a Day. - 
eft of Kin to Vertue. And whereas they 


tie, ces; or make Court to the Arc it felf, as a 
MiftrefS , I would lead you to the Know- 
ledge of our Poet , by a perfect Informati- 
on, what he is, or fhould be by Nature, by 
Exercife, by Imitation, by Study; and fo. 
bring him down through the Difciplines of 

Grammaticaa Grammar, Logick, Rhetorick, and the Etbicks, 

Logic. | adding fomewhat, out of all, peculiar to 

Rhetortc. == himfelf, and worthy of your Admittance or 

Exhica. R : 

eception. 

1. Ingenixam. _—Fir/f?, we require in our Poet, or Maker, 
(for chat Title our Language affords him, e- 
legantly, with the Greek) a goodnefs of Na- 
tura] Wie.’ For, whereas all other Arts con- 
fift of Do&rine and Precepts; the Poet muft 
be able, by Nature and Inftin&, to pour out 
the Treafure of his Minds ‘and, as Senece 

Seneca, faich, Aliquando fecundum Anacreontem infa- 

7 nire jucundum effe : by which he underftands, 
the Poetical Rapture. And, according to that 

- Plato, of Plato ; Frujfra Peeticas fores {ui compos pul- 
Aviftorle.  favit: And of <Ariffotle ; Nullum magnum in- 

| genium fine mixtura dementia fuit. Nec poteft 
grande aliquid, G& [upra ceteros loqui, wifi mso- 

ta mens. Thenit rifeth higher, as by a Di- 

vine Inftinétt, when it contemns commen, 

and known Conceptions. It utters fome- 

what above a Mortal Mouth. ‘Then it gets 

aloft, and flies away wich his Rider, whi- 

ther, before, i¢ was doubtful to afcend. 

Helicon. This the Poets underftood by cheir Helicon, 

Pegasus. Pega{ms, or Parnaffuss and this made Ovid to 

Parnaffiss. 3 : 

Ovidiws, ane , | 

Eft, Dens in nobss, agitante cale[cizus illo: 
Sedibus aetherew fpiritus ile venit. 


entitle Philofophy to be a rigid and .auftere 
Poefie: they have (on the contrary) {tiled 
Poefie a dulcet and gentle Philofophy, which 
; leads on, and guides us by the hand to Adti- 
on, with a ravifhing delight, and incredi- 
ble Sweetnefs. But before we handle the 


Poet. differen- Kinds of Poems, with cheir {pecial Differen- 


Third Requifite in our Poet, or 


A Rhymer and a Poet aretwo things. It is 


faid of the incomparable Virgil, That he Virgil, 


brought forth his Verfes like a Bear, and af- 
ter form’d them with licking. Scaliger, the 
Father, wrices it of him, That he made a 
quantity of Verfes in the Morning, which 
a-fore Night he reduced to a lefs number. 


Antwer to Alcefa, another Poet, is as me- 


Scaliger. 


But that which Velerias Maximas hath lefe Valer. Mazi- 


recorded of Ewripides, the Tragick Poct, his Euripides. 


morable as modeft« who, when it was told 
to Alcefis , That Euripides had in Three 
Days brought forth but Three Verfes, and 
thofe with fome difficulty and throwes ; .4/- 
cet, glorying he could with eafe have fent 
forth an Hundred in the {pace; Euripides 
roundly reply’d, Like enough. Buc here is 
the difference ; Thy Verfes will not taft 
thofe Three Days; mine will to all Time. 
Which was, as much as to tell him, he could 


not write a Verfe. Ihave met many of chefe 


Rattles, that-made a noife, and buzz’d. 
They had their Hum, and nomore. In- 
deed, things wrote wich Labour, deferve to 
be fo read, and will lait their Age. The 


aker, is 


Imitation , cto be able to converte the Sub- 3. Imdtatics 
ftance, or Riches of another Poet, to his 
own ufe. To make choice of one Excel- 
lent Man above the reft, and fo to tcllow 
him till he grow very:He; or fo like him, 
as the Copy may bé miftaken for the Prin- 
cipal. Not as a Creaturéthae fwallows 
what it takes in, ‘crude, raw, "or indigefted ; _ 
but chat feeds wich an Appetite, and hath 
a Stomach to conco@, divide, and turn all 
into Nourifhment. Not co intitate fervile- 
ly, as Horace faith, and catch at Vices ‘for siratius, 
Vertue: but to draw forth out of the § 
and choiceft Flowers, with the Bee',.‘dn 
turn all into Honey, work it into be Fe. 

lith and favour: make our Imitation (Weet: 

obferve, how the beft Writers have imita- 

ced, and follow. ehem. How Virgil and Virgiliws. 
Statius have imitated Homer: how Horace, St4tus.Homer. 


Archilochus; how Alcess, and the other Ly- pad ae 
And Lipfiss, to affirms Scio, Poetams eminem | ricks: and fo of the reft. Bue chae which ° 
preftantim fuilfe, fine parte quadam uberiore di-| we efpecially requiré.in him, is an Exa@- | 
vine aure. And henceic is, that che coming} mefs of Study, and multiplicity of reading, 4° Lede 
pp of good Poets, (for I mind not Medio} which maketh a full -Man, not alone en- 

| oe Yyyy2 abling, 
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abling him to know the Hiffory, or Argu- 
ment of a Poem, and to report it: but fo to 
mafter the Matter, and Stile, as to fhew, he 
knows, how to handle, place, or difpofe of 

_ either, with elegancy, when need {fhall be. 
And not think, he can leap forth fuddenly a 


Parnafjiss Poet, by dreaming he hath been in Parnafftss, 


or, having wafhe his Lips ( as they fay ) in 
Helicon. Helicon. There goes more to his making, 
than fo. For to Nature, Exercife, Imitation, 
Ars corm. and Scudy, .4rt muft be added, to make all 


thefe perfe&. And, though thefe challenge 
to themfelves much, in the making up of 
our Maker, it is Are only can lead him to 
-perfe@ion, and leave him there in poffefli- 
on, as planted by her Hand. It is the affer- 
tion of Tuy, If to an excellent nature, there 
happen an acceffion, or confirmation of 
Learning, and Difcipline, chere will then re- 
main fomewhat noble, and fingular. For, 
Simylus, Sto, 28 Simeyles faith in Stobeeus ; "Our qvors ixgvid 74 

VET TENS BTEC, UTE mE TEN UM quo KAXTHN 

withouc Art, Nature can ne’er be perfect; 

and, without Nature, Artcan claim no be- 


M. T. Cicero. 


ing. But, our Poet muft beware, that his. 


Study be not only co learn of himfelf; for, 
he that thall affe@t co do that, confeffeth his 
ever having a Fooltohis Mafter. He muft 
read many; but, ever the beft, and chot- 
feft: thofe, that can teach him any thing, 
he muft ever account his Mafters, and reve- 
rence: among whom Horace, and (he that 
taught him ) Ariffotle, deferv’d to be the firft 
in eftimation. Ariffotle, was the firft accu- 
rate Critick, and trueft Judge; nay, the 

greateft Philofopber, the World ever had: for, 

he noted the Vices of all knowledges, in all 
(Creatures, and out of many Mens perfecti- 

ons in a Science, he formed ftill one Art. 

So he taught us two Offices together, how 

we ought to judge rightly of others, and 

what we ought to imitate {pecially in our 

felves. But all this in vain, without a natu- 

ral wit,and a Poetical nature in chief. For, 

- no Man, fo foon as he knows this, or reads 

it, fhall be able to write the better; but as he 

_ is adapted to ie by Nature, he fhall grow che 

perfecter Writer. He muft have Civil Pru- 

aence, and Eloquence, and that whole; not 

taken up by fnatches, or pieces, in fentences, 

or remnants, when he will handle Bufinefs, 

or carry Counfels, as if he came then out 

of the Declamors Gallery, or Shadow, fur- 

nifh’d but out of the body of the State, 

Virorum {chola, which commonly is the School of Men. 
Refpub, | The' Poet is the neareft Borderer upon the 
‘Orator, and expreffeth all his Vertues, 
‘though he be tyed more to numbers; is his 
equal in ornament, and above him in his 
ftrengths. And, (af thekind ) the Comick 
comes neareft: Becaufe, in moving the 
Minds of Men, and ftirring of Affedctions 
(in which Oratory fhews, and efpecially ap- 
roves her eminence ) he chiefly excels. 
hac Figure of a Body was Ly/:ppus ever 
able to form with his Graver; or Apelles to 
paint with his Pencil, as the Comedy to life 
expreffleth fo many, and various affections of 
the Mind? There fhall che Spectator fee 
fome, infulcing with Joy; others, fretting 
with Melancholy 3 raging with Anger; ‘mad 
with Love; boiling with Avarice ; undone 
with Rior; cortur’d' with Expectation; con- 


Hovatius. 
Ariftoteles. — 


Lyfippus. 
Apelles. 
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fum’d with Fear: no perturbation in com- 

mon Life, but the Orator finds an exam- 

ple of it in the Scene. And then, for the 
Elegancy of Language, read but this Infcri- weagus. 
ption on the Grave of a Cormick Poet : ee ae 


Immortales mortales, fi fas effet flere, 

Flerent dive Camenae Navium Poetam ; 
Itagq; poftquam eff Orcino traditus tkefauro, 
Obliti {unt Rome lingud loqui Latina. 


Or, that modefter Teftimony given by 7 
Luciw e#lius. Stilo upon Plautus; who at= 7, Abus | 
firmed, Mufas, fi latine loqui voluiffent, Plauts- Stilo, Plaxtut, 
no fermone fuilje loquuturas. And chat illu- 

{trious judgment by the moft learned M. 4 vare 
Varro of him; who pronounced him the 

Prince of Letters, and Elegancy, in the Roman 
Language. 

I am not of that opinion to conclude a 
Poes’s liberty within the narrow limits of 
Laws, which either the Grammarians, or Phi- 
lofophers hee For, before they found 
out thofe Laws, there were many excellent 
Poets, that fulfill’d them. Amongft whom 
none more perfect than Sopbocles, who liv’d sophectes. 

a little before Ariffotle. 3 


. Which of the os durft ever give | 
Precepts to Demofthenes? or to Pericles, (whom 
the Age furnam’d beavenly ) becaufe he riiiaas 
feem’d to Thunder, and Lighten, with his 
Language? or to Alcibiades, who had ra- 
ther Nature for his Guide, chan Art for his 
Mafter ? 


Alcibiades, 


But, whatfoever Nature at any time di- 
Gated to the moft happy; or long Exer- 
cife to the moft laborious, that che Wifdom, 
and Learning of Arifotle, hath brought in- 
to an Art : becaufe, he underftood the Caufes 
of things: and what other Men did by 
chance or cuftom, he doth by reafon; and 
not only found out the way not to err, 
but the fhort way we fhould take, not to 
err. , 

Many things in Esripides hath Ariftopbanes 
wittily reprehended; not oue of Are, but oul oe 
out of Truth. For, Ewripides is fometimes sl aaa 
peccant, as he is moft times perfect. But, 
Judgment when it is greateft , if Reafon 
ts not accompany it, is not ever abfo- 
ute. 

To judge of Poets is only the faculty of 
Poets ; a not of all Pose, but che bet a gee 
Nemo infalicins de Poetss judicavit, quam qui Germ. Senec. 
de Poets fcripfit. But, fome will fay, Critichs 4 rev. ut. 
are a kind of Tinkers; that make more 613.0 
faults, than they mend ordinarily. See their eee er 
Difeafes, and thofe of Grammarians. It. is 
true, many Bodies are the worfe for che med- 
ling with: And the multicude of Phyfcians | 
hath deftroyed many found Patisgss, with 4 a4 wheik?, 
their wrong practife. But the office of a_ 
crue Critick, or Cenfor, is, notto throw by a 
Letter any where, or damn an innocent Syl- 
lable, but lay the words together, and amend 
them ; judge fincerely of che Author, and 
his matter, which is the fign of folid, and 
perfect Learning in a Man. Such was Ho- morace. 
race, an Author of much Civility ; and (if 
any one among the Heathen can ‘be ) the 

beft 


Ariftorle. 
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beft Mafter, both of Vertue, and Wifdom ;| Perfon ; becaufe he prefented the Gods fome- 
an excellent, and true Judge upon Caufe, | times Laughing. As, alfoic is divinely faid 


and Reafon; not becaufe he thought fo3 of Ariftorle, that to feeni ridiculous is a pare 


but becaufe, he knew fo, out of Ufe and 
Experience. 


Cato, the Grammarian, a defender of Lw-| 


cilimte 2 / 


Cato Grammaticw, Latina Syren, 
Dui folus legit, O facit Poetas. 


Quintilian of the fame Herefie, but re- 
yeGted. 


Horace his judgment of Cherillas, defend- 
ed againft ‘Fofeph Scaliger. And, of Laberins, 
againtt ‘fulins. | 


~ Bue chiefly his opinion of Plastus, vindi- 
cated againft many, that are offended, and 
fay, it isa hard Cenfure upon the parent of 
giiconee and fharpnefs. And, they with 


it had not fallen from fo great a Mafter, and 


Cenfor in che Art: whofe Bondmen knew 
better how to judge of Pastas, chan any that 
dare Patronize the Family of Learning in 
this Age; who could nor be ignorant of the 
judgment of the times, in which he liv’d, 
when Poetry, and the Latin Language were 


‘at the height: efpecially, being a Man fo 


converfant, and inwardly familiar wich the 
cenfures of great Men, that did difcourfe of 
thefe things daily amongft themfelves. A- 
gain, a Man fo gracious, and in high fa- 
vour with ehe Emperour, as Augu/fus often 


‘called him his witty Manling, ( for the lit- 


Terence. 


Menander. 


tlenefs of his ftature; ) and (if we may 
truft Antiquity) had defign’d him fot a Se- 
cretary of Eftate; and invited him to the 
sree which he modeftly pray’d off, and 
refus’d. | 


Horace did fo highly efteem Terence his 
Comedies, as he afcribes the Are in Comedy 
co him alone, among the Latins, and joyns 


him with Menanuer. 


Now, let us fee what may be faid for ei- 
ther, to defend Horace his judgment to Po- 
fterity ; and not wholly to condemn Plas- 


 —EU8. 


The parts of 
a Comedy 
and Tragedy. 


The parts of a Comedy are the fame with 
a Tragedy, and the end is partly the fame. 
For, they both delight, and teach 3 the Co- 
micks are call’d AduCxnant, of the Greeks 5 no 


~ befs chan the Tragicks. 


Nor, is the moving of Laughter always 


the end of Comedy, that is rather a fooling 


Ariftotle, 


for the Peoples Delight, or their Fooling. 
For, as Ariforle fays rightly, the moving of 
Laughter is a faule in Comedy, a kind of 


- turpitude, that depraves fome part of a Man’s 


Nature wichout a Difeafe. As a wry Face 
without pain moves Laughter, or a deform- 
ed Vizard,or a rude Clown, dreft in a Ladies 
Habic, and ufing her actions, we diflike, and 
{corn fuch reprefentations ; which made the 
ancient Philofophers ever think Laughter 
unficting ina wile Man. ‘And this induc’d 


of difhonefty, and foolith: 


7°7 


So chat, what eieher in che words, or fenfé The wic of 
of an Author, or in the language, or actions the old Co- 


of Men, is awry, or depraved, doth ftrange- ™e4y- 


ly ftir mean Affections,- and provoke tor 
the moft part co Laughter. And therefore 
ic was clear, that all infolent, and obfcene 
Speecties, jeft upon the beft Men injuries 
to particular Perfons; perverfe, and finifter 


Sayings (andthe rather unexpe@ed ) in the 


old Comedy did move Laughter; efpecial- 


7 Aled it did imitate any difhonefty; and 
cu 


rrility came forth in the. place of wie: 
which who underftands the nature and Ge- 
nins of Laughter, cannot but perfectly 
know. 


' 
' 


Of which Ariffophanes affords an ample Ariftopbanes. 
Harveft, having not only outgone Plauzus, Pixs. 


or any other in that kind ; but exprets’d all 
the Moods, and Figures, of what is ridi- 
culous, oddly.~ In fhore, as Vinegar is not 
accounted good, until the Wine be corrup- 
ted: fo Jefts chat are erue and natural, {el- 
dom raife Laughter, wich che Beaft, the 


Multitude. They love nothing, chat is right, 


and proper. ‘The farther ic runs from ree 


fon, or poflibiliry with them, the betcer | 


it 1S. 


What could have made them laugh, like Socrates. 


to fee Socrates prefented, that Example of 


all good Life, Honefty, and Vertue, tohave . 


him hoifted up with a Pully, and there play 
the Philofopher, in a Basket. Meafure, how 
many Foota Flea could skip Geometrically, by 
a juft Scale, and edifie the People from the 
Engine. This was Thedrrical wit, right Stage- 


tor {corn and laughter; whereas, if ic had 
favour'd of equity, Truth, Perfpicuity, and 
Candor, to have taften a wife, or a learned 
Palate, {pit ie out prefently; chis is bitter 
and profitable, this inftrua@s, and would in- 
form us: what need we know any thing, 
that are nobly born, more than a Horfe- 
race, or a Huncing-match, our Day to 


break with Citizens, and fuch innate my- — 


{teries ? 


jefting, and relifhing a Play-houfe, invented Lala 


This is truly leaping from the Stage, to the the cage: 


Tumbrel again, reducing all wie co the O- 
riginal Dungcart. 


of the magnitude, and compays of . 


any Fable, Epick, or Drama- 
tick, 


To the refolving of this Question, we muft 
firft agree in che definition of che Fable. 


What the © 
meafure of a 


The Fable is call’d the baitatios of one in- Fable is. 
tire, and perfect Action; whofe parts are fo The Fable, 
joyned, and knit together, as nothing in the = Piobons 


{tructure can be chang’d; or taken away, cog 


without impairing, or troubling che whole ; 
of which there is a proportionable magni- 
tude in the members. As for example; if 


Plato. Homer, Plato to efteem of Homer, as a facrilegious! a Man would builda Houfe, he would firft 


appoint 


oem, de- 


The Epick, 
Fable. 


Differing 
from the 
Dramatick. 


What we 
uncderftand 
by Whole, 


appoint a place to build ic in, which he 
would define within ¢ertain bounds : So in 
the Conftitution of a Poem, the Aion is 
aim’d at by the Peet, which anfwers Place 
in a Building ; and that Action hath his 
largenefs, compafs, and proportion. But, 
asa Court or King’s Palace requires other 
dimenfions than a private Houle: So the E- 
ick asks a magnitude, from other Poems, 
Gace, what is Place in the one, is Action 
in the other, the difference is in- {pace. So 
that by this definition we conclude the Fa- 
ble, to be the ttation of one perted, and in- 
tire Action 3 as one perfect, and intire place 
is requir’d to a Building. By perfect, we un- 
deritand chat, to which nothing is wanting ; 


_as Place to the Building, chat js rais'd, and 


A@ion to the Fable, that is form’d. Ic is 
perfedt, perhaps, not for a Court, or Kings 
Palace, which requires a greater Ground 3 
but for the ftru&ture we would raife, fo the 
fpace of che Adtion, may not prove large 
enough for the Epick Fable, yee be perfea for 
the Dramatick, and whole. 


Whole. we call that, and perfe@, which 
hath a beginning, a mid’?, and an end. So 
the place of any Building may be whole, 


and intire, for chat work; though too little 


for a Palace, As, to a Tragedy of a Comedy, 
the Action may be convenient, and perfed, 
thae would not fit an Epick Poem in Magni- 
tude. Soa Lyon is a perfea& Creature in 
himfelf, though it be lefs, chan that of a Buf- 
falo, or a Rhinocerote. They differ but in 


fpecie: either in the kind is abfolute. Both 


What che ut- 
moft bound 
of a Fable. 


have their parts, and either the whole. 
Therefore, asin every Body, foin every Acti- 
on, which is the fubje@ of a juft work, there 
is requir’d a.-certain proportionable great- 
nefs, neither too vaft, nor toominute. For 
thac which happens to the Eyes, when we 
behold a body, the famc happens to the Me- 
mory, when we contemplate an action. | 
look upon a monftrous Giant, as Tityas,whofe 
body cover’d nine Acres of Land, and mine 
Eye {ticks upon every part: the whole that 
confifts of thofe pares, will never be taken in 
atoneintire view. So ina Fable, if the Acti- 
on be too great, we can never comprehend 
the whole togetherinour Imagination. A- 
gain, if it be coo little, chere arifeth no plea- 
dure ourof the obje@, it affords the view no 
ftay: Icis beheld and vanifheth ac once. As 
if we fhould look upon an Ant or Pifmire, 
the parts fly the fight, and the whole confi- 
dered isalmoit nothing. The fame happens 
in Action, which is the objec of Memory, 
as the body is of fight. Too vaft opprefferh 
the Eyes, and exceeds the Memory: too lit- 
tle fcarce admits cither.. 7 


Now, inevery Adtion it behoves the Poet 
to know which is his utmoft bound, how far 
with fitnefs, and a neceflary proportion, he 
may produce, and determine .it. That is, 
till either good fortune change into the 
worfe, or the worfe into che berrer. For as 
a body without proportion cannot be good- 
ly, no more can the Action, either in Co- 
medy, or Tragedy without his fic bounds. 
And every bound for the natureof the Sub- 
ject, is elicem’d che belt thac is lavgelt,, cill 
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it can increafe no more: fo it behoovesthe 
AGion in Tragedyygct Comedy, to be let grow, 
till the neceflity ask a Conclufion: wherein 
two things are to be confidered ; Firft, chat 
it exceed not the compafs. of one Day: 
Next, that there be place left for Digreffion, 
and Art. For'the Epifodes, anal Digreffions 
in a Fable, are the fame that Houfhold-ftuff, 
and other Furniture are ina Houfe. And 
fo far for the meafure, and extent of a 
Fable Dramatick. 


Now, that it fhould be one, and intire. what by one, 

One is confiderable two ways: either, as it and inure. 
is only feparate, and by it felf: or as being 
compos’d of many parts, it begins to be one, 
as thofe parts grow, or are wrought toge- 
ther. That ie fhould be one the firft way 
alone, and by it felf, no Man that hath ta- 
{ted Letters ever would fay, efpecially ha- 
ving required before a juft Magnitude, and- 
equal Proportion of the parts in themfelves. 
Neither of which can poffibly be, if the 
Action he fingle and feparate, not compos'd 
of parts, which laid together in chemielves, 
with an equal and fitting proportion, tend 
to the fame end ; which ching out of Ant- 
quity it {elf, hath deceiv’d many 3 and more 
this Day it dothdeceive, 


So many there be of old, that have thought 
the Action of ane Man to be one: As of 
Hercules, Thefens, Achilles, Ulyffes, and other Hercules, 
Heroes; which is both foolith and falfe ; Thefexs, 
fince by one and the fame Perfon many 4-billes, 
things may be feverally done, which cannot Ubies. 
fitly be referred, or joyned to the fame end: 
which not only the excellent Tregich-Poets, 
but the beft Matters of the Epick, Homer, and Homer, and 
Virgil aw. For though the Argument of Virgih 
an Epick-Poem be tar more diffus'd, and 
pour’d out, than that of Tragedy; yet Vir 
gil writing of e4neas hath pretermitted ma- Enea. 
ny «things. He neither tells how he was 
born, how brought up; how he fought with 
Achilles; how he was {natch’d out of the 
Batrel by Venus ; but that one thing, how be Vers. 
came into Italy, he profecutes in twelve Books. 
The reft of his journey, his error by Sea, the 
Sack of Troy, are put notas the Argument 
of the work, but Epsfodes of the Argument. : 
So Homer laid by many things of Ulyfes and Homer. 
handled no more, than he faw tended to one 
and che fame end. | 


Contrary to which and foolifhly thofe Po- 
ets did, whom the Pdéofopber taxeth; of 
whom one gather'd all che AGions of The- Thefeu, 
few: another put all the Labours of Hercules Hercales, 
in one work. So did he, whom Favenal 
mentions in the beginning ,bosrfe Codrus, that 
recited a Volume compil’d, which he call’d 
his Thefesde, not yet finifh’d, to the great 
trouble both of his hearers and himfelf: A- 
mongit which there were many parts had 
no coherence, nor kindred one with other, 
fo far they were from being one Action, 
one Fable, For as a Houfe, confifting of di- 
vers materials, becomes one ftructure, and 
one dwelling ; fo an Aé&ion, compos’d of 
divers parts, may become one Fable Epick, 
or Dramatich. For example, in a Tragedy 
look upon Sophectes his Ajax: Ajax depriv’d ees | 

| : f “Je. 
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of Achilles’s Armour, which he hop’d from 
the fuffrage of che Greeks, difdains ; and, 
growing impatient of the Injury, ragech, 
and turns mad. In that humour he doth 
many fenflefs things; and at laft falls upon 
the Grecian Flock, and kills a great Ram 
Ubfes.. for Ulyffes:_ Returning to his Senfe, he grows 
. afham’d of thefcorn, and kills himfelf; and 
is by the Chiefs of the Greeks forbidden Bu- 
rial. Thefe things agree, and hang toge- 
ther, not as they were done; but as feem- 
ing to be done, which made the Action 
whole, intire, and abfolute. 


The conclu- For the whole, as it confifteth of parts; fo 
fion concern- without all the parts it is not the whole; and 
vr and 0 Make it abfolute, is requir’d, not only 
che Parts, the parts, bue fuch parts as aretrue. Fora 

part of the whole was true which if you 


ag 
take away, you cither change the whole, or 

it isnot the whole. For if it be fuch a part, 

as being prefent or abfent, nothing con- 

cerns the whole, it cannot be call’d a part | 
of the whole: and fuch are the Epifodes, of Which are 
which coer hag 3 sang here is 
one example ; fingle Combat of Ajax | 
wich Hie, aie ual luge deb a 
Homer, nothing belongs to this jax-of So- 

phacles. 


_ You admire no Poems, but fuch as run 
= a Brewers-Cart upon the Stones, hob- 
ing, | 


Et, que per falebras, altaque faxa cadunt. 


rales 
Attins, & quidquid Paceviufque vormunt. Erigr. 91: 


Attonitufque legis terrai, frugiferai. 
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‘The Light Heart. 
A COMEDY, 


As it was never Aaed, but moft negligently Play'd by fome, pe 


Kino s SERVANTS. 


And more fquedmithly Beheld’ and Cenfured by sles, the 
~. KINGS SUBJECTS, 29. 


Now at laft fer. at Liberty to the Reavers, His Majefty’s Servants 
| and Subje&s, to be judgd of 1631. 
Wanin gol sf, RA peje fu lore, SReernw viviibes, 9 bs Jr nititind fry bef pt he fe: 7 


TRE WA go oa Weer ed Pp fF noi fe ry ecae peu eke a7 
PF = zy the Autbor, B. “John on. a 7 a -< 


—_—Me tori ‘eins ‘Malem : : 
Qudm JpeEtatoris faftidis ferre Superbi.. Hor. 


NER 


me The DEDICATION to the READER. 


F thou be fuch, I make thee my Patron, and dedicate the Piece. to thee : F w not s inch; 
f would I bad been at the Charge of thy better Litterature. Flomfoever , if thon canft but 
| Spell, and j join my Senfe, there is more hope of thee, than of a Hundred fa aftidious Imperti- 

nents, who were there prefent the firft Day, yet never made prece of their Profpett the right way. 
hey did they come for, then? thou willt askme. I wil as punftually.anfwer : To fee; and to be 
: To make a general mufter of themfelves in their Clothes of Credit.: and poffe/s the Stage 
again the Play :."To diflike all, but mark nothing. And by their confidence of rifing between the. 
AS, in Oblique Lines, make Affidavit to the whole Honje, of their not underftandmg one Scene. 
Arm "4 with this Prejudice, as the Stage-furniture, or Arras-cloaths, they were theré, as S pectators, 
away. For the Faces inthe Hangings, and they beheld alike ; fo I wilh they may do ever, and do truft 
my [elf and my Book, rather to thy ruftick Candor, than all the Pomp of their Pride, and folemn 
Ignorance to boot. “Fare thee well, and fall too. Read 


de 
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eae - og oe 7 ; : 
He Lord FRA MPUL, a Noble Gendeman, well educated, and bred a Schollar in Oxford, was Married 
Jf .- young, ‘to a Verttous Gentlewomap,. Sy2y’s Daughter of che South, whofe worth (though he truly en- 
: joy’d) he never could rightly value 3 but, as many green Husbands (given over co their extravagant De- 
lights, and fome peccant Humors of their own) occafion’d in his over loving Wife, fo deep a Melan- 
choly, by his leaving her in the time of her lying in of her fecond Daughter, fhe having brought him only two 
“Daughters, Frences and Letitia: and (out of her hure Fancy) interpreting that to be a Caufe of her Husband’s 
coldnefs in Affection, her not being bleft wich a Son, took a Refolution with her felf, after her Months time, and 
Thankfgiving rightly in che Gburch, to quit her home, witcha Vow never to return, till by reducing her Lord fhe 
could bring a with’d happintefs to. the Family. us 

He in che mean time returning, and‘hearing of this departure of his Lady, began, though over-late, to refent 
the Injury he had done her : and out of his Gock-braind Refolution, entred into as folemn a queft of her. Since 
when, neither of them had been heard of... But the eldeft Daughter Frances, by the Title of Lady Frampul, en- 
joyed the Sace, her Sifter being loft young, and is the fole Reli& of the Family.. , 

. "A&I, Here begius our Comedy. 

This Lady, being a Brave, Bountiful Ledy, and enjoying this free, and plentiful Eftate, hath an ambitious Dif- 
pofition to be efteemed the Miftrefs of many Servants, but lovesnone. And hearing of a famous New-Inn, that is 
kepe by a merry Hof, call’d ‘Good-frock in Barnet, invites fome Lords and Gentlemen to wait on her thither, as well 
to fee the Fafhions of the Place,.as to make themfelves merry, with the Accidents on the by. I: happens, there 
is a melancholick Gentleman, one Mafter Lovel, hath been lodg’d there fome days before in the Isa, who, (unwil- 
ling to be feen) is {urpriz’d by the Lady, and invited by Prudence, the Ladies Chamber-maid, who is ele&ed Go- 
werne{s of the Sports in. the Inn for chat day, and inftal’d their Soveraign. Lovel 1s perfwaded by the Hof, and yields 
to the Ladies invitation, which’ concludes the Firft Ad. Having reveal’d his Quality before to the Hof. — 

| Inthe Second Ad. | | , 

Prudence and her Lady exprefs their Anger conceiwd at the Taylor, who had promifed to make Prudence a new 
Suit, and bring ic home, as on the Eve, againft this day. But he failing of his word, the Lady had commanded a 
Standard of her own beft Apparel to be brought down ; and Prudence is fo fitted. ‘The Lady being put in mind 
chat the is there alone without other Company of Women, borrows (by the advice of Pr«) che HofsSon of. the” 
Houfe, whom thedrefs with the Hos confent, like a _— .and fend out the Goachman, with the empty Coach, | 
as for a Kinfwoman of her Ladithips, MiftrefS Letitia Syly, to bear her Company : Who attended with his Nurfe, 
an old Chair-woman in the Inn, dreft oddly by che Hofs Council, is believed to be a Ledy of Quality,. and fo ier 
eeiv’d, entertain’d, -and Love made coher by. the young Lord Beaufort, &cc. Inthe meantime the Fly of the Ina is 
difcover’d to Colunel Glorious, with the Mulitia of che Houfe, below the Stairs, inthe Drawer, Taptter, Chamberlain, 
and Hoftler, inferiour Officers; with the Coochman Trusdle, Ferret, &c. And, the preparation is made, to the 
Ladies defign upon Lovel, his upon her, and the Severaigns upon both. | | , 
hes We aeacee - Here begins, at the Third AG,, the ai or bufinefs of the Play. : 

Lovel, by the dexterity and wit of the Soveraign of the Sports, Prudence 5 having two hours affigned him, of free 
Colloguy, and Love-making to his Mi/trefs, one after Dinner, the other after Supper ; the Court being fer, is demand- 
ed by the Lady Frampul, what Love is? as doubting if there were any fuch Power, or no. To whom he firft by De- 
finition, and after by Argument anfwers, . proving and defcribing the effects of Love, fo'vively, as fhe who had de- 
rided the Name of Love before, hearing his Difcourfé, is now fo taken both with che Man and his Matter, as fhe con - 
feffech her felf enamour’d of him, and, but for the ambition fhe hath to enjoy the other Hour, had prefently declar’d 
her felf : which gives both him and the Spectators occafion to think fhe yet difflembles, norwichftanding the payment 
of her kifs, which he Celebrates: And the Court diffolves, upon a-news brought, Of a ucw, Lady,.a newer Coach, 
and a new Coachman calPd Barnaby, = a ae ene nets 

Ad. WV. The Houfe being put into a noife, with the Rumor of this new Lady, and there being drinking below 
san che Courts the Colonel, Sit Glorious, with Bat. Burff, a broken Citizen, and Hodge Huffle hisChampion ;, the falls 
into their Hands, and being attended but with one Foot-man, is uncivilly éntreated by them, and a Quartel comp 
menc’d, byc is refcued by the Valour of Lovely which belield a the Lady Frampul, from the Window, fhe is invited 
up for fafery; where. cortime, ‘and cbndadied By the Hof, her, G own is firft difcover’d to be the fame with the whole 
Suit, which was befpoken for Pry, and, fhe he t felf, upon examination, found, to be Pinnacia Stuff, the TaylersWite, 
who was wont to be preoccupied ia all his Cuftomers beft Clothes, by the Foot-man her Husband. They are both 
condemn’d and cenfur'd, fhe ftripe like a Déxey; and fént home.a.foor. In the interim, the fecond hour goés on, and, 
the queftion; at fute of ‘the Lady Frampul;. id chang’d from, Love to V alowr; which ended, he receives his fecond kils, 
and by the Rigor of che,Seversigs, falls into a Fic of Melanctioly, worfe, qr more defperate chan the firft! = 

The Fifth and laft Ad is the Cataftropbe, or Knitting up of all, where Fly-brings word to.the Ha, of the Lord Beas- 
forts béing matried: privately int che New-ftable, to the fuppos’d Lady, hisSon ; which the Hsf# receiveseas an omen 
of Mirth 5. Buc.complains chat. Lovel is gone,to J ed melancholick, when P rudence appears dreft in che new Suit, ap- 
plauded by her. Lady, and empoy’d to’ recrive Lovel. ; The Hoff encounters them, with this relation of L. Beaufort’s 
marriage, which is {econded by the L. Latimer,:and all:che Servants of the Houle. In this while, L. Beaufort comes in, 
and protefles it,-callsfor his Bed and Bride'bow!, to be made ready, che Hof forbids both, fhews whom he hath imar- 
ried, and difcovers him to be his Son, a Boy. The Lord Bridegroom confounded, che Nur/e enters like a frantick 
Bedlam, cries oucon Fly, fays fhe is undone in her Daughter, who is confeffed to be che Lord Frarspul’s Child; Sifter 
ro the ocher Laxly, the Hoff tobe their Father, She his Wife. He’ finding his Children, beftows them one on Love, 
the other onthe Lord Beaufort, the Inn upon Fly, who had been a Gipfey with him ; offers a Portion with Prudence, 
for her Wit, which is refufed ; and the taken,..by the Lord Latimer, to Wifes for the Crown of her Vertue and 


Goodnefs. And allare contented. 
| | THE 


- 
=e 


723 


but this day utterly neglects his Service, or that hints 
For he is fo enamour'd on the Fly of the Inn, and the 
Militia below Stairs, with Hodge Huffle, ad Bat 
Burft, Guefts that come in, and Trundle, Barnabe, 
Cec. asno other Society relifheth with him. 


| The SCENE 
BARN OE T 
Th PERSONS of th PLA Y. 
Wich fome fhort Characterifm of the Chief Actors. 
NY Ood-ftock, the Holt (plaid well) alias, 
the Lord Frampul. He pretends to be a 
Gentleman and a Scholar, negleted by 
the Times, turns Holt, and keeps an Inn, 
the Sign of the Light Heart in Barnet: is fuppofed 
to have one only Son, but is found to have none, but 
two Daxghters, Frances and Letitia, who was loft 
joung, & | 
Lovel. A compleat Gentleman, a Soldier and a 
Scholar, isa melancholy Gueft in the Inn: firft quar- 
relfd, after much honour'd and belov'd by the Hott. 
He is known to have been Page to the old Lord Beau- 
fort, follow'd hiw inthe French Wars, after a Com- 
panion of his Studies, and left Guardian to his Son. 
Re is affified in his Love tothe Lady Frampul, by the 
Holt, asd the Chambermaid Prudence. He was one 
that acted well too. : 
Ferret. Who is alfo called Stote and Vermin, is 
Lovel's Servant, a Fellow of a quick nimble Wit, 
knows the Manners and se of People, and can 
make profitable and timely difcoveries of them. 
_ Frank.- Suppos’d a Boy, and the Hofts Son, bor- 
rowed to be dreft for a Lady, and fet up asa ftale by 
Prudence, ¢o catch Beaufort or Latimer, proves to 
be Letitia, Sifter to Frances, azd Lord Frampul’s 
geunger Daughter, ftolx by a Beggar-woman, shorn, 
put into Boys Apparel, fold to the Holt, and brought up 
by hint as his Son. | 
Nurfe. A poor Chair-womanin the Inn, with one 
Eye, that tends the Boy, is thought the Irifh Beggar 
that fold him, but is truly the Lady Frampul, who left 
her home melancholick, and jealows that ber Lord lou'd 
her not, becanfe fhe brought hin none but Daughters, 
and lives unknown to her Husband, as he to her. 
Frances, Suppofed the Lady Frampul, being repu- 
ted his fole Daughter and Heir, the Barony defcend- 
ing upon Ber, is a Lady of great Fortunes, and Bean- 
ty, but phantaftical : thinks nothing a felicity, but to 
have a multitude of Servants, and be call’d Miftrefs 
by them, comes to the Inn to be merry, with a Chamber- 
maid only, and ber Servants her Guefts, &c. 
Prudence. The Chamber-maid is eleded Sove- 
reign ofthe Sports in the Inn, Governs all, Commands, 
and fo orders, asthe Lord Latimer is exceedingly ta- 
ken with her, and takes her to his Wife, in conclufton. 
Tord Latimer avd Lord Beaufort, are a pair o 
young Lords, Servants and Guefts to the Lady Fram- 
pul, datas Latimer falls examour'd of Prudence, fo 
doth Beaufort on the Boy, the Holts Sov, fet up for Le- 
titia, the younger Sifter, which fhe proves to be indeed, 
Sir Glorious Tipto. A Kuight, and Colonel; hath 
the luck to think well of himfelf, without a Rival, 
talks glorioufly of any thing, but very feldom ts in the 
right. He isthe Ladies Gueft, and her Servant too s 


Fly. Is the Parafite of the Inn, Viftter general of 


the Honfe, one that had been a firelling Gipfee, but 
now is reclamd, to be Inflamer of the Reckonings. 


Peirce. Lhe Drawer, Krighed by the Colonel, 


fiild Sir Pierce, and young Anone, one of the 


chief of the Infantry. 
Jordan. The Chamberlain, another of the Militia, | 


and an Officer, Commands the Tertia of the Beds. 


ug. Lhe Tapfter, a Through-fare of News. 
pei. The Hoftler. ee 
- Bat Burft. A broken Citizen, an tu and in Man: C7. 
Hodge Huffle. A Cheater, his Champion. | 
Nick Stuff. The Ladies Taylor. 
Pinnacia Stuff. His Wift. 
Trundle. A Coachman, 
* Barnabe. A hir'd Coachman. 


Staggers, The Swzith. - 
Tree. The Sadler, , Only talk on. 


_ The PROLOGUE. 


VY Ox are welcome, welcome all to the New Inn 5 
Though the old Houfe,we hope our Chear will win 
Tour’ Acceptaion > we ha’ the fame Cook oo 


Still, and the fat, who fays, you fha’ not look 

Long for your Bill of Fare, but every Difh 

Be leodia 2’ the time, and to your wifh: 

If any thing be fet to a wrong tafte, 7 
"Tis not the Meat, there, but the Mouth’s difplac'd, 
Remove but that fick Palate, all is well. 

For this, the fecure Dreffer bad me tell, 

Nothing more hurts jujt Meetings, than a Crouds 
Or, when the Expecfation'’s grown too loud: 

That the nice Stomach would ha this or that; 

And being askd, or urgd, it knows not what: 
When fharp or fweet, have been too muco a Feaft, 


And both out liv'd the Palate of the Gucft. 


Beware to bring fuch Appetites tothe Stage, 


They do confefs a weak, fick, queafie Age 5 

And a forew'd grudging too of Ignorance, 
When Clothes and Faces ‘bove the I$en advance : 
Hear for your Health, then, But at any hand, 
Before you judge, vouchfufe to underjtand, 
Concot, digeft:if then, it do not bit, 

Some are in aConfumption of Wit, 

Deep, he dares fay, ke will not think, that all-- 
For Hetticks are wot Epidemical. 
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- There *tis expreft ! firft, by a Purfe of Gold, 
‘A heavy Purfe, 
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242ZOr Prior Bolton with his Boft and Zon. 
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A& I. Scene L 
Hoff, Ferret. 


Am not pleas’d, indeed, you arerthe rights —_| 
Nor is my Houfe pleas’d, if my Sign could fpeak, 
The Sign o’ che Light-Heart. There you may 
read it ; 

So may your Matfter too, if he look on’t. i 

A Heart weigh’d with a Feather, and out weigh’d too: 

A Brain-child o’ my own! and I am proud on't! 

And if his Worfhip chink, here, to be melancholy, 

In fpight of me or my Wit, he is deceiv’d 3 

I will maintain che Rebus gainft all Humours, 

And all Complexions i’ the Body of Man, 

That’s my word, ori the Ifle of Britain ! 

Fer. You have Reafon good mine Hoft. Hof: Sir Ihave 
Whether it be by chance or Art, (Rhime too. 
A heavy Purfe makes a light Heart. 
and then two Turtles, makes, /7. Mate? 
A Heart with a Light ftuck in’t, « Light-beart 1 +7. 
Old Abbot [fp could not itivent better, | 


-Tam an Inn-keeper, and know my Grounds, 
nd ftudy "em; Brain o° Man, I ftudy jana: 


Ltn 4 ie pel ha? jovial Guefts co drive my Ploughs, 


d whiftling Boys to bring my Harveft home, 
= I thall hess i: Flails thwack. Here, your Mafter 
And you ha’ been this Fortnight, drawing Fleas 
Out of my Mats, and pounding ’em in Cages 
Cut out of Cards, and thofe rop'd round with Pack-thred, 
Drawn thorow Birdlime ! a fine fubtiley! 
Or poring through a Multiplying-glafs, . 
Upon a captiv’d Crab-loufe, or a Cheefeé-mite 
To be diffected, as the Sports of Nature, 
With a neat Spanifh Needle ! Speculations 
That do become the Age, Ido confefs ! 
As meafuting an Ants Eggs, with the Silk-worms, 
By a Phantattick Inftrument of Thred, 
Shall give you their juft difference to a fair! 
Or elfe recovering o’ dead Flies with Crums! 
(Another quaint conclufion 7’ the Payfcks) 
Which I ha’ fzen you bufie at, through che Key-hole— 
But never had the Fate to fee a Fly Ent. Lovel, 
Alive i your Cups, or once heard, drink mine Hof, 
Or fuch a cheartul chirping Charm come from you. 


AG TL Scene Ih 


Lovel, Ferret, Hoff. 


VN 7 tats that 2 what’s that? Fer. A buzzing of mine 
About a Flv !.a murmur that he has. (Host 

Hof. Sic Lam telling your Store here, Monfieur Ferret, 

(For that I hear’s his Name) and dare tell you, Sir, 

If you havea mind to be melancholy, and mutlty, 

‘There's Footmans Inn, at the Towns end, the Stocks, 


Or Carriers Place, at Sign o’ the broken Wain, 


| Manfions of State! Take up your Harbour there, 
| There are both Flies and Fleas, and all variety _ 
| Of Vermin, for infpection or difleGion. 


Lov, We ha’ fet our reft up here, Sir, ? your Heart. 
Hoft. Sir fet your Heart at reft, you fhall nor do it :- 

Unlefs you can be jovial. Brain o’ : 

Be jovial firft, and drink, and dance, and drink. 

Your lodging here, and wi’ your daily dumps, 

Is a meer Libel ’gain my Houfe and me; (Hoft ? 

And, then, your {candalous Commons. Lov. How, mine 
Hoff. Sir, they do {candal me, upo’ the Road, here, 

A poor quotidian Rack o’ Mutton, roafted 

Dry to be grated! and that driven down 

Wich Bear and Butter-Milk, mingled together, 

Or clarified Whey inftead of Claret! 

. is againft my Free-hold, my Inheritance, . 
y Magna Charta, Cor latificat, 

To drink fuch Badordathe or Bonn -clabbed | foSe bn ar, 

Gi’ me good Wine, or Catholick, or Chriftian, a 

Wine is the Word chat glads the Heart of Man: 

And mine’s the Houfe of Wine, Sack, faysmy Buth, 

Be merry, and drink Sherry; that’s my Poefie! 

For I thall never joy i? my Light-heart, 


So long as I conceive a fullen Gueft, 


Or any thing that’s earthy ! Lov. Humorous Hott. 
Hoff. I care not if Ibe. Lov. But airy alfo, 

Not to defraud you of your Rights, ortrench . ¢ 

Upo’ your Privileges, or great Charter, . . 

(For thofe are every Hoftlers Language now) 

Say, you were born beneath thofe fmiling Scars, 

Have made you Lord, and owner of the Heare, 

Of the Light-heart in Barnet ; fuffer us 

Who are more Saturnine, t? enjoy the Shade 

Of your round Roof yet. Hof. Sir [keep no Shades 

Nor Shelters, I: for either Owls or Rere-mice. 


Act I, Scene Il. - 
Ferret, Hoft, Lowel. 


Hi: make you a Bird of Night, Sir. Hof. BlefS you 
You'll make your felves fuch. _ — Pe ei 
, Bs > § En. Fra. (the Hoft [peaks 
Lov. That your'Son,mine Hoft ; ETT ? 
Hoft. He’s all the Sons I have, Sir. Lov. Pretty Bey! 
Goes he to School? Fer.O Lord, Sir, he prates Latin 
And ’twere a Parror, or a Play-boy. Lev. Thou 
Commend’ft him fitly. Fer. Tothe pitch, he flies, Sir, 
He'll cell you what is Latin for a Looking-glafs, 
A Beard-brufh, Rubber, or Quick- warming Pan. 
Lov. What’sthat? Fer. a Wench, 7 the lnn-phrafe, is 
A Looking. Glafs in her Eye, (all thefe ; 
A Beard-bruth wich her Lips, 
A Rubber wich her Hand, 
And a Warming-pan with her Hips. 
Hoft. This, in your {curril DialeG. But my Inn 
Knows no fuch Language. F. That’s becaufe, mine Hof, 
You do profefs the ceaching him your felf. 


Flot. Sir, 


2 —— eee ee a 
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Hof. Sir, 1do teach him fomewhat. By degrees, | Under your Cap, this Vein of falt and tharpnefs! 
And with a Funnel, I make thift to fill _ | Thefe ftrikings upon Learning, now and then? 
The narrow Veffel, he is but yet a Bottle. (not. | How long havé you, (if your dull Gueft may ask it,) 


Lov. O let him lofe no time though. Hof: Sir, he do’s | Drove this quick Trade, of keeping the Light-heart,. 
Lov. And lefs his manners. Hof. I provide for chofe, too. | Your Manfion, Palace here, or Hoftelry ? 


Come hither Frank, {peak to the Gentleman _ Hoft. Troth, I was born to fomewhat, Sir, aboveit. 

In Latin: He is melancholy; fay, se Lov. Leafily fufpe& that: Mine Holt, your Name. 

I long to fee him merry, and fo would treat him. Hof: They call me Good-fock. Lov. Sir, and you con- 
| Fra. Subtriftis vifw es effe aliquantulim patri, Both i’ your Language, Treaty,4nd your Bearing. (fefsir, 

Qui te laute excipere, etiam ac tracare geftit. Lov. Pulcbre. Hof. Yet all, Sir, are not Sons o’ the white Hen; ee 
~ °° Hof, Tell him, I fear it bodes us fome ill luck, Nor can we, asthe Song/fer fays, come all 

His too refervednefs. Fra. Veretur pater, To be wrapt foft and warm in Forcunes Smock : 

Ne quid nobis mali ominis apportet ifte a When the is pléas’d:to trick or eromp Mankind, 

Nimis preciufus vultus. Lov. Belle. A fine Child! _ Some ae be Coats, as in the Cards; but, then SH4 

You wo’ not part with him, mine Hoft ? H.Who told you | Some muft be Knaves, fome Varlets, Bauds, and Oftlers, 


I would not? Lov. I but ask you. Hof. And I anfwer, As Aces, Duizes, Cards o’ten, to face it 

Towhom ? for what? Lov. To me, to be my Page. Out ? che Game, which all che World is. Zov. But, 

_ Hoft. 1 know no mifchief yet the Child hath done, | Ic being i’ your free will (as’twas) to choofe 

To deferve fuch a deftiny. Lov. Why ? Ho.Go down Boy, | What Parts you would fuftain, methinks, a Man tar A. 

And get your Breakfaft. Truft me, I had rather Of your fagacity, and clear Noftril, thould searrv cor eee’ (49, Or 
Take a fair Haleer, wafh my Hands, and hang him Have made, another choife, than of a Place | a 

My felf,make a clean riddance of him, than— Lo.What? | So fordid, as the keeping of an Inn: 


Host. Than damn him to that defperate courfe of Life. | Where every jovial Tinker, for his Chink, aT oe 
Lov. Call you that defperate, which by a Line May cry, mine Hoft, to Crambe, give ss Drink ; £7 7=— ! r pe ts 
Of Inftitution, from our Anceftors, And do not flink, but skink, or elfe you fink. «ut t+-vZ eae 
' Hath been deriv’d down to us, and receiv’d Rogue, Baud, and Cheater, call you by the Surnames, < ‘7 rg 
In a Succeffion, for the Nobleft way And known Synonyma of your Profeifion. “7 wyrte~ «7 sa Ai 
Of breeding up our Youth, in Letters, Arms, / Ebf: But if Ibe no fuch.; who then’s the Rogue, pe pf Enter 1 
Fair Mein, Dilcourfts;-civit Exercife, In underftanding, Sir, I mean? who errs? «4 «cae JR oe faecn 
And all the Blazon of a2 Gentleman ? Who tinkleth then? or Perfonates Thom Tinker? al pe ford “7 
Where can he learn to vault,’ to ride, to fence, Your Weazil here may cell you I calk baudy, . 
To move his Body gracefuller ? to [peak And teach my Boy it; and you may believe him : 
His Language purer ? or to tune his Mind, | But Sir, at your own Peril, if I do not: 
Or Manners, more to the harmony of Nature, And at his too, if he do lye, and affirm it. 
Than in thefe Nurferies of Nobility ?— | No Slander ftrikes, lefs hurts, the Innocent. 
Hoff. I chat was, when the Nurferies felf was Noble, | If Ibe honeft, and that all the Cheat 
And only Vertue made ic, not the Market, Be of my felf, in keeping this Lighe Heart, 
That Titles were not vented at the Drum, | Where, LT imagine all the World’s a Play 3 
Or common out-cry 3 Goodnefs gave the Greatnefs, The State, and Mens Affairs, all Paflages 
And Greatnefs Worthip : Every Houfe became | OF Life, co {pring new Scenes; come in, go out, 
An Academy of Honour, and thofe Parts— And fhift, and vanifh; and if I have got 
We fee departed, in the Practice, now, | A Seat, to_fie at eafe here, 1? mine Inn, tpn! 
Quite from the Inftitution. Lov. Why do you fay fo? | To fee the Comedy; and Taugh, and chuck | 
Or think fo envioufly ? do they nor ftill At the variety and throng of Humors , 
Learn there the Centaures Skill, the Are of Zérace, And Difpofitions, that come juftling in, 
To ride? or Pollux Myftery, to Fence ? | And out ftill, as they one drove hence another : 
The Pyrrbick Geftures, both to Dance and Spring Why, will you envy me my happinefs? 
In Armour, to be active for the Wars ? — Becaufé you are fad and lumpith ; carry a Load. ftong 
To ftudy Figures, Numbers, and Proportions, _ | TP your Pocket, to hang Knives on 5 or jet Rings, 
May yield ’em great in Counfels, and the Arts T’ entice light Seraws toleap at em} arenottaken’ | 
_ Grave Neffor, and the wife Uly/es practis’d ?- With the alacrities of an Hoft! ’Tis more, 
To make their Englijh {weet upon their Tongue! And juftlier, Sir, my wonder, why you took 
As Rev’rend Chaucer fays?”Hof. Sir igs miftake, My Houfe up, Fidlers Hall, che Seat of noife, 
To play Sir Pandarws my Copy hath ie, And mirth, an Inn here, ‘to be droufie in, 
And carry Meflages co Madam Creffide. And lodge your Lethargy in the Light Heare, 
Inftead of backing the brave Steed, 0’ Mornings, As if fome Cloud from Court had been your Harbinger, — 
To mount the Chambermaids and for a leap | Or Cheap-fide Debt-Books, or fome Miftrefs charge, 
¥49O’ the vaulting Horfe, to ply the vaulting Houfe: | Seeing your Love grow corpulent, gi’ ic a Dyer, 
J44F or exercife of Arms, a Bale of Dice, eS: ProXy of By abfence, fome fuch mouldy Paffion! 
Or two or three Packs of Cards to fhew the Cheat#-s% | “£0. Tis guefs’d unhappily. Fe. Mine Hoft, yo’re call’d.. 
‘And nimblenefs of Hand : miftake a Cloak - H. I come, Boys. L. Ferret, have not you been ploughing 
From my Lords back, and pawn it. Eafe his Pockets | Wich this mad Ox, mine Hoft ? Nor he wich you ? _ 
Of a fuperfluous Watch. Or geld a Jewel Fer. For what Sir? Lov. Why, to find my Riddle ous. ary ZirG + 
Of an odd Stone or fo. Twinge three or four Buttons Fer. I hope, you do believe, Sir, I can find Far) ml fu fo Sor 
From off my Ladies Gown. ‘Thefe are che Arts, Other Difcourfe tobe at, than my Mafter WLAOT avr ne 24 
Or Seven liberal deadly Sciences With Hofts and Hoftlers. Lov. If you can, ’tis well. 2397” VA 
Of Pagery, or rather Paganifm, | Go down, and fee, who thgy are comein, what Guelts,;<-/4. x7 
As the Tides run. To which, if he apply him, | And bring me word. 4 bef AVA Soa!” pte Vic, Les ¢ 
He may, perhaps, take a degree at Tyburn, A Fatiin « J. ihe 


' A year the earlier : come to read a Lecture © 
$44U pon Aquinas at S. Thomas a Waterings, > 
And fo go forth a Laureat in Hemp circle! — (foning, | | 
Lov. You're tart, mine Hoft, and talk above your fea- : Act 
O’re what you feem: ic fhould not come, methinks | 


y fu Oke thesettic vf bee frit, W404, | ie : : 
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A&t I. Scene IV. 
- Lovel. 


Love, what Paffion art thou! 

Sotyrannous! and treacherous! firft r’enflave, 
And then betray, all chat in eruth do ferve thee: 
Thar not the wifeft, nor the warieft creature, 
Can more diffemble thee, than he can bear 
Hot burning Coals, in his bare Palm, or Bofom: 
And lefs, conceal, or hide thee, than a flafh 
Of enflam’d Powder, whofe whole light doth lay it 
Open to all difcovery, even of thofe 
Who have but half an eye, and lefs of nofe ! 
An Hoft, to find me! who is, commonly, 
The Log, a little o’ this fide the Sign-poft! 
Or at the beft fome round grown thing, 2 Jug, 
Fac’d with a Beard, that fills out to the Guefts, 


pptoSed MM, 


at, And takes in fro’ the fragments o? their Jefts ? 


/4~ Do not opprefs me, I will be as filent, 
| As the tame Lover fhould be, and as foolith. 


“ “oe Body But I may wrong this out of fullennefs, 
Lys yt @& Ov my miftaking Humour ? Pray thee, Phant’fie, 
ys long Be lay’d again. And gentle Melancholy, 


Act I. Scene V. 
Hoff, Ferret, Lovel. 


Y Gueft, my Gueft, be jovial, I befeech thee. 
I have freth golden Guefts, Guefts o’the Game: 
Three Coach full! Lords! and Ladies! new come in. 
And I will cry them to thee, and thee to them, 
So can Lfpring a Smile, but rchis Brow, 
_ Thatlike the rugged Roman Alderman 
Dos oy EAA Old Matter furnam’d *Afaes@- 
er - Was never feen to laugh, bute as an Afs. 
Aus Ac~ Fer Sir, here’s the Lady Frampul. Lov. How! Fer, And 
Crud, Vet Lord Beaufort, and Lord Latimer, the Colonel (her train, 
fe?  Tipto’, with Mrs. Cs, the Chamber-maid : 
Trundle, the Coachman— Lov.Stop, difcharge the Houfe: 
And get my Horfes ready, bid the Groom 
Bring them to the back Gate. Hof. What mean you, Sir 
Lov. To take fair leave,.mine Hoft. Hof: 1 hope, my 
Though I have talked fomewhat above my fhare, (Guet, 
Ac large, and been i’the Altitudes, th’Extravagants, 


[ Enter Ferret. 


The New Inn. 


The Secret is, I would not willingly 

See, or be feen, to any of this Ging, 

Efpecially the Lady. Hof: Brain o man, 

What Monfter is fhe ? or Cocatrice in Velvet, 

That kills thus? Lov. O good words, mine Hoft. Sheis 

A noble Lady! great in Blood and Fortune! 

Fair! and a Wic! but of fo bent a Phanr’fie, 

As the thinks naught a'Happinefs, butco have | 

A multitude of Servants! and to get them, 

(Though fhe be very honeft) yet fhe ventures 

Upon thefe Precipices, that would make her 

Not feem fo, to fome prying, narrow natures. 

We call her, Sir, the Lady Frances Frampul, 

Daughter and Heir co the Lord Frampul. Hof: Who? 

He that did love in Oxford, firft a Student, 

And after, married with the Daughter of-- Lov. Sidy. (fter. 
Hof-Right,of whom the Tale wene,to turn Puppet-mia- 
Lov. And travel with young Goofe, the Motion-man. .” 
Hof. And lie, and live with the Gipfes half a year — 

Together, from his Wife. Lov. The very fame: 

The mad Lord Frampul! And this fame is his Daughter: 

But as Cock-brain’d as ere the Father was! | 

There were Two of ’em, Frances and Letitia ; 

But Letice was loft young ; and, asthe Rumour - 

Flew then, the Mother upon it loft her felf. 

A fond weak Woman, went away in a Melancholy, 

Becaufe fhe brought him none but Girls, fhe choughe 

Her Husband Jov’d her not. And he, as foolifh, — - 

Too late refenting the caufe giv’n, went after, , 

In queft of her, and was not heard of fince. 

Hof. A ftrange divifion of a Family!’ 

Lov. And {cattered as i’ the great confufion! 

Hof. But yet the Lady, th’ Heir, enjoys the Land. °* 
Lov. And takes all lordty ways how to confume it 


-| As nobly as fhe can ; if Clothes, and Feafting, 


And the authoriz’d means of Riot will do ic. 


Ons | Enter Ferrets 
Hoft. She fhews her Extract, and I honour her for it., 


Ac& I. Scene VI. 


Ferret, Lovel, Hoft, Cicelie. 


7 Our Horfes, Sir, are ready; and the Houfe 
Dif— Lov. Pleas’d thou think’ft ? 
Fer. I cannot tell, difcharg’d 


I’m fure it is. Lov. Charge it again good Ferret. 

And make unready the Horfes : Thou knoweft how. 
alk, and renew the Randels, Tam now =. vu 

Refolv’d to ftay. Fer. I eafily thought fo, (To throw 


Neither my felf, nor any of mine have gi’n you 
The caufeto quit my Houfé thus on the fudden. 
Lov. No, I affirm it on my Faith. Excufe me 


From fuch a rudenefs ; I was now beginning 
To tafteand Jove you: and am heartily forry, 
Any occafion fhould be fo compelling, 
To urge my abrupt departure thus. Bue—— 

_ Neceflity is a Tyrane, and commands it. 

Hof. She thall command me firft to fire my Bufh ; 
Then break up Houfe : Or, if chat will not ferve, . 
To break with all the World. Turn Country Bankrupt, 
I’ mine own Town, upo’ the Market-day, 

And be protefted for my Butter and Eggs, 

To the laft Bodge of Oats, and Bottle of Hay 5 

Ere you fhallleave meI will break my Heart: 

Coach, and Coach-horfes, Lords, and Ladics Pack ? 

All my freth Guefts thall ftink! Pil pull my Sign down, 

Convert mine Innto an Alms-houfe! or a Spictle 

For Lazers, or Switch-fellers ! Turn itto 

An Academy o’ Rogues! or git away 

For a Free-School to breed up Beggars in, 

And fend ’em cothe canting Univerfities 

Before you leave me. Lov. Troth, and I confefs 

1am Idth, ming Holt, toleave you: your Expreflions 

Both cake and hold me. Bur, in cafe I ftay, a1 
_IT mutt enjoin you and your whole Family 

To privacy, and cto concealme. For, 


When you fhould hear what's purpos’d. Lev. What ? Fer. 
The Houfé out o’the Windo’ ? Hof. Braino’ man, 

I thall ha’ the worft o chat! will they not throw 

My Houfhold-ftuff out firft, Cufhions, and Carpets, 


Chairs, Stools,and Bedding ? is not their 9 my ruin? 


Lov. Fear not, mine Hoft,I am not o’ the Fellowthip. 
Fer, I cannot fee, Sir, how you will avoid ic; 


They know already, all, you are i’the Houfe. (enquir’d it. 


Lov. Who know ? F. The Lords : they have feen me,and 
Lov. Why where you feen ? Fer. Becaufe indeed 1 had 
No Med’cine, Sir, to go invifible : 
No Fern-feed in my Pocket ; nor an Opal 
Wrapt in a Bay-leaf i’my left Fift, | 
To charmtheir Eyes with. H. He does give you reafons 
As round as Giges Ring: Which, fay the Ancients, 
Was a hoop Ring; and that 1s, round as a Hoop. | 
Lov.You will-ha’ your Rebs ftill,mine Holt. Hof I muft. 
Fer. My Lady too,look’t ouco’the windo’,and call’d me. 
And fee where Secretary Prs. comes from her, | 
| [ Enter Prudence. 


- 


Employ’d upon fome Embafly unto you | 
Hoff. Vil meet ber if fhe come upon Employment 
Fair Lady, welcome, as your Hoft can make you. 
Pra. Forbear, Sir, Iam fift co have mine Audience, 


Before 


a The New Tun. 


Before the Complement. This Gentleman 
Is my Addrefs to. Hof. And it is in ftare. 
‘ — Prg. My Lady, Sir, as glad o” the encounter 
To find a Servant here, and fuch a Servant, 
Whom fhe fo values; with her beft refpedts, 
Defires to be remembred: and invites — 
Your Noblenefs, to be a part, today, | 
OF the Society, and Mirch intended | 
By her, and the young Lords, your Fellow-fervants. 
Who are alike ambitious of enjoying 
The fair requeft ; and ¢o chat end have fent 
Me, their imperfed& Oraror, to obtain ic : 
Which if Imay, they have Ele&ed me, 
And Crown’d me, with the Title of a Soveraign 
Of the days Sports devifedi’the Inn, , 
So you be pleas’d to add your fuffrage to it. 
Lov. So Ibe pleas'd, my gentle Miftrefs Prudence 
y¥0You cannot think me of that courfe Condition, 
T’ envy you any thing. Hoff. That’s nobly faid! 
And like my Gueft! Lov. I gratulate your Honour; 
And fhould, with chear, lay hold on any Handle 
That could advance ic. see for me to chink, | 
I can be any Rag or Particle | 
O your Ladies care, more than to fill her Lift, 
She being the Lady, that profeffech ftill | 
To love no Soul or Body; but for ends ; 
Which are her Sports: And is not nice to {peak this, 
But doth proclaim ie, in all Companies ; 
Her Ladifhip muft pardon my weak Counfels, 
And weaker will, if icdecline ¢ obey her, 
Pru. O Matter Level, ig muft not give credit 
To all that Ladies publickly profefs, eee 
Sf Or talk, o’ th’ Volle, unto their Servanrs. <<° Psa 
Their Tongues and Thoughts oft times lye faf 4 iindef. 
Yer, when the pleafe, they have their Cabinet-counfels, 
And referv’d Thoughts, and can retire chemfelves __ 
As well'as others. Host. I, the fubrleft of us!; | 
All that is born within a Ladies Lips , a 
Pr. Isnot the [flue of cheir Hearts, mine Hoft. —_- 
Hof. Or kifS, or drink afore me.‘ Pru. Stay, excufe me; 
Mine Errand is not done. Yet, if her Ladifhips . 
Slighting, or difefteem, Sir, of your Service, 
Hath formerly begot any diftafte, — oe 
Which I not know of: here, I vow unto you, — 
Upon a Chamber-maids fimplicity, os 
Referving, ftill, che Honour of my Lady, 
I will be bold co hold che Glafs up tp her, 
To thew her Ladifhip where the hath err’d, 
And how to tender fatisfa@ion : | 
So you vouchfafe to prove, bue the days venture. 


. 


| Hath caft his firft Affe@tions on this La 
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Lov. I ha’ fent her Toys, Verfes, and Anagram’s, 
Trials o’? Wit, mere Trifles the has commended, — 


+ But knew not whence they caine, nor could the guefs. 


Host. This was a pretty ridling way of woving! 
Lov. I oft have been, too, in her Company ; 
And look’d upon her, a whole day ; admir’d her ; 

Lov’d her, and did not tell her fo; lov’d ftill, 


| Look’d ftill, and lov’d ; and Jov’d, and look’d, and figh’d : 


Bur,. as a Man negleéted, I came off, | . : 
And unregarded— Hef. Could you blame her, Sir, 
When you were filent, and not faid a word? 

Lov. O but I lov’d thé more;. and fhe might read it - 
Beft,in my filence, had fhe been— Hof. As melanchovick 
As you are. ’Pray you, why would you ftand mute, Sir ? 

Lov. O thereon hangs a Hiftory, mine Hoit. LP so aes OX . 
Did you ever know, or: az é Lord Beau/ort, 
Who ferv’d fo bravely in France? I was his Page, | 
And ere he dy’d, his Friend ! I follow’d him, 
Firft, ? che Wars, andi’ the times of Peace, 


I waited on his Studies ; which were right. 


He had no Arthurs, nor no Roficleer’s, 

No Knights 0° the Sus, nor Amadis de Gauls, 
Primations, and Pantagruel’s, publick Nothings; 
Abortives of the Fabulous, dark Cloyfter, 

Sent out to poifon Courts and infcft Manners ; 
But great Achilles, Agamcmnons A&ts, 

Sage Neffors Counfels, and Uly/fes Stights, 

Tydides Fortitude, as Homer wrought them 

In bis immortal Phant’fie, for Examples 


, | OF che Heroick Vertue.. Or, as Virgil, 


That Mafter of the Epick Poem, linin’d 

Pious eZneas, his religious Prince, 

Bearing his aged Parent on his Shoulders, 

Rapt from the Flames of Troy, with his young Son. 
And thefe he brought to practife, and to ufe. 

He gave me firft my Breeding, I acknowledge, 
Then fhowr’d his Bounties on me, like the Howres, 
That open-handed fie upon the Clouds, 

And prefs the Liberality of Heaven 

Down to the Laps of thankful Men! But then! 
The truft committed to me, at his death, 


SIO 


: | Was above all! and left fo ftronga tye 


On all my Powers! as time thall not diflolve ! 

Till it diffolve it felf, and bury all! 

The care of his brave Heir, and only Son / 

Who being a Vertuous, fweet, young, hopeful Lord, 
dy. 

And though I know, ‘and may prefume her fuch, 


.| As, out of Humor, will return no Love; . 


And therefore might indifferently be made 


Hof.What fay you Sir? where are you 2 are you within? The Courting-ftock, for all to pra@ife on, 


Lov. Yes, I will wait upon her, and the Company. 
‘Hof. It iSenough, Queen Prudence ; I will bring him: — 
And, o’ this kifs. I long’d to kifs a Queen! 7 
Lev. There isno Life on Earth, buc being in Love! 
There areno Xudies, no Delights, no Bufinels, — 
No enrercourfe, or trade of Senfe, or Soul, — 
But what is Love : I was the lazieft Creature, — 
The moft unproficable fign of nothing, 
The verieft Drone, and flept away my Life 
Beyand the Dormoufe, till I was in Love! 
And, now, Ican out wake the Nightingale, _ 
Out-watch an Ufurer, and Out-walk him ta0, 
Stalk like a Ghoft, that haunted bout a Tyeafure, — 
Andall that phane’f'd Treafure, icisLove! 
Hof. But is your name Love-sl, Sir, or Love-well 2 
J would know that. Lov. Ido not know’e my elf; 
Whether it is. But it is Love hath been | | 
The Hereditary Paffion of our Houfe, 
My gentle Holt, and, as I guefs, my Friend ; 
' Fhe cruth is, Ihave lov’d this Lady long, 
And impotently;“ with defire enough, 
Bue no fuccefs: for I have {till forborn — : 


As fhe dosh practife on all us, to feorn: 

Yet, out of a Religion to my Charge, © 

And Debt profefs'd, I ha’ made a Self-decree, 

Nere to exprefs my Perfon , though my’ Paffion 

Burn me to Cinders. Hof. Then yo’are not fo fubtil, 

Or half fo readin Love-crafr, as I took you. 

Come, come, you are no Pheenix, an’ you were, - 

I fhould expeé& no Miracle trom your Ahes. 

Take fome advice. Be ftill chat Rag of Love, 

You are.. Burn on till you turn Tinder. 7 

This Chamber-maid may hap to prove the Steel, 

To ftrike a fparkle out 0’ che Flint, your Miftrefs 
May beget Bonfires yet, you do not know, 

What light may be forc’d out, and from what darknefi. 
_ Lov. Nay, I am fo refolv’d, as ftill PH love 

Tho’ not confefs,it. Hof. That’s, Sir, as ie chances : 


-| We'll throw the Dice for ic : Chear up. Lov. I do. 


To expre(sit, in my Perfon, to her. Hof. Howschen ? Ast 
frp wp He ogee wren moh og Pein 5 
A bert 4 F —— 
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Act IL Scene I. 
_ Lady, Prudence. 


eee Wench, this Suit will ferve: difpatch,make ready. 


Ic was a greac deal with the biggeft for me ; 
Which made me leave it off after once wearing. | 
How do’sit fic ? wilt come together? Pra. Hardly. | 

Lad. Thou muft make thife with it. Pride feels no Pain. 
Girt thee hard, Pra. Pox o this errand Taylour, 
He angers me beyond all mark of Patience. 
Thefe bafe Alechanicks never keep their word, 
In any thing they promife. Prs.’Tistheir Trade, Madam, 
To {wear and break, they all grow rich by breaking, 
More then their Words; their Honefties, and Credits, 
Are ftill che firft Commodity chey put off. : 
Lad. And worft, it feems, which makes’em do’t fo of- 
If he had but broke with me, Ihad not car’d, (ten. 
But, with the Company, the Body Politick— 
Pru. Fruftrate our whole defign, having that time, 
And the Materials in fo long before? | a 
Lad. And he to failin all, and difappoint us ? 
The Rogue deferves a torture— Pra. To be crop’d 


. With his own Scizzars. Lad. Let’s devife him one. 


_ Now I have got this on: I do forgive him, 


Pra. And ha’ the Stumps fear’d up with his own fea- 

| (ring Candle ? 

Lad. Clofe to his Head, to trundle on his Pillow? 

Vl ha’ the Leafe of his Houfe cut out into Meafures. 

Pre. And he be ftrangl’d with ’em? Lad. No, no Life 
T would ha’ toucht, but ftretch’d on his own Yard 
He fhould bea little,ha’ the frappado! Pru.Or an Ell of Taf- 
Drawn thorough hisGuts,by way of Glifter,& fir’'d (fata 
With Aqua vite? Lad. Burning ? the Hand 
With the preffing Iron cannot fave him. Pru. Yes, 
(cruel, 
What Robes he fhould ha* brought. Led. Thou art not 
Although ftreizht-lac’d, I fee, Pru ! Pra ! Thisis well. 

Lad.’ Tis rich enough ! But ’tis not whatI meantthee! 
I would ha? had thee braver then my felf, , 
And brighter far. “Twill fit the Players yet, 7 
When thou haft done with jt, and yield thee fomewhat. 

Pre. That were illiberal, Madam, and mere fordid 
In me, to let a Suit of yours come there. 

Lad. Tut, all are Players, and but ferve che Scene, Pra, 
Difpatch 3 I fear thou doft not like the Province, 
Thou art fo long a fitting thy felf for ic. 

Here is a Scarf, to. make thee a Knot finer. 
Pr. You fend me a feafting, Madam. La.Wear it. Wench. 
Pru. Yes,but,with leave o your Ladithip,! would tell you 
This can but bear the Face of an odd Journey. 

Lad.Why Pru? Pru.A Lady of your Rank and Quality, 

To come to a publick Inn, fo many Men, — 
Young Lords, and others, 7” your Company ! 
And not a Woman but my felf, a Chamber-maid ! 

Lad. Thou doubt’ft to be ovér-laid Pra? Fear it not, 
Tl bear my Part, and thare with thee, i’ che Venture. 

Pru. O but the Cenfure, Madatn, is the main, 
What willthey fay of you? or judge of me? 

To be tranflated thus, bove all the bound 

Of fitnefs, or decorum? Lad. How, now ! Pru! 
Turn’d Fool upo’ the fudden, and talk idly 

Y chy beft Clothes! fhoot Bolts and Sentences — 
T affright Babies wich? asif I liv’d | 
‘To any other Scale than what’s my own ? 


adie. he a Or fought my Ielf, without my {elf from home ? 
pebey Is Pra, Your Ladifhip will pardon me, my fault, ... 
. @ "Vf I have over fhor, Vil fhoot no more. ; 7 4 


Lad. Yes fhoot again, good Pra, Pll ha thee fhoot, 
And aim, and hit: I know ’tis love in thee, | 
And fo Ido interpret it. Pre. Then Madam, 

Wd crave a farther leave. Led. Be it to Licence, 
It tha not want an Far, Pra, Say, what is it? 
Pre. A Toy Lhave, co raife a little Mirth 


k Voserdippy, tater Oy poring Be Qunh, wv grits Wert FZ 


af 


Fad pune mlb e/le tur dire ym feo “9 

yu pirive epee ptarom. &. 

ee hicta shee tafe fa) 4 : - ~ ; JA 
hte Ef ot El pe a8 12 


14, Vd 


eee) 


Tigh se Ho thi Fog 


bo, 
ot ARG oh, 


Tbe New Inn. 


To the defign in hand. Lad. Out withit Pre. 

If ic but chime of Mirth. Pr». Mine Hoft has, Madam, 

A pretty Boy i’ the Honfe, adainty Child, 7 

His Son, and is of your Ladithips Name too, Frances, 

Whom if you Ladifhip would borrow of him, 

And give meleave to drefs him, as I would, 

Should make the fineft Lady and Kinfwoman, - 

To keep you Company, and deceive my Lords, 

Upo’ the Matter, with a Fountain o’ fpore. - 
Lad. I apprehend thee, and the fource of Mirch 

That it may breed, but is he bold enongh, a 

The Child? and well affur'd ? Prv. As Tam, Madam, 

Have him in no fufpicion, more than me. : 

Here comes mine Hoft; will you but pleafe to ask him, 

Or let me make the Motion? Zed. Which thou wilt, Pre, _ 


: A Il, Scene UO. | 
Hoft, Lady, Prudence, Frank. 


Yor Ladifhip, and all your Train are welcome. 
Lad. Ithank my hearty Hoft. Hof. So is your Sove- ¥ 

Madam, I with you joy 0 yournew Gown. ~ (raipnty 
Lad. Ie fhould ha’ been, my Hoft, but Sruff;our Taylor 

Has broke with us, you fhall be o’ the Counfel. — 

Pru. He will deferve it, Madam, my Lady has heard 

You have a pretty Son, mine Hoft, fhe’ld fee him. 
Lad. I very fain, I pr’y thee let me fee him, Hoft. 
Hot. Your Ladifhip fhall prefently: : 

Bid Frank come hither, anon, unto my Lady, 

It is a bafhful Child, homely brought up, 

In a rude Hoftelry. But che Light Heart 

Is his Fathers, and it may be his. | e 

Here he comes. Frank, falute my Lady. Fra Ido. - 

What, Madam, I am defign’d to do, by my Birth-right, 

As Heir of the Light Heart, bid you moft welcome. - 
Lad. And I believe you moft, my pretty Boy, 

Being fo emphafed by you. Fra. Your Ladithip, 

If you believe it fuch, are fure to make ir, (Madam. 
Lad. Prettily anfwer'd! Is your Name Francs? Fra. Yes, 
Lad. love mine own the better. Fra. If I knew yours, 

I fhould make hafte to do fo too, good Madam. i 
Lad. It is the fame with yours. Fre. Mine then ac 

| | (knowledgeth 

The Luftre it receives, by being nam’d after. — (filence. 
Lad. You will win upon me in Complement. Fre. By 
Lad. A modeft and fair well-fpoken Child. 
Hof: Her Ladifhip fhail have him, Soveraign Pra, 

Or what I have befide ; divide'my Heart LS < 

Between you and your Lady. Make your ufe of it: - 

My Houle is yours, my Sonis yours. Behold, °- 

I tender him to your Service; Frank, become = 

What thefe brave Ladies would ha’ you. Only this, _ 

There isa Chair-woman i’ the Houfe, his Nurfé, —“- 

An Irifh Woman, I took in‘a Beggar, “— 4 

That waits upon him ; a poor filly Fool, - 

But an impertinent and fedulous one 

As ever was; will vex you on all occafions, - | 

Never be off, or from you, butinher fleep; =~ 


| Or drink which makes it ; She doth love him fo, 


A be.°. 


2 


Or rather doat on him. Now, for her, a fhape, 
As we may drefs her (and [ll help) to fichér, 
Wich a Tuft Taffata-Cloak, an old French Hood, 
And other Pieces, beterogene enough. a 
Pru. We ha’ brought a Standard of Apparel down,- - 
Becaufe this Taylor tail’d usi’ the main. | 
Ho(. She fhall advance the Game. Pra. About it tteh. 
And fend but Trundle hither, the Coachman, -to me. 
Hof.1 thall: Bue Pru, lec Lovel ha’ fair quarter. (fom! 
Pru. The beft. Led. Our Holt (me thinks) is very game- 
Pru. How like you the Boy ? Lad.A Miracle! Pru. Good 
But take himin, and fore a Suit for him, |§ (Madam, 
Pl give our Trundle his Inftructions ; = 


| And wait upon your Ladifhip 7 the Inftane. 


a/ 4 cicu Buk, Lad. But 
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Lied. ut Pru, what fhall we call him when we ha’ dreft 


Pr. My Lady-No-body, any thing, what you will. Chim ? A& IL Scene Y. 
Lad. Call him Letitia, by my Sifters name, , 
gst And fo’twill mind our Mirth too we have in hand. Tipto, Hof, Fly, L. Beaufort, L. Latimer. 
: 7 | Ome Quarter-mafter Fly. Hof: Here’s one already 
A& Il. Scene Il / Hath goc his Titles. 7:p. Do&or! F/y. Noble Colonel ‘ 
| Prudence, Trundle. : No Doétor, yet, a poor profeffor of Ceremony, 


Here i’ the Inn, retainer to the Hoft, | 
Ood Trundle you muft ftraight make ready the I difcipline the Houfe. Zip. Thou read’ft a Le@ure 
And lead the Horfes out but halfa Mile, (Coach, | Unto the Family here: when isthe Day? (a Doéor, 


Into the Fields, whether you will, and then Fly, This is the day. 7sp. Tl] hear thee, and I'll ha’ thee 

Drive in again, with the Coach-leaves put down, Thou fhalt be one, thou haft a Do@ors look ! 

At the back Gate, and fo to the back Stairs, A face, difputative of Salamanca. 

Asif you brought in fome body to my Lad¥, Hof. Who's this? Lat. The glorious Colonel 7ipto, Hoft. 

A Kinfwoman that fhe fent for. Make that anfwer, Bea. One talks upon his Tiptoes, if you'll hear him. 

If you be ask’d ; and give it out i’the Houfe fo. — Tip. Thou haft good Learning in thee, maéfe Fly. 
Tra. What Trick is this, good Miftrefs Secretary, . Fly. And I fay maée to my Colonel. (i’faith. 


You'ld put upon us? Pre. Us? Do you fpeak plural? Hoft. Well matted of em both. Bea. They are match’d | 
Tru. Me and my Mar@ are us. Prw. If you fo join| 7Zép. But Fly, why matte? Fly. Quafi magis auécte, 
Elegant Trundle, you may ufe your Figures : (em. | My honourable Colonel. Zip. What a Critique? 


. I canbut urge, it is my Ladies Service. Hoft. There’s another acceflion, Critique Fly. 
Irn. Good Miftrefs Pradence, you can urge enough. - Lat. I fear a taint here ithe Mathematicks. 
I know you are Secretary to my Lady, They fay, Lines parallel do never meet; 
And Miftrefs Steward. Pra. You'll ftill be trundiing, He has met his parallel in Wit and School-craft. 
And ha’ your Wages ftopt, now at the Asdite. Bea. They fide, not meet man, mend your Metaphor, 
Tru. Tistrue, you're Gentlewoman o’the Horfe too; | And fave che credit of your Mathematicks. — ; 
Or what you will befide, Pr«. Ido think it : Zip. But F/y, how cam/’{t thou to be here, committed 


My beft t’obey you. Prw. And Ithink fo too, Zrundle. | Unto this Inn? Upon fufpicion o’ drink Sir. 


I was taken late one night here with the Tapfter, one 


And the Under.Officers, and fo depofited. 
Ac IL. Scene IV. Tip. I willredeem thee, Fly, and place thee better, ’ 2 
Beaufort, Latimer, Hof. With a fair Lady. Fly. A Lady, {weet Sir Glorions! 


. es ; Tip. A Sov’reign Lady. Thou thale be the Bird 
Ww: here’s return enough of both our Venters, | To Sovereign Prz, Queen of our Sports, her Fy, 
. If we do make no more difcovery. Let. What? {|The Fly inhoufhold and in ordinary ; 
Then o’this Parafite? Bea. O he’sadainty one. — .__‘| Bird of her Ear, and the fhall wear thee there! 
The Parafite o’the Houfe. Lat. Here comes mine Hoft. | A Fly of Gold, enamell’d, and a School-Fly. 
Hoft. My Lords you both are welcome to the Heart. Hoft. The School then, are my Stables, orthe Cellar, 
Bea. To the light heart we hope. Lat.And merry I {wear. | Where he doth ftudy deeply, at his Hours, 
We never yet felt fuch a fit of Laughter, Cafes of Cups, Idonot know how fpicd + 
As your glad heart hath offered us fin’ we entred. (Fly ?) With Confcience, for the Tapfter and che Hoftler ; as 
Bea. How came you by this property? Hof: who! my | Whofe Horfes may be coufen’d? or what Jugs 
Bea. Your Fly, if you call him fo. Hof. Nay, he is that 5 | Fill’d up with Froth ? that is his way of Learning. 


And will be ftill. Beas. In every Dith and Pot ? te What antiquated Feather’s that that talks ? , 
Hof. In every Cup and Company, my Lords, Fly. The worfhipful Hoft, my Patron, Mr. Good-frock, 

A Creature of all Liquors, all Complexions, A merry Greek, and cants in Latin comly, 

Be the Drink what it will he'll have his fip. _ Spins like the Parifh Top. Zip. Pll fet him up then. 

_ Lat. He’s fitced with a Name. Hof: And he joysin’t. | Are thou the Dominus 2? Hoff. Fac-totum here, Sir. 

Thad him when I came to take the Inn here, 7 Tip. Hoft real o’the Houfe? and Cap of Maintenance? 

Affign’d me over in the Inventory, Hoft. The Lord o’the lighe Heart, Sir, Cap a@ pee ; 

As an old Implement, a piece of Houfhold-ftuff, Whereof the Feather is the Emblem, Colonel, 


And fohedoth remain. Bea. Juft fach aching (lefs.) Put up with the Ace of Hearts! 7¢p. But why inCuerpo? . 
We thought him. Lat. Is he a Scholar? Hof: Nothing|Ihateto fee an Holt, and old, in Cuerpo. — (Doubler. 


But colours for it, as you fee: wear’s black, Ho por what'sthat. Zip. Light skipping Hofe and 
And {peaks a licele cainted, fly-blown Latin, The Horfe-boys Garb! poor blank, and half blank 
JSZ After the School, Bes. Of Stratford o° the Bow: They relifh not the graviry of an Hoft, (Cuerpo, 
For Lillies Latin is to him unknown. ___ | Who fhould be the King at Arms, and Ceremonies 
Let. What calling has he? Hof. Only to call in ftill,|In his own Houfe ! know all, to the Gold weights. 9.79 #. He) 
Enflame the reckoning, bold to charge a Bill, Bea. Sie that his F/y doth for him here, your Bird. 200+. <7 - 
Bring up the Shot i’che rear, as his own word is. Zsp. But I woulddo it my felf were I my Hoft, Aan Oe Bre “6 
Bea. And do’sit in the difcipline of the Houfe ? I would not {peak unto a Cook of quality, of 
As Corporal o’ the Field, Adaeftro del Campo, Your Lordfhips Footman, or my Ladies Trundle, 
Hof: And Vificer general of all the Room: _ 1 In Cuerpo! Ifa Dog but ftay’d below, Ce.Biflo BH 74, 
He has form’d afine Militig for the Inn too. _ | That were a Dog of Fathion, and well nos’d, a 
Bea. And meansto publith it? Hof. With all his Titles 5 | And could —— himfelf ; I would put on See. 7. 
Some call him Deacon Fly, fome Doctor Fly; The Savey Chain about my Neck, the Ruoff 4 
Some Captain, fome Lieutenant; But my Folks And Cuffs of Flanders, then the Naples Hat, 
Docallhim Quarter-mafter Fly, which he is. With the Rome Hatband, and the Horentis Agate, 


} The Millan Sword, the Cloak of Genoa fee 
| With Brabant Buttons ; all my given Pieces 
Except my Gloves, the Natives of A4sdrid, 
To entertain him in 3 and complement 
|With a tame Coney, as with a Prince that fene it. 
Aaaaa — oft. 
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Hof?. The fame deeds, though, become not every man ; | 
That fits a Colonel, will not fit an Hoft. A&t If. Scene VI. 
Tip. Your Spani{h Hoft is never feen in Cuerpo,(the father = 
Pro es his Paramento’s Cloak and Sword .Fly.Sir he has} Hoff, Tipto, Prudence, Beaufort, Latimer, Franck, 


ae pO Of Swords, within a long Sword ; Blade cornifh ftil’d Nurfe, Lady, Fly, Level. 

Lb Cue Os Rud Hughdebras. Pena ee, 

~ $33 Tip. And with along Sword, bully Bird? thy fence ? Mi" place, ftand by, for the Queen Regent, Gen- 
Fly. To note him a tall Man, and a Matter of Fence. | _ . (tlemen. 
Tip. But doth he teach the Spanifh way of Don Lewzs 2] Zip. This is thy Queen that fhall be,“ Bird, our Sove- 
Fly. No, the Greck Mafter he. | | | ' Craign. 
Tip. What call you him? Fly. Euclide. Bea. ‘Tranflated Prudence! Pra. Sweet my Lord,hand off; 
Tip. Fart upon Euclide, he is {tale and antick. It is not now, as when plain Prudence liv’d 


Gime the Moderns. Fly. Sir, he minds no Moderns, And reach’d her Ladifhip—. Hof. The Chamber-pot. 
a ss4Go by, Hicronimo! Tip. What was he? Fly. The Italian,| Pru. The Lookinglafs, mine Hoft, loofe your Houfe 


og’ <g.0 That plaid with Abbot Antony ithe Fryars, You’ve a negligent Memory indeed ; (Metaphor ? 
: haqafet And Blinkin-fops the bold. Tip. I marry, thofe, _ | Speak the Holt’s Language. Here’s a young Lord 
i], "sway Had fencing Names, what’s become o’them? Will make’e a precedent elfe. Lat. Well acted Pru. 
oe A A! Hoft. They had their times, and we can fay, they were. Hoff. Firft minute of her Reign! what will the do 
If is ky So had Caranza his: fo had Don Less. Forty year hence? God blefs her ! Pre. If you'll kifs, 
fy pae =~ Tip. Don Lew of Madrid, is the fole Mafter Or complement, my Lord, b&hold a Lady, 
ra t. Lif Now of the World. Ho/f. But this o’the other World A ftranger, and my Ladies Kinfwoman. 
They eemEuclide demonttrates! he: Hee’s for all Bea. I do confefs my rudenefs, that had need 
“7 Jot) Whe only Fencer of Name, now in Elyfum. To have mine Eye directed to this Beauty. 
1% wpe Fly, He do’s it all by Lines and Angles, Colonel, Fra. It was fo lictle, as itask’d a Per/picill. 
; A By Parallels and Sections, has his Diagrams ! Bea. Lady, your name? Fra. My Lord, it is Letitia. 
oa ov wher Bea. Wilt thou be flying, Fly? Lat. At all, why not 2| Bea. Letitia! a fait Omen! and I take it. | 
/ ae The Air’s as free fora Fly as for an Eagle. Let me have ftill fuch Lettice for my Lips: | 
Bea. A Buzzard ! he isin his contemplation ! But that o’ your Family, Lady Fra. Silly, Sir. 
Tip. Euclide a Fencer, and in the Elyfism ! Bea. My Ladies Kinfwoman? Fra.1am fo honour’d. 
H.ft.:He play'd aPrize laft week with Archimedes , oft. Already, ic takes! Led. An excellent fine Boy. 
And beat him'I affure you. Zip. Do you aflure me ¢ Nar. He is defcended of a right good Stock, Sir. 
For what?: Hof. For four ithe hundred, Gi’ me five,} Bea. What’sthis? an Antiquary? Hof. An Antiquity, 
And I affure you again. Tip. Hoft, Peremptory, _ By th’drefs, you'ld fwear! An old Welfh Heralds widdow: 
You may bé tane, but where? whence had you this? She’s a_wild-Jrifh born! Sir, and a Hybride wae, ~ Mnony nh 
Hof. Upo’ the Road, A Poft that came from thence, That lives with this young Lady, a mile off here, 
Three days ago, here, left ic with the Tapfter. And ftudies Vincent againft York. Bea.Shellconquer = #4 
Fly, Who is indeed a Thorough-fare of news, If the read Vincent. Let me ftudy her. 
Fack Fug with the broken Belly, a witty fellow! (Bird? ° Hoff. She’s perfe& in moft Pedigrees, moft Defcents. 
‘ Ho/- Your Bird here heard him. Tip. Did youhearhim,! Bea. A Baud, Thope, and knows to blaze a Coat. 
Hof. Speak? the faith of a Fly. Fly. Yes, and he told us, ' Hof. And judgeth all things with: a fingle Eye. 
Of one that was the Prince of Oranges Fencer, | Fly, come you hither ; no difcovery 
‘Tip. Stevinus? Fly. Sir, the fame had challeng’d Euclide: Of what you fee, to your Colonel Zoe, or 7sp here, 
At thirty weapons more than Archimedes | But keep all clofe, tho’ you ftand ? the way o’ preferment, 
L’er {aw , and Engines 3 moft of his own Invention. * | Seck it off from the Road ; no Flattery for’e: 
Tip. This may have credit, and chimes reafon, this: | No Lick-foot, pain of looting your probofcss : 
If any man-endanger Evscl:de, Bird, My Liquorith Fly. Tip. What fays old Velvet-head ? | 
Oblerve, thar had the Honour to quit Europe Fly. He will prefent me himfelf, Sir, if you will not. 
This forty ‘year, tis he. He put down Scaliger. Tip. Who ? he prefent ?” what ? whom? An Hoft? 
_ Fly. And he was a great Mafter. Bea.Not of Fence,Fy. : Aa eR : (A Groom? 
Tip. Excufe him, Lord, he went o the fame. grounds. | Divide the thanks with me? fhare in my Glories? 
Bea. Onthe {ame earth I think, wich other Mortals ?} Lay up. 1 fay no more. Hof. Then filence Sir, 
_ Tip. I mean, fweet Lord, the Mathematicks. Bafta! And hear ‘the Sov’raign.’ 7p. Hoftlers ? to ufurp 
When thou know’ft more, thou wilt take lefS green | Upon my Sparta or Province, as they fay ? | 
He had his Circles, Semicircles, Quadrants— (honour. | No Broom but mine ? Hof. Still Colonel you mutter ! 
| Fly, He writ a Book o’ the quadrature _o’the Circle,| “Tip. Idare fpeak out, asCuerpo. Fly. Noble Colonel— 
ma oe Tip. Cyclometria, 1 read—— Bea. The Titleonly. | Tsp. And carry what ask— Ho/. Ask what you can Sir, 
" &-- + Lat. And Indice. Bea. If it had one of that quare, - So’t bé Pth Houfe. Zip. I ask my Rights and Priviledges ;- 


’ What infolent, half-witted things thefe are?” : And though for form I pleafe to call it a Suit, — 
Lat. So are all Smatterers, infolent, and impudent. | I have not been accuftomed to repulfe. | ; 
- Bea, They lightly go together. Ler."Tismy wonder | Pr«. No, {weet Sir Glorions, you may ftill command— 


Two Animals fhould hawk at all difcourfe thus! 3 Hof. And go without. Pre. But yet, Sir, being the firft, 
Flie every Subje& to the Mark, or retrieve 7 And call’d a Suit, you'll look it fhall be fuch 

Bea. And never ha? the luck to be?the right ?> = —«| As we may grant. Lad. Ic elfe dentes ic felf. 

Lat.’ Tis fome folks fortune! Bez. Fortune’s a Bawd, Pru. You hear the opinion of the Court. Tip. I mind 
And a blind Beggar : ’tis their vanity ° me No Court Opinions. Prv.’Tis my Ladies though. 


And fhews meft vilely! Zip. I could take the heart now| 7p. My Lady is a Spinfter at the Law, | , | 
To write unto .Din Lews into Spain, “~~ + | And my Petitionis of right. Pre. What is it? : 
To makea progrefs to the Elyfiasm Fields |. | Tip. It is for this poor learned Bird.. Hoft. The Fly ? 


Next Summer— Bea. And perfwade him die for fame, Tip. Profeffor in the Inn, here, of {mall matters. 
Of fencing with a fhadow! Where’s mine Hoft? Lar. How he commends him! Hef. As co fave himfelf 


| (in him. 

Lad. So do all Politicks in their Commendat ons. 

Hoff. Thisis a State-bird, and whe verivr bly 5 s 
a 


| Sint, tuffh Ard ctten ulg, wht f 
wood. "9. | 


I would he had heard this Bubble break, faith, 


T ip. Hear him problematize. Pru. Blefsus, what’s chat ? 
Tip. Or fyllogize, elenchize. Lad. Sure, petard’s, 


To blow usup. Lat. Some inginous ftrong words. 
Hof. He means to erect a Caftle ? the Air, 
And make his Fly an Elephant to carry 1t. 

Tip. Bird of the Arts he is, and F/y by Name! (elfe. 

Pru. Bux. Hof. Blow him off good Prs, theyll mar all 

Tip. The Soveraign’s Honour is to cherifh Learning. 

Pra. Whatin aFly? Zi. In any thing induftrious. 

_ Pr. But Flies are bufie ! Lad. Nothing more troablefom, 
Orimportune! Zip. There’s nothing more domeftick, 
Tame or familiar chen your Fly in Cuerpo. 

Hof. That is when his Wings are cut, he istame indeed, 
Nothing more impudent and greedy 3 licking:  (elfe 

Lad. Or fawcy, good Sir Glorious. Pru. Leave your Ad- 
Except that we fhall call you Orator Fly, (vocate-thip 
And fend you down to the Dreffer and the Dithes. 

Hof. A good flap, that! Pra. Commit you to the Sreem:! 

Lad. Or elfe condemn you to the Bottles. Pr.And Pots. 
There is his quarry. Hof. He will chirp far better, 

Your Bird, below. Led. And make you finer Msjick. 
Pru. His Buz will there become him. Zip. Come away, 

Buz, in their Faces: Give ’em all the Buz, 

Dor in their Ears and Eyes, Hum, Dor, and Buz! 

I will ftatuminate and under-prop thee. B7eew ; by Wee. 

If they {Corn us, let us fcorn them— We'll find - ior 

The Thorough-fare below, and Quere himyc! e- ; 44.4 

Leave thele Reliats, Buz they thall fee chat I, of 

Spight of cheir jears, dare drink, and with a Fly. 

Lat. A fair remove at once, of two Impertinents! 
Excellent Pra! I love thee for thy Wit, 

No lefs then State. Prs. One muft preferve the other. 
Lad.Who’s here?Pr«.O Lovel,Madam,your fad Servant. 
Lad. Sad? he is fallen ftill, and wears a Cloud 

About his Brows ; I know not how to.approach him. 

‘ Pra. I willinftru& you, Madam, if that be all, 
Goto him and kifshim. Led. How, Pra: Pry. Go, and 
kifs him, | 
I.do command it, Lad. Th’art not wild, Wench! Pru. No, 

Tame, and exceeding tame, bute ftill your Sov’raign. 
Lad.Hath too much bravery made thee mad? Pra. Nor 

Do what I do enjoyn you. No difputing (proud, 

Of my Prerogative, with a front or frown ; 

Do not detra& 3 you know th’ Authority 

Is mine, and I will exercife ic {wiftly, 2 

{f you provoke me. Lad. [have woven a Net 

To {nare my felf in! Sir, Iam enjoyn’d 

To tender you a kifs; bue do not know 

Why, or wherefore, only the Pleafure Royal 

Will have it fo, and urges— Do not you 

Triumph on my Obedience, feeing it fore’d thus. 

There ’tis. Lov. And welcome. Was there ever kifs 

That relith’d chus! or had a Sting like this, 

OF fo much Neéar, but, with Aloes mixt. 

_ Pru. Nomurmuring, nor repining, I am fixt. 

Lov. Ic had, me thinks, a guinte/fence of either, 

Buc that which was the better, drown’d the bitter. 

How foon it pafs'd away ! how unrecovered ! 

The diftillation of another Soul 

Was not fo {weet! and till I meet again, 

That kifs, thofe Lips, like relifh, and this tafte, 

Let me turn all Confumption, and here-waft. __ 

_ - Pra. The Royal Affent is paft, and cannot alter. 

Lad. You'll turna Tyran. Prs. Be not you a Rebel, 
It is a Name is alike odious. —_ 

Lad. Youllhear me? Pru. No, not o’ this Argument. » 
Would you make Laws, and be the firft that break *em? 
The Example is pernicious in a Subjeét, | | 
And of your quality, moft. Lat. Excellent Princefs! 

Hot. Juft Queen! Lat. Brave Sov’raign 

| : (Trajan! this! 


Bea. Whatis’t? Proceed incomparable Pre ! 
I am glad I am fcarceat leifure te applaud thee, 
- Lat, Ie’s well for you, you have io happy Expreffions. 


Tbe New Int. 


| Lat. Beaufort-— Bea. 1.am bufie, pr’ythee let me alone; Bux se bi 
Ihave a Caufe in hearing too. Let. Ac what Bar?“ or Mia ena 
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_ Lad. Yes, cry her up ; with Acclamations, do, 
And cry me down, run all with Soveraignty : 
| Prince, Power will never want her Parafites. 

Pru. Nor Murmur her Pretences: Matter Lovel, 
For fo your Libel here, or Bill of Complainr, 
Exhibited, in our High Court of Sov’raignty, 

Ac this firft hour of our Reign, declares 

Againft this noble Lady, a dif-refpe& 

You have conceiv’d, if nor receiv’d, from her. 
Hoft. Received, fo the Charge lies in our Bill. 
Pru. We {ee ic, his learned Council, leave your planing, 

We that do love our Juftice, above all | 

Our other Attribuzes s and have the néarnefs; 

To know your extraordinary Meric , 

As alfo-to difcern this LadiesGoodnefs; . __ 

And find how loth fhe’d be to lofe the Honour, 

And Reputation, the hath‘had, in having ~ 

So worthy a Servant, though but for few Minutes. 

Do here Enjoyn. Hof.Good! Pre. Charge, Will and Com: 

Her Ladifhip, pain of our high Difpleafure, (mand 

And committing an extream Contempt, 

Unto the Court, our Crown and Dignity. 

Hoft. Excellent Soveraign! And egregious Pry ! 

Pra, ‘To entertain .you fora pair of Hours, 

(Choofe, when you pleafe, this day) with all refpedts, 

And valuation of a principalServanr, | 

To give you all the Titles, all the Priviledges, - 

The Freedoms, Favours, Rights, the can beftow. 

Hof: Large, ample Words, of a brave Latitude! 

Pra. Or can be expected, from a Lady of Honour, 

Or Quality, in Difcourfe, Accefs, Addrefs. (Hof. Good. 
Pry. Not to give Ear, or admit Conference 

With any Perfon but your felf. Nor there, 

Of any other Argument but Love, 

And the Companion of it, gentile Courthhip, 

For which your ewo hours Service, you fhall cake . 

Two kiffes. Hof? Noble! Prx. For each hour a kifs, 

To be tane freely, fully, and legally, . | | 

Before us: in the Court here,and our Prefence. Hof: Rare! 

Pr«. But thofe.hours paft, and the two kifles paid, 

The binding Caution is, never to hope 

Renewing of the Time, or of the Suit, 

On any Circumftance. Hof A hard Condition ! 

_ Lat. Had ir been eatier, I fhould have fufpected 
The Sov’raign’s Juftice. Hof? O you are Servant, 

My Lord, unto the Lady, and a Rival: 

In point of Law, my Lord, you may be challeng’d. 

Lat. Tam not jealous! Hos#. OF fo fhort a time 
Your Lordfhip needs not, and being done, in ie 

- Pre. What is the anfwer? Hof. He cravesre a Ma- 

| | dam, 
To advife with his Learned Council. Pru. Be you he, 
And go together quickly. Lad. You areno Tyran? 

Pre. If 1 be Madam, you were beft appeal me! 


> 
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Bea. Love's Court o’ Requefts ! Lat. Bring’t into the 
It is the Nobler Court, afore Judge Prs, 
The only Learned Mother of the Law‘ 
And Lady. o’ Confcience, too ! Bea. ’Tis well enough 
Before this Miftrefs of Requefts, where it is. | 

Hof?. Let ’em not fcorn you. Bear up Mafter Level, 
And take your Hours and Kiffes, They are a Fortune. 

Lov. Which I cannot approve, and lefs make ufe of. 

Hoft.Still 7 this Cloud! why cannot you make ufe of ? 

Lov. Who would be rich to be fo foon undone ? 
The Beggars beft is Wealth, he doth not know : 

And, but to fhew it him, inflames his want: 

Host. Two hours at height? Lov. That Joy is too too 
Would bound a Love, fo infinite as mine: (narrow. 
And being paft, leaves an eternal los. 3 
Who fo prodigionfly affeas a Feaft, 

To forfeic Health and Appetite, to feg¢ it 2 
Or but to tafte a Spoon-full, would forgo 
Aaaaa 3 
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All guft of Delicacy ever after ? 

Host. Thefe, yet, are hoursof hope. Lov. But all hours 
Years of Defpair, ages of Mifery | (following 
Nor can fo fhort a happinefs, bue {pring —_ 

A World of fear, with thought of loofing it ; 
Better be never happy, then to feell 
A little of ir, and then loofe it ever. 

Host. 1 do confefs, it is a ftrict injun@ion 3 

But then the hope is, ic may-not be kept. 

A thonfand things may intervene, we fee 

The Wind fhift often, thrice a day fometimes ; 
Decrees may alter upon better motion, 

And riper hearing. . The beft Bow may fart, 
And th’ Hand may vary. Pre may bea Sage 

In Law, and yer not four, {weet Prs, {mooth Prx, 
Soft, debonaire, and amiable Pra, 

May do as wellas rough and rigid Pre; 

And yet maintain her, Venerable Prs, 

Majeftick Pru, and Sereniffimous Pru. 

Tiy bue one hour firft, and as you like 

The loofe o’ that, draw home and prove the other. 

Lov. If one hour could, the other happy make, 
I fhould attempt it. Hof. Put it on: and do. 

Lov. Or in the bleft Attempt that I mightdye! — 

Hof. I marry, there were happinefs indeed ; 
Tranfcendent to the Melancholy, meant. 

It were a Fate above a Monument, 


$FF And all Infcription, to die fo. A Death 
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For Emperors to enjoy ! And the Kings 

Of the Rich Eaft to pawn their Regions for ; 

To fow their Treafure, open all their Mines, 

Spend all their Spices to embalm their Corps, 

And wrap the Inches up in Sheets of Gold, 

That fell by fuch a Noble deftiny! 

And for the wrong to bhag Friend, that fear’s away, 

He rather wrongs himfelf, following frefh Light, 

New Eyes to fwear by. If Lord Beewfort change, 

It is no Crime in you to remain conftant. 

And upon thefe Conditions, at a Game | 

So urg’d upon you. - Pre. Sir you Refolution——~ 
Hof. How isthe Lady affected? Pru. Sov’raigns ufe not 

To ask their Subjeés fuffrage where ’tis due ; | 

But where Conditional. Hof. A Royal Sov’raign! 

+ Lat. And a rare shar S: I admire her bearing 

In her new Regiment. Hoef?. Come choofe your hours, 


syste? Better be happy for a part of time, 


oro 
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Then not the whole: and a fhort Part, then never. 

Shall I appoint ’em, pronounce for you? Lov. Your id 
: | (fure., 

Hojt, Then he defigns his firft hour after Digner ; 


_ His fecond after Supper. Say ye? Content? os 


Pra. Content. Lad. lamcontcent. Lat. Content. Fra. Qu 


| (Content. 
Bea. What’s that? Iam contenrtoo. Lat. You have 
You had iron the by, and we obferv’d ic. (reafon, 
Nur. Trot lam not content : tn fair’ I am not. 
Hoff. Why are not thoucontent, Good fhelee-nien ? 
Nur. He tauk fo defperate, and fo debaufht, — 
So baudy like a Courtier and a Lord, | (mixt. 
God blefshim, one that tak’th Tobacco. Ho/?. Very well 
What did he fay ? Nur. Nay, nothing to che purpofh, 
Or very lictle, noching at all to purpofh. 
Hoft. Let him alone Nurfe. Nwr. I did cell-him of Serly 
Was a great Family come out of Ireland, 
Defcended of O Neal, Mac Con, Mac Dermot, . 
Mace Murrogh, buthe mark’d not. Host. Nor do J, 
Good Queen of Heralds, ply the Bottle, and fleep. 
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The New Inn. 


Act III. Scene I. 


Tipto, Fly, ‘fug, Peirce, ‘fordan, Ferret, Trundle. 


be the Plot of your Adilitie, well! 
Itisa fine Militia, and well orderd! 
And the Divifion’s neat !’ Twill be defir'd 
Only, the Expretiions were a little more Spani(h : 
For cere she belt Militia o’ the World! ee Du HA ged 
To call *em Tertias. Tertia of the Kitchin, fooe’, A afte un, 
The Tertia of the Cellar, Tertia of the Chambeffr4'-F 
And Tertia of the Stables. Fly. That I can Sir, Affabun rok 
And find out very able, fic Commanders, 
In every Tertia. Tip. Now you are i’ the right! 
Asi the Tertiazo’ the Kitchin, your felf 
Being a Perfon, elegant in Sawces, 
There to Command, as prime MaeStro del Campo, 
Chief Mafter of the Palate, forthat Zertia; 
Or the Cook under you, ’caufe you are the Marfhal; 
And the next Officer ?’ the Field, to che Hoft. 
Then for the Cellar, you have young Anon, 
Is a rare Fellow, what’s bis other Name? 

Fly, Pierce, Sir Tip. Sir Pierce, Pl ha’ him a Cavalier, 
Sir Pierce Anon, will peirce us a new Hogs-head! 
And then your Thorowefare, Fug here, his Alferex op. 
An able Officer, gi? methy Beard, round Fug, a 
I take thee by this Handle, and do love 
One of thy Inches! P the Chambers, Fordan, here! 
He is the Don, del Campo o° the Beds, 
And for the Stables, what’s his Name? Fy. Old Peck. 
Tip. Maeftro del Campo, Peck ! His name is curt, 

onofyllable, but Commands the Horfe well. 
Fly. QO, ina Inn, Sir, we have other Horfe, 
Let thofe Troops reft a while. Wine is the Horfe, 
That we muit charge with here. Zip. Bring up the 
Or call {weet F/y, tisanexa@ Militia, eT ioops, 
And thou en exa& Profeflor, Lipfius Fly, ” SSS 


5 
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_| Thou fhalt be call’d, and foufe : ‘fack Ferret, welcome, 


Old Trench-mafter, and Colonel o° che Pyoneers, 
What canft thou bolt us now ? a Coney? or two 
Out of Tom. Trundle’s Burrow, here, the Coach 2 
This is the Maft of the Carriages! 

How is thy driving Jom. good, as *twas ? 

Tru It ferves my Lady, and our Officer Pru. 
Twelve Mile an hour! Tom has the old Trundle ftill. 

Tip. Tam taken with the Family, here, fine Fellows ? 
Viewing the Mufter-roll. . 7ra. ‘They are brave Men! 

Fer. And of the Fly-blown difcipline all, the Quarter- 

Tip. The Fly’sa rare Bird, in his Profeflion! (Matter! 
Let's fip a private Pint with him, I would have him 
uit this Light Sign of the Light Heart, my Bird : 

And lighter Houfe. It is not for his tall 

And growing Gravity fo Cedar-like, 

To be the fecond to an Hoft in Cuerpo, 

That knows no Elegancies, ufe his own 

Ditamen, and his Genius, I would have him 

Fly high, and ftrike at all. Here’s young Anos, too. 

Pei. What Wine is’t Gentlemen, White or Claret ? 

Tip. White. My brisk Anon. 

Pes. Vil draw you ‘funo’s Milk 
That died the Lillies, Colonel. Tip. Do fo Pierce. 

Pec. A Plague of all Jades, what a Clap he has gi’n me? ¢6 

F/y. Why, how now Coufen? Zip. Who’s that? _ 

Fer. ane eg : : ; 

Fly, What ail’ft thou Coufen Peck? Pec. O me, my /w/. 
As fire as you live, Sir, he knew perfoaly (hanches! / p 
I meant to couzen him. He did leer fo on me, t 
And then he fnear’d. As who would fay take heed Sirrah ; 

And when he faw our Half- peck, which you know 

Was but an old Court-dith, Lord how he ftampt! ”- 

I thought, ’¢t had been tor Joy. When fuddenly 

He cuts me a back Caper with his Heels, 

And takes me juft o’the Crooper. Downcome! 

t Gath A nciut’s ‘hon frst oA GB, And 
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And my whole Ounce of Oats! Then he neighed out, 

As if he hada Mare bythe Tail. Fly. Troth Coufen, 

You are to blame to ufethe poor dumb Chriftians 

So cruelly, defraud ’em o’ their dimsenfum. ¥ 

Yonder’s the Colonels Horfe (there [Took’d in) 

Keeping our Ladies Eve! The Devil a bit 

He has got, fin’ he came in yet ! There he ftands, 

And looks and looks, bute ’tis your pleafure, Coufs, 

He fhould look lean enough. 
Pec. He has Hay before him (choak him, 
Fly. Yes, but as grofs as Hemp, and as foon will 

Unlefs he eat it butcer’d. H’ had four Shooes, — 

And good ones, when he came in: It is a wonder, 

With ftanding ftill he thould caft three. Pec. Troth 


(Quarter-Mafter, 


This Trade is a kind of Myftery, that corrupts 
Our ftanding Manners quickly : Once a Week, 
I meet wich fuch a Brufh co mollifie me. 
Sometimes a Brace, to awake my Confcience, 
Yer ftill, I fleep fecurely. Fly. Coufin Peck, 
You muft ufe better dealing, faith you muft. 

Pec. Trothto give good Example to my Succeffors, 
1 could be well content to fteal bue two Girts, 
And now and then a Saddle cloth, change a Bridle, | 
For Exercife : and ftay there. Fly. If you could 
‘There were fome hope, on you, Coufs. But the Fate is 
You’re drunk fo early, you miftake whole Saddles : 
Sometimes a Horfe. Pec. I there’s—— _ 

Fly, The Wine, come Coufs, Pll calk with you anon. 

Pec. Do, loofe no time, good Quarter-Mafter. 

“ Tip. There are the Horfe, come, Fly. 

Fly, Charge, in Boys, in ; Lieutenant o’ the Ordnance, 
£94 Fobacco and Pipes. Zip. Who’s that ? Old Fordan, good | 
A comely Veffel, and aneceffary. _— 
New-fcour’d he is: Here’s to thee, Martial F/y. 

In Milk, my young Anon fays. Pez. Cream o’the Grape ! 
That dropt from ‘fano’s Breafts, and fprung the Lilly ! 
I can recite your Fables, F/y, Here is, too, 

The Blood of Venus, Mother o’ the Rofe! 

For. The Dinner is gone up. Fug. I hearthe Whiftle. 

For. 1, and the Fidlers. We muit all go wait. 

Pei. Pox o’ this waiting, Quarter-Mafter, F/y. | 

Fly. When Chambermaids are Soveraigns, wait their 

(Ladies, 
FZy {corns to breath. Pec. Or blow upon them, he. 
Pei.Old Parcel Pcck! Art chou there? how now ? lame? 
Pec. Yes faith : ic is ill halting afore Criples, 
Tha got a dafh of a Jade, here, will ftick by me. 

Pei. O you have had fome Phanvfie, fellow Peck; 
Some Revelation— Pec. What? Pei. To fteal the Hay, 
Out o’ the Racks again. F/y. I told him fo, (Peck 
When the Guefts backs were turn’d. Pei. Or bring his 
The bottom upwards, heap’d with Oats; and cry, — 
Here’s the beft Meafure upon all the Road! when 
You know the Gueft, putin his Hand, co feel, 

And {mell to the Oats, that grated all his Fingers 
Upo’ the Wood--- Pec. Mum!Pe#.And found out your cheat. 

Pec. I ha’ been i’ the Cellar, Peirce. Pes. You were then 
Upo’ your Knees; I do remember it: (there, 
To ha’ the Fa@ conceal’d. I could tell more, 
_ Soping of Saddles, cutting of Horfe Tails, 

And cropping— Pranks of Ale, and Hoftelry 
Fly, Which he cannot forget, he fays, young Knight : 
_ Nomore then you can other Deeds of Darknefs, 

Done i’ the Cellar. Zip. Well faid, bold Profeffor. 

Fer. We fhall ha’ fome truth explain’d. Pes. We are all 
| | ’ (mortal, 
And have our Vifions. Pec. Truly ic feemsto me | 
That every Horfe has his whole Peck, and tumbles 
Up to the Ears in Litter, F/y. When, indeed 
There’s no fuch Matter; nota {mell of Provender. 

Fer, Not fo much Straw as would tye up a Horfe-tail! 

Fly. Nor any thing’? the Rack, but two old Cob-webs! 
And fo much rotten Hay as had been a Hens Nett! 


Wich thele brave Gallants; I will ftep afide 
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Tre. And yet he’s ever apt to fweep the Mangers! 

Fer. But puts in nothing. Pez. Thefe are Firs and Fancics. 
Which you muft leave, good Peck. Fly. And you muft 
Ie may be reveal’d to you at fome times, (pray 
Whofe Horfe you onght to cozen;with what Confciences 
The how; andwhen, a Parfons Horfe may fuffer— 

Pei. Who’s Mafte:’s double Benefic’d ; pue in that. 

Fly, A lictle greafing ? the Teeth; ’cis wholefom ; 
And keeps him in a fober fhuffle. Pei. His Saddle toa 
May wanca ftirrop. Fly. And, it may be {worn, 
His learning lay o’ one fide, and fo broke it, 

Pec. They have ever Oatsi’ their Cloak: bags, to affront 


Fly, And therefore ’tis an Office meritorious, Cus, 


To tithe fuch foundly. Pei. And a Graziers may. 
Fer.O they are pinching Puckfifts! Zrw. And fufpicious. 
Pei. Suffer before che Matters Face, fometimes. 
F/y. He thall think he fees his Horfe eat half a Buthel, 
Pei, When the flight is, rubbing his Gums with Sale, 

Till all the Skin come off, he thall but mumble, 

Like an old Woman that were chewing Brawn, 

And drop ’em outagain. Jip. Well.argued Cavalier, 
Fly. Itc may do well : and go for an Example: 

But Coufs, have care of underftanding Hortes, 

Horfes with angry Heels, Nobility Horfes, 

Horfes that know the World; leet them have Meat 

Till cheir Teeth ake; and rubbing cill cheir Ribs 

Shine like a Wenches Forchead. They are Divelselfe 

Will look into your Dealings. Pec. For mine own part, 

The next Icozen o’ the pampred breed, | 

[ wifh he may be found’red. Fly. Foun-de-red. 
Prolate it right. Pec. And-of all Four, I with it, 

I love no Crouper-complements. Pei. Whofe Horfe was it? 

Pec. .Why, Mr. Burfts. Pei. Is Bat Burft come ? 

Pec. An hour he has been here, : 

Zip. What Burft? Pei. Mas, Bartolmew Burft. 

One that hath been a Citizen, fince a Courtier, 
And now a Gamefter. Hath had all his Whirls, 
And bouts of Fortune, as a Man would fay, 
Once a Bat and ever.a Bat ! a Rere-moufe, 

And Bird o’ Twilight, he has broken thrice. 

Zip. Your better Man, the Geno’way Proverb fays, 
Men are not made of Steel. Pei. Nor are they bound 
Alwaysto hold. Fly. Thrice Honourable Colonel! 
Hinges will crack. Zip. Though they be Spaifh Iron. 

Pei. He isa Merchant {till, Adventtrer, 

At in and in 3 and is our thorough-fares Friend. 


Tip. Who? Fugs? Pez. The fame: and a fine Gentleman | 


Was wich him! Pec. Mr. Huffle. Pet. Who? Hodze Huffle 2 

Tip. What’she? Pei. A Cheater, and another fine Gen- 
: (tleman, 

A Friend o' the Chamberlains ! Fordans ! Mr. Huffle. 

He ts BurS?’s Protection. F/y.Fights, and vapours tor him. 
Pei. He will be drunk focivily. Fly So difcreetly— 
Pei. And punctually! juft achis Hour. Fy. And then, 

Call for his ‘Fcrdan, with chat bum and ftate, | 

As if he pifsd the Politicks! Pez. And fup 

Wich his Tuft-taffaca Night-gear, here, fo filently! 
Fly.Nothing But Mufick! Pes. A dozen of bawdy Songs, 
Tip. And knows the General this? F/.O no, Sir Darmit 

Dormit Patronus, ftill, the Mafter fleeps. 

They'll fteal co Bed. Pes. In private Sir, and pay,’ 

The Fidlers wich that modefty, next Morning. 
Fly, Take a difiune of Muicadel and Eggs! 


Tru. Myfteries, myfteries, Ferret. Fer. I we fee, Trundle 

What the ee Officersin an Inn may do; 

I do not fay the Officers of the Crown, 

But the Light-Heare. ip. I'll fee the Bat and Huffe, 
Fer, Tha’ fome Bufine(s, Sir, I crave your Pardon— 
Tip. What? Fer. To be fober. Zip. Pox, go get you 

| | (gone then. 

Trundle thall ftay. Ziv. NoI befeech you Colonel, 

You Lordfhip has a mind to be drunk private, . 


Into 
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Pei. And pack away i their trundling Cheats, like foe 
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Into the Stables, and falute my Marés. Pru.Do your endeavours in the nameof Love. 
Pei. Yes, do, and fleep with ’em, let him go, bafe} Lov. To make my firft Approaches, then, in Love. 
: (Whip-ftock.| Lad. Tell us what Love is, chat we may be fure 


He’s as drunk as a Fifh now, almoft as dead. There is fuch a thing, and that it is in nature. 
Tip. Coine I will fee the flicker Moufe, my Flie. Lov. Excellent Lady, I did not expe& 
' | To meet an Infidel! much lefs an Atheift ! 
A& IIk Scene II. Here in Love's Lifts ! of fo much unbelief ! 


. | To raife a Queftion of his being—— Hof. Well charg’d! 
Pitidence ufher’d by the Holt, takes ber Seat of Fudicature,| Lov. Trather thought, and, wich Religion, think, 
Nurfe, Frank, tbe Tivo Lords, Beaufort, and Latimer, Had all the Character of Love been loft, 
| allt of the Bench : The Lady and Lovel are brought in, His Lines, Dementfions, and whole Signature 
and fit on the Two fides of the Stage, confronting each the Raz’d and defac’d, with dull humanity : 


athens That both his Nature, and his Effence might 
Ferret. Trundle. Have found their mighty inftauration here, 
ey } Here where the confluence of Fair and Good, 

“Pra. Ere fet the hour ; but firft produce the parties; | Meets to make up all Beauty. For, what elfe 


And clear the Court. The time is now of price. | Is Love, but the moft noble, pure affection 
Hoft. ‘Fug, get you down, and Trandle get you up, | OF what is truly Beautiful and Fair ? 


You fhall be Crier. Ferret, here, the Clerk. Defire of union with the thing beloved ? 

Fordan, {mell you without, till the Ladies call you ; (Bea. Have the Affiftants of the Court their Votes, 

Take down the Fiddlers too, filence that noife, And writ of Priviledge, to {peak them freely ?) 

Deep, ithe Cellar, fafe. Pru..Who keeps the Watch ? Pru, Yes, to affift ; but not to interrupt. 
Hoff. Old Sheelinin here, is the Madam Tell-clock. “| Bea.Then [have read fomewhere,that'man and woman, 
Nur. No fait and trot, {weet Maifter, I hall fleep ; Were, in the firft Creation, both on€'piece, 

' Tfaic I fhall. Bea. I prithee do then, Serich-Ow. And being cleft afunder, ever fince, 
She brings to mind the Fable o’the Dragon, (her. | Love was an appetite to be rejoin’d. 


That kept the Hefperian Fruit. Would I could charm | As for Example— Nur. Cramo-cree! what mean’fh tou ? 
Huft. Trundle will do it with his Hum. Come Jyundle.| Bea. Only to kifs, and part. Hef. So much is lawful. 


Precede him Ferret,itheform. — - : Lar. And ftands with the Prerogative of Loves Court! 
Fer. O yes, O yes, O yes, Tru. O yes, &c.| Lov. cis a Fable of Plate’s, in his Banquet, 
Whereas there hath been awarded ,| Whereas, de. And uttered there by Ariffophanes. 
By the Queen Regent of Love. By theQueen,éc. | Hoff. °T was well remembred here, and to good ufe.) 
“ In this high Court of Soveraignty, — |In this high, dc. | But on with your Defcription, what Love is. 
Twa {pecial hours of Addrefs, Two fpecial, cc. | Defire of union with the thing belov’d. 
Lo Herebert Lovel, Appellant, To Herebert, &c.| Lov. Imeant a Definition. For I make 


Againft the Lady Frampul, Defendant. |Againft the, éc.|The efficient caufe, what’s Beautiful, and Fair. 
Herebert T.ovel, Come into the Court, |Herebert Lov. &c, | The formal caufe, che appetite of Union. - 


Make challenge to thy firft hour, Make, ce. The final caufe the union it felf. 
And fave thee and thy Bail. And fave, @c. | But larger, if you'll have it, by defcription : 
Hoff. Lo, louting where he comes into the Court: | It isa flame and ardour of the mind, 
Clerk of the Soveraignty take his appearance. | Dead, in the proper Corps, quick in another's: 
° And how accoutred, how defign’d he comes ! Transfers the Lover into the Loved. 
Fer, T’s done. Now Cryer, call the Lady Frampul, | That he or fhe, that loves, engraves, or ftamps 
And by the name of, Th’ dea of what they love, firft in themfelves : 
Frances, Lady Frampul, Defendant, Tru. Francis, &c. |Or, like to Glaffes, fo their minds take in 
Come into the Court, | Come into the, éc. | The Forms of their belov’d, and them refled. 
Make anfwertothe Award, © |Make anfwer, cc. | It is che likenefs of Affections, | 
And five thee and chy Bail. And fave thee, &&c. | Is both the parene and the nurfe of Love. 
| Love is a {piritual coupling of ewo Souls, 
Enter Lady. So much more excellent, as ic leaft relates. 
Hoff. She makes a noble, and a juft Appearance. Unto the Body ; circular, eternal ; | a 
Set it down likewife, and how arm/’d flie comes. Not fain’d, or made, but born: And then, fo precious, 
Pra, Uther of Loves Court give ’em their Oath, As nought can value it, but it felf. So free 
According to the Form, upon Loves Aiffal. As nothing can command it but it felf- 
Hoff. Avife and lay your hands upon the Book. And in it felf fo round, and liberal, 


Herebert Lovel, Appellant, and Lady Frances Frampul, | As where it favours, it beftows it felf. 
Detcndant, you hall fwear upon the Liturgy of Love,| (Bea. And that do I; here my whole felf I tender, ' 
Ovid de arte amandi,, That you neither have, ne will| According to the practice o’the Coure. | 
have, nor in any wife bear about you, thing, or things,| Nur. Pith a naughty praétifh,a lewd Practith, 
pointed, or blunt, within thefe Lifts, other than what | Be quiet man, don thalt not leip her here. 
are natural and allow’d by the Court: No,inchanted| Bes. Leap her ? I lip her foolifh Queen at Arms, 
Arms, or Weapons, Stones of Vertue, Herb of Grace, | Thy Blazon’s falfe: wilt thou blafpheme thine Office?) 
Charm, Character, Spell, Philtre, or other Power than| Lov. But we muft take and underftand this Love 


Loves only, and the juftnefs of your Caufe. Sohelp you | Along ftillasa name of Dignity: (Lord ?) 
Love, his Mother, and the Contents of thisBook: Kifgs| Not pleafure. (Hof. Mark you that, my lighe young 
hal “pe ic. / Return unto your Seats, Crier bid filence. Lov. True love hath no unworthy thoughe, no light, 
Le At Y Tru. O yes, O yes, O yes. Loofe unbecoming Appetite, or Strain. | 
anal 4 Fer. I’che name o’the Soveraign ofLove,|7rs. I’che éc. | But fixed, conftant, pure, immutable. 
pg po o Notice is given by the Court, Notice 1S, Cre. (Bea. I relith not thefe Philofephical Feafts ; 
prow. velotro che Appellant, and Defendant, Tothe Ap.é&c. | Give me a Banquet o’ Senfe, like that of Ovid: 


" That che firlt hour of Addrefs proceeds. |That the, é&c. | A Form to take the Eye; a Voice mine Ear ; 
And Lowe fave the Soveraign. And love, @c. | Pure Aromaticks, tomy Scent; afof, 
Tru. Every manor woman keep filence pain of impri- | Smooth, dainty Hand to touch ; and, for my talte, ; 
| Cfonment. | Ambrofiack Kifles to mele down the Pafat.) 
: of. 


Tbe New Iun.. 


Are only taken with what trikes the Senfes! 
And love by that loofe fcale. Altho I grant, 
We like what’s fair and graceful in an Obje&, 


+‘ And (true) would ufe it, in them all we rend to, - 


Both of our civil and domeftick deeds, | 
In ordering of an Army, in our Stile, 

Apparel, Gefture, Building, or what not? 

All arts and actions do affect their Beauty. 

But put the cafe, in travel I may meet 

Some gorgeous Structure, a brave Frontifpiece, 
Shall I ftay Captive i* the outer Court, 

Surprizd with that, and not advance to know | 
Who dwells there, and inhabiteth the Houfe ? 
There is my Friendfhip to be made, within; 


With what can love me again: not with the Walls, 
Doors, Windows, Architrabes, the Fricze, and Coronice. 


My End is loft in loving of a Face, 


An Eye, Lip, Nofe, Hand, Foot, or other part, - 


Whofe all is bute a Statue, if the Mind 
, Move not, which only can make the return. - 
The End of Love is, to have Two made One 
In will, and in affection, that the Minds 
Be firft inoculated, not the Bodies. 
Bea. Gi’ me the Body, if it be a good one. 


» , For better Quarter, if you hold your practice. 


55g And alter ftill with i¢ ; The Mind's is firm, 


@ne and the fame, proceedeth firft from weighing, - _ 


And well examining what is fairand good; _ 
| Then what is like in Reafon, fit in Manners 3 


That breeds good will: good will defire of Union. | : 


So Knowledge firft begets Benevolence, — 


Lov. They are the earthly, lower form of Lovers, | 


Fra. Nay, {weet, my Lord, I muft appeal the Soveraign 


. Tru. Silence, pain of Imprifonment: Hear the Court. 
Lov. The-Bodies Love is frail, fubje& to change, 


Benevolence breeds Friendfhip, Friehdthip loves: ° ~ 


And where it ftarts or fteps afide from this, 
It is a meer degenerous appetite, 
A loft, oblique, deprav’d affection, 
And bears no mark or chara@er of Love. 
Lad. How am I changed! By what Alchimy 
Of Love, or Language, am I thus tranflated! -. 


His Tongue is tip'd: with-the PhilofopbersStome,.- 
wind that hath touch’d me through every Vein t oo 


I feel that tranfmutation o my Blood, 
As I were quite become another creature, 
And ail he {peaks, it is Projection! 


Pre. Well feign'd, my Lady : now her. Parts begin‘! 
’ « ne il e 


Lat, And the will aé&’em fubtilly. 
Pru. She fails meelle. 
sesThat giving way, and licenfe to their love, 
Diveft him of his nobleft Ornaments,:- - «: 
Which are his Modefty; and Shamfac’dnefs : 
And fo they do, that have unfic defigns: -:-+ . 
Upon the Parties they-'pretend'to love. © 


Lov. Nor do they eréfpafs within bounds of pardon, 


For what’s more monftrous, more a Prodigys « _ 


‘Thanto hear me proteft truth of affe@ion ©: 


Unto a perfon that I would difhonour?) °' 5: 


And what’s a more difhonour, than defacing. ~ 
Another’s good with forfeiting mine own ? 

And drawing on a Fellowship of fin 5 ~~~’ 
From note of which, tho (for a while) we may 


Be both kepr fafe, by caution, yet the Confcience.. ‘ 


Cannot be cleansd. For what was.hitherto — 


Call’d by the Name of Love, becomes deftroy’d | 


Then, wich the Fa@; the Innocency loft, 

The bating of affeCtion foon will follow: 

And Love is never true that is not lafting. - 

No more than any can be pure or perfect, 
41 That entertains more than one Object, Dixi. 

Lad, O fpeak, and {peak for ever! let min’ ear 
Be feafted {till, and filled with this Banquet ° 
No fenfé can ever furfeit on fuch truth? | 


6h (Bea. “And: wé do itnitace-—— ) 
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It is the Marrow of all Lovers Tenents! - 


| Who hath read Plato, Heliodore; or Tatins, 


Sidney, D Urfé, ox all Loves: Fathers, like hing 2 
He, 1s there the Mafter of rhe Sentences, Vefane 


re. de 
} Their School, their Commentary, Text, and. .Glofs, 4 2/4Zo-* ong 


And breathes the true Divinity of Love! * pA /6ZS'. J: 
Pru. Excellenr A@or! how the hits this Paffion! 

__ Lad. Where have I liv’d, in Herefie, fo long 

Out o’ the Congregation of: Love, 


‘And ftood irregular, by all his Canons?. _. 


Lat. But do you think fhe plays? 
Pru. Upo’ my Soveraignty,, - 
Mark her anon. 3 3.2 
Lat. I fhake, and am half jealous. -. - 
Lad. What Penance fhall I doto be receiv’d, 


And reconcil’d to ehe Church of Love? 


Go on Proceflion, bare-foot, to his Image, 

And fay fome hundred penitential. Verfes, 

There, out of Chaucers Troilas, and Creffide2. 

Or to his Mothers Shrine, vow a Wax-Candle ’. 

As large as the Town May-Poleis, and pay it! 
Enjoyn me any thing this Court thinks fic, 

For 1] have trefpafs’d, and blafphemed Love: 

I have, indeed, defpis’d his Deity, = | 
Whom (ill chis Miracle wrought on me). I knew not. 
Now I adore Love, and would kifs the Rufhes 

That bear this Reverend Gentleman, his Prieft, . . 
If chat would expiate———-but I fear ie will not. 
For, tho he be fomewhat ftruck in years, and old 


__| Enough to be my Father, he-:is wife, 


And only wife men love, the:other covet. © | 

I could begin to bein love with him, 4. <evet: Ahn AEF, 
But will not tell hich yet, Becanfe } hope p@-% wey gpaew AAV. 
T’ enjoy the other Hour with mere delight, ; Z: 


_| And prove him farther. 


Pru. Mott Socratich Lady! | «: . 


{ Or, if you will fromck! gi-you joy. 


O' your Platonick Love here, Mr: Love. 02: 
But pay him his tuft Kifs, yer, ? che Court, — . 
Which is a Debt, and due: For ‘the Hour’s run. . 

Lad. How {wift is Time, and flily ftealsaway .... . 
From them would hug it,‘ value ic, embrace it? | 
I:fhould have thought it fcarcehad: run ten minutes, = 
When the whole Hour is fled. Here, take your Kifs, Sir, 
Which I moft willing render you in Court. 


: e 
as ~ 


Lad. And I could with,: :. Pes 
Ichad been twenty—fo the Soveraigns — 


| Poor narrow Nature had decreed it fo-—— __ 


But that is paft, irrevocable, now-: | 

She did her kind, according to her latitude— -_: 
Pry. Beware, you do not conjure upa Spine. - 

You cannot lay... 2. oe 
Lad. I dare you, do your worft,: 


‘| Shew me but fuch an injuftice 1 would thank you 
| To aleer your award. 2 e't chiy, re 


Lat. Sure fhe is ferious! 3 03-2 - 
I thall havo another fit of Jealonfie!, 
I feel a grudging! «© 02) it 

Hoft.. Gheat ‘up, Noble.Gheft, 


‘We cannor guefs what thismay come to yet; 


The Brain of Man, or Waman, is.uncertain ! 

Lov. Tut, the, diffembles! all is perfonated, © 
And counterfeit ¢omes tiom hen gt at were not, 
The Spanifh Monarchy, with both the Indies, 
Could not buy off the treafure of this. Kils, 

Or half give balance for my happinefs. - 

Hof. Why, as:it is.yet, it, glads my light Heare 
To fee you tonz’d thus from a fleepy hpmor 
Of drouzy, accidental melancholy; 

And all chofé brave parts of your Soul awake, . 
That did befare feem drown’d, and buried in you! 


| That you exprefs your felf, as you had back’d 
The Mafes Horle ! or got Bellerophons arms 


What 


. ae oe ee Z 
. 
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What news with Fly? 

Fly. News of anewer Lady, 
A finer, frefher, braver, bonnier Beauty, 
A very bona Roba, and a Bouncer! 


In yellow, gliftering, golden Satten. Lad. Pru, - 
Adjourn the Court. 
Pru. Cry, Trundle Tru. O yes, 


The New Inn. 


A broke-wing’d Shop-keeper? I nofe’em ftreight. 


‘He had noFather, I warrant him, that durft own him ; 


Some Foundling in a Stall, or the Church-porch; +: 
Brought up?’ the Helpital’ and fo bound Prentice ; 4. = aired 
Then Mafter of a Shop 5 then one o’ th’ Inqueft ; : Jf 
Then breaks out Bankrupt, or ftarts Alderman: 

The Original of both is a Church-Porch-— 


Any Man, or Weman, that hath any perfonal attendance} Fly. Of fome, my Colonel. 


To give unto the Court; Keep che Second Hour, 
And Love fave the Sov’raign. 


A& IV. Scene I. 
‘Fug, Barnabe, Jordan. 


Barnabe! ‘for. Welcome, Barnabe ? Where haft 
thou been ? 

Bar. T the foul weather. 

‘Fug. Which has wet thee, Baw. 

Bar. As dry as achip! Good Jug, a caft o’ chy Name, 
As well as thy Office ; two Jugs! == 

Fug. By andby. | 

For. What Lady’s this thou haft brought here? 

Bar. A great Lady ! 
I know no more ; onethat will try you, Fordan. 
Shee’ll find your Gage, your Circle, your Capacity. 


How do’s Old Staggers the Smith, and Tree the Sadler? . 


Keep they their Penny-Club fttill ? 
For. And th old Catch too, 
Of whoop Barnaby. Bar. Do they fing at me? 
or, They are reeling at it in the Parlour now. 
Bar, Vil co’em : Gi me a drink firlt. 
For. Where’s thy Hat ? | 
Bar. I loft ic by the way—Gi? me another. 
Jug. AHac? Bar. A drink. ; 
Fug. Take heed of taking cold, Bas 
Bar. The wind blew’t off at High-gate, and my Lady 
Would not endure me light to take 1¢ up, 
But made me drive bare-headed 1’ the Rain. 
| For. ‘That the might be miftaken for a Connsels 2 
Bar. ‘Troth, like enough ! She might be an ore-grown 
| Dutchefs, 
For ought I know. ; 
Fug. What! withoneMan! Bar. At a ume, 
_ They carry no more, the beft of ’em. 
_ Jor. Nor che braveft. 
Bar. And fhe is very brave! 
For. A ftately Gown! 
And Petticoat, fhe has on! : 
Bar. Ha’ you fpy’d that, Fordan? 
You are a notable Peerer, an old Radb:, 
Ata Smocks-hem, Boy.. : 
Fug. Ashe is Chamberlain, 
He may do that by his Place. 
for, What's her Squire? 
Bar. A toy, that fhe allows Eight Pence a day. - 
v'67 A flight Man-net, to port her up and down. 
- Come, fhew meto my Play-fellows, Old Staggers, 
And Father Tree. 
For. Here, this way, Barnabe. 


A& IV. ‘Scene IL 


 -Tipto, Burff, Huffle, Fly. 


Ome, let us take in Frefco, here, one It. 
Bar. TwoQuarts, my Manof War, let us not be 
{tinted 7 


Huf. Advance three Fordans, Varlet 0’ the Houfe. 
Tip. Ido not like your Burjt Bird 5 He is fawcy : 
Some Shop-keeper he was? - = 
_ Fly. Yes, Sir. Tip. Lknew it, 


1 And us’d to make them eat their Bread and Butter, 


| And at Madridtoo! Pin, Heisa foolith Fellow, 


Zip. Good Faith, of moft! 
O’ your Shop-Citizens, th’ are rude animals! 
And let ’em get but cen mile out a Town, 
Th’ out {wagger allthe Wapen-take. 
Fly, What’s that ? 
‘Tip. A Saxon word to fignifie the Hundred. 
Bar. Come let us drink, Sir Gloriom, fome brave 
Health 
Upon our tip-toes. Tip. To the Health o” the Burfs. 
Bur. Why Burfis ? Tip. Why Tipto’s? 
Bur, O’ I cry you mercy ! 
Tip. It is fufficient. 
Huf, What is fo fufficient ? 
Tip. To drink to you is fufficient. 
Huf. On what terms? 
Zip. That you thall give Security to pledge me. 
Huf. So you will name no Spaniard, I will pledge you. 
Tip. I rather chufe to thirft; and will thirft ever, 


Than leave that Cream of Nations un-cry’d up. 


Perifh all Wine, and guft of Wine. 4. Damrdbyys 

Huf. How! {pill it? A Zapuney al Be ont a 
Spillic ac me ? Zsp. T wreck not, but pile ite yoite 552 

ly. Nay, pray 7 be quiet, Noble Bloods. a 

Bur. No Spaniards, 
Icry, with my Cozen Huffle. 

Huf. Spaniards ? Pilchers 2 

Zip. Do not provoke my patient Blade. It fleeps, 
And would nothear thee: Haffe, chou art rude, 
And doft not know the Spenifh compofition. : 

Bur. What is the Recipe? Name the Ingredients. 

Tip. Valour. Bar. Two Ounces! : 

Tip. Prudence. Byr. Half a Dram ! 

Tip. Juftice. Bur. A Penny weight! 

Tip. Religion. Bsr. Three Scruples! | 

Tip. And of :Gravidéd. Bur. A Face-full! 

Tsp. He carties fuch a Dofe of it in his Looks, a 
Adions, and Geftures, as it breeds Refpe@ 
To him from Savages, and Reputation 
With all the Sons of Men. 

Ber. Will it give him Credit 
With Gamefters, Courtiers, Citizens, or Tradefmen ? 

Tip. He'll borrow Money on the ftroke of his Beard ! 

Or turn off his Muftaccso! His meer Cuello, 

Or Ruff about his Neck, is a Bill of Exchange xs 
In any Bank in Europe ! Not a Merchant ” | 

That fees his Gate, but ftraighe will furnith him 

Upon his Pafe! | 

Huf. I have heard the Spanifh Name 
Is terrible, to Children, in fome Countries; 


Or take their Worm-feed. 
Tip. Huffe, youdo thuffle : 


——To them, Stuffe, Pinnacia. 


Bur. “Slid here’s a Lady! 

Huf. And a Lady gay ! 

Zip. A well-trimm’d fady ! 

Huf. Let's lay her aboard. 

Bur. Let’s hail her firft. 

Tip. By your {weet Favour, Lady. 

Stx. Good Gentlemen be civil, we are Strangers. 

Bar. And you were Flemings, Sir! - 

Huf, Or Spaniards! . 

Tip. They are here, have been at Sevil i? their days, 


J pray 


The New Inn. 


I pray you mind him not, he is my Protection. a 
Tip. In your protection he is fafe, {weet Lady. 


So fhall you be in mine. 
Huf.. A thare, good Coronel. 
Tip. Of what? | 
Huf. OF your fine Lady ! I am Hodge, 


My Name is Huffe. 
Tip. Huffling Hodge, be quiet. 
Bur. And I pray you, be you fo, Glorious Coronel 
Hodge Huffle thall be quiet. 
Huf. A Lady gays gay: | 
For fhe is a Lady gay, gay, gay- For the’s a 
Tip. Bird o° the Ve/pers, Vefpertilio, Burtt + 
You are a Gentleman 9’ the firft Head. 
But that Head may be broke, as all the Body is—— 
Burft, if you tie not up your Huffle quickly. 
Huf. Tie Dogs, not Man. 
Bur. Nay, pray thee, Hodge, be fill. 
Tip. This Steel here rides not on this Thigh in vain. 
Huf. Shew’ft thou thy Steel and Thigh, thou gloriows 
Dirt ? 
Then Hodge fings Sampfon, and no ties thall hold. 


Lady gay. 


Peirce, Fug, Jorden. [to them. 
Peir. Keep the Peace, Gentlemen: what do you 
mean ? 
Tip. I will not difcompofe my felf for Huffe. 
Pin. You fee what your Entreaty and Prefiure ftill 
Of Gentlemen, to be civil, doth bring on ? 
A Quarrel ? and perhaps Man-flaughter ? You 
Will carry your Goofe about you ftill? your Planing: 
Tron? | 
Your Tongue to fmooth all! is not here fine ftuff ? 
Stu. Why Wife? | 
Pin. Your Wife? Ha’ notI forbidden you that ? 
Do you think Pil call you Husband i’ this Gown, 
Or any thing in that he, but Protection? 
Here tie my Shooe, and fhew my Velvet Petticoat, 
And my Silk Stocking ! why do you make me a Lady, 
if Imay not do like a Lady, in fine Cloathes. 
Stu. Sweet Heart, you may do what you will wich me. 
Pin. I: I knew that at homes what to do with you ; 
But why was I brought hither ? to fee Fafhions ? 
Stw. And wear themtoo, Sweet Heart, but chis wild 
Company—— 
_ Pin. Why do you bring me in wild Company? 
You'd ha’ me tame, and civil, in wild Company ? 
J hope I know, wild Company are fine Company, 
And in fine Company, whereI am fine my felf, 
A Lady may do any thing, deny nothing 
To a fine Party, I have heard you fay’. 


——To them Peirce. 


Peir. There ate a Company of Ladies above 
Defire your Ladifhips Company, and to take 
The Surety of their Lodgings from the affront 
OF thefe half Beafts, were here e’en now, the Centaures. 

Pin. Are they fine Ladies ? 

Peir. Some very fine Ladies. 

Pin. As fine as I? 

Peir. 1 dare ufe no Comparifons, 

Being a Servant, {ent -————— 

Pin. Spoke, like a fine Fellow ° 
I would thou wert one ; I’d not then deny thee : 
But, thank my Lady. 


————To them Hof. 


Hof: Madam, I muft crave you 
To afford a Lady a Vific, would excufe 
Some Harfhnefs o’ the Houfe, you have receiv’d 
From che brute Ghelts. 
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Pin. This’s a fine Old Man! 
Vid go with him an’ he were a little finer ! | 
Sts. You may, Sweet Heare, it is mine Hof. 
Pin. Mine Hof! _ 
Hojt. Yes; Madam, 1 mult bid you welcome. 
Pin. Do then. : 
Stu. But do noe ftay, | 
Pin. Vil be advis'd by you; yes! 


Act VV. Scene IIL 


| ——To them Latimer, Beaufort, Lady, Pru. Frank, 


Hof, Pinnacia, Stuffe. 


Hat more than Thracian Barbarifm was this ! 
Bea. The Bartel o? che Centasres, with the 
Lapithes ! 
Lad. There is no taming o the Monfter Drink. 
Lat. But what a glorious Beaft our Tipto fhew'd! 
He would not difcompofe himfelf, the Don! 
Your ve ne’er doth difcompofe himfelf. 
Bea. Yet, how he talkt, and roar’d i’ the beginning ! 
Pru. And ran as faft as a knock’d Marro’bone. 
Beq. So they did all at laft, when Level went down, 
And chas’d ’em ’bout the Court. 
Lat. For all’s Don Lewes ! 
Or fencing after Euclide! Lad. Ine’er faw 
A lightning fhoot fo, as my Servant did, 
His Rapier was a Meteor, and he wav'd ic 
Over ’em, like a Corset, as they fled him ! 
1 mark’d‘his Manhood ! every ftoop he made 
Was like an Eagles at a Flighe of Cranes! - 
(As I have read fomewhere.) 
Bes. Bravely expreft. 
Lat. And like a Lover! 
Lad, Of his Valour, Iam! 
He feem’d a Body, rarifi'd to air! 
Or that his Sword, and arm were of a peice, 
They went together fo! Here comes the Lady. 
Bea. A bouncing Bone reba! as the Fly faid. 
Fra. She is fome Giancefs! Fil ftand off, 
For. fear the fwallow me. 
La. Is not this our Gown, Pry ? 
That I befpoke of Sruffe ? 
Pru. It is the Fafhion! | 
Led, I, and the Silk! Feel: fureic isthe fame! 
Pre. And the fame Petticoat, Lace, and all! 
Lad. Til fwear it. ~ 


SOR 


-How came it hither ? make a Bill of Inquiry. 


Pru. Yo’ have a fine Sute on, Madam! and arichone 
Lad. Andof a curious making! 
Pre. And a new! 
Pin. As new as Day. 
Lat. She anfwers like a Fifh-Wife ! 
Pin. I put ic on fince Noon, Ido affute you. 
Pry. Who is your Taylor? 
Lad. ’Pray you, your Fafhioners Name. 
Pin. My Fafhioner is a certain Man o' mine own, 
He isi’ the Houfe: no matter for his Name. 
Hoft. O, but co fatisfie this bevy of Ladies, 
Of whicha Brace, here, long’d to bid you welcome. 
Pin. Heisone, in truth, I title my Protection : 
Bid him come up. ; 
Hoff. Our new Ladies Proteétion ! 
What is your Ladifhips Stile ? 
Pin, Countels Pinnacia. | 
Hof, Countefs Pinnacia’s Man, come to your Lady : 
Prw. Your Ladifhips Taylor ! Mats, Seuffe ! 
Lad. How Stuffe! He the Protecticn ! 
Hof. Stuffe looks like a Remnant. 
Stu. I am undone, difcover'd / 
Pru. Tis the Suic, Madam, 
Now, without Scruple! and this fome Device 
To bring it home wich. 


Bbbbb Pin. 
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The New Inn. 


- - 


Pin. Why upon your Knees ? 

Is this your Lady Godmother? 

Sta. Mum, Pinacia. | 
It is the Lady Frampul ; my beft Cuftomer. 

Lad. What Shew is this that you prefent us with 2 

Stu. Ido befeech your Ladithip forgive me. 

She did but fay the Suit on. 
Stu. My Wife, forfoorh. 
Lad. How? Miltrefs Stuffe? Your Wife: 

Is that the Riddle? Prx. We all look’d for a Lady, 

A Dutchefs, or a Countefs at the leaft. 

Stu. She is my own lawfully begotten Wife, 

In Wedlock. We ha’ been coupled now feven years. 
Lad. And why chus mafqu’d? You like a Footman, ha! 

And fhe your Countefs! P:s.'To make a Fool of himéelf, 

And of metoo. Sts. I pray thee, Pinnace, peace. 

Pin. Nay, ic fhall out, fince you have call’d me Wife, 
And openly dif-Ladicd me! though I am dif'Countefs’d 
Tam not yet dif-councenane’d. Thefe thall fee. 7 

Hof. Silence ! 

Pin. It is a foolith trick, Madam, he has; 

For though he be your Taylor, he is my Beaft. 

I may be bold wich him, and tell his Story. 

When he makes any fine Garment will fit me, 

Or any rich thing that he thinks of price, 

Then muft I put icon, and be his Cosunte/s, 

Before he carry ic home unto the Owners. 

A Coach is hir’d, and Four Horfes 5 he runs 

In his Velvet Jacket thus, co Rasford, Croyden, 

Hounflow, or Barnet, the next bawdy Road: 

And takes me out, carries me up, and throw’s me 

Upon a Bed. Lad. Peace, thou immodeft Woman. 

She glories in the Bravery o’ the Vice. 

Lat. “Visa queintone! Bea. A fine /pecies, 

OF fornicating with a Man’s own Wife, 

Found out by (what's his Name ?) 

Lat. Mr. Nic. Stuffe. 

Hoff. ‘The very Figure of Preoccupation 
In all his Cuftomers beft Cloathes. Lat. He lies 
With his own Saccuba, in all your Names. 

Bea. And all your Credits. 

Hoft. I, and at all their cofts. 


Lat. This Gown was then befpoken for the Saveraign ?) 


- Bea. 1, marry wasit. Lat. And a main Offence 
' Committed *gainft the Soveraignty; being not brought 
Home?’ the time. Befide, the prophanation, 
Which ‘may call on the Cenfure of che Court. 
- Hoff. Let him be blanketed. Call up the Quarter- 
mafter. | 
Deliver himo’er to Fly. Sts. O good, my Lord. 
Hof. Pillage the Pinnace. Lad. Let his Wife be ftript. 
Bea. Blow off her Upper Deck. 
Lat. Tear all her Tackle. . | 
Lad. Pluck the polluted Robes over her Ears ; 
Or cut them all to peices, make a fire o’ them. 
Prz, To Rags and Cinders,burn th’ idolatrousVeftures. 
Hof. Fly, and your Fellows, fee that the whole cenfure 
Be throughly executed. Fy, We'll tofs him bravely, 
Till the ttuif {tink again. 
Hof. And fend her home, 
Divefted to her Flannel, in a Cart. 
9 Lat. And let her Footman beat the Bafon afore her. 
Fly. The Court fhall be obey’d- 
. Hof. Fly, and his Officers, 
Will do ic fiercely. Stu. Merciful Queen Pre, 
Pra. I cannot help you. 
Bea. Go thy ways, Nic. Staffe, . 
Thou haft nickc it for a Fafhioner of Venery ! 
Lat. For his own Hell, though he run ten mile for’. 
Pru. O, here comes Lovel, for his fecond Haur. 
Bea. And alter him the type of Spanifh Valour. 


\ 


Lad. Who 2? Which fhe 2. 


Act IV. Scene IV. 


Lady, Lovel, Tipto, Latimer, Beaufort, Pre, Frank, 
Nurfe, Hoff. 


Ervant, what have you there? Lov. A Meditation 
Or rather a Vifion, Madam, and of Beauty, | 


> 


Our former Subje@. Lad. Pray you let us hear it 


Lov. It was a Beauty that I faw 
So pure, fo perfect, as the frame — 
Of all the Univer{e was lame, 
To that one Figure could I draw, 

Or give leaft tine of it dlaw! 


A Shein of Silk without a Knot! 
A fair March made without @ Halt! 
AA curiom Forms without a Fault! 
A printed book without a blot. 
All beauty, and without a fpot. 
Lad. —— are gentle Words, and would deferve a 
ote, 

Set to em, asgentle. Zev. Ihavet 
To clofe the fecond Hour, if you will hear them 
My Boy by that time will have got it perfea. 

Lad. Yes, gentle Servant. In what calm he {peaks 
After this noife and tumult, fo unmov’d, 
Wich that ferenity of countenance, 
As if histhoughts did acquiefce in that 
Which is the Object of the fecond Hour, 
And nothing elfe. Pr. Welk then, fiummon the Court. 

Lad. I have a Sute to the Soveraign of Love, 
If ic may ftand with the Honour of the Court, 
To change the Queftion but from Love to Valour, 
To hear it faid, bue what true Valour is, 
Which oft begetstrue Love. Lat. Itis a Queftion 
Fie for the Court to take true knowledge of, 
And hath my juft affent. Pre. Content. Bea. Content. 


'd my Skill. 


Fra. Content. Iam content, give him his Oath, 1. pantry, 


Hoft. Herebert Lovel, Thou fhalt faear upon the Tefta- 
ment of Love, To make Anfwer to this Queftion propounded 
to thee by the Court, What true Valour ws? And therein to tell 
the Truth, the whole Truth, and nothing but the Truth. So 
help thee Love, and thy bright Sword at need. 

Lov. So help me Love, and my good Sword at need. 
It is the greateft Vertue, and the Safety 
Of all Mankind, che Obje& of it is danger. 

A certain Meen ’twixe Fear and Confidence: 

No inconfiderate Rafhnefs, or vain appetite 

Of falfe encountring formidable things ; 

But a true Science of diftinguithing 

What's good or evil. It {prings out of Reafon, 

And tends to perfect Honefty, the Scope | 
Is always Honour, and the Publick Good : 

It isno Valour for a private Caufe. 

Bea. No? not for Reputation 2 

Lov. That’s Man’s Idol, 

Set up againft God, the Maker of all Laws, 
Who hath commanded us we fhould not kill ; 
And yet we fay, we muft for Reputation. 
What honeft Man can either fear his own, 
Or elfe will hure another’s Repuration ? 

Fear to do bafe, unworthy things, is Valour ; 


| If they be done to us, to fuffer them, 


Is Valour too. The Office of a Man 
That’straly Valiant, is confiderable 
Three ways: The firft is in refpe&t of Adatter, 
Which ftill is danger ; in refpe& of Form, 
Wherein he mutt preferve his Dignity ; 
And in the End, which muft be ever lawful. 
Lat. But Men, when they are heated, and in paflion, 
Cannot confider. Lov. Then it is not Valour. ; 
: | ne- 


td “ 


I never thoughe an angry perfon valiant: 

Vertue is never aided by a Vice. 

What need is there of anger, and of tumult?2- 

When reafon can do the fame thmgs, or more ? 
Bea. O yes, ’tis profitable, and of ufe, 

Ie makes us fierce, and fie to undertake. 


Lov. Why, fo will Drink make us both bold and rath, 


Or phrenfie if you will, do thefe make valiant ? 
They are poor helps, and Vertue needs them not. 
No Man is valianter by being angry, 

But he that could not valiant be without : 

So that it comes not in the aid of Vertue, 

But in the ftead of ie. Lar. He holds che right. 

Lov. And ’tisan odious kind of Remedy, “< 
To owe our health to a difeafe. 7p. If Man 
Should follow the Didfamen of his Paffion, 

He could not fcape—————~ : 

Bea. To difcompofe himfelf. 
_ Lat. According to Don Lewis! 

Hoff. Or Caranza ! 

Lov. Good Colorrel Glorious, whilft we treat of Valour, 
Difmifs your felf. Lat. You are sot concern’d. 

Lov. Go drink, 

And congregate the Hoftlers and che Tapfters, 
The Under-Officers 0° your Regiment ; 
Compofe withthem, and be not angry valiant ? 
: [Tipto goes ost. 
Bea. How do’sthat differ from true Valour ? 
Lov. Thus. 
In the Efficient, or that which makes ic: 
For it proceeds from Paffion, not from Judgment : 
Then brute beafts have it, wicked perfons: there 
Ic differs in the Subjec ; in the Form, 
Tis carried rathly, and with Violence: 
Then i’? the Exsd, where it refpects not Truth, 
Or Publick Honefty ; but meer Revenge. 
Now confident, and undertaking Valour, 
Sways from the true, two other ways, as being 
A cruft in our own Faculties, Skill, or Strength, 
And not the Right, or Confcienceo’ the Caa/e, 
That works ic: Then i’ the End, which is the Vidory, 
And not the Honour. | , 

Bea. But the ignorant Valour, , 
That knows not why it undertakes, but doth it 
T efcape the Infamy meerly-————_. 

Eov. Is worft of all : 
That Valour lies i’ the Eyes o° the lookers on ; 

And is call’d Valour with a witnefs. Bea. Right. 

Lov. The things true Valour is exercis’d about, 
Are Poverty, Reftraint, Captivity, 

Banifhment, lofs of Children, long Difeafe : 
The leaft is Death. Here Valour is beheld, 
Properly feen ; aboue thefe ic is prefent : 

Not trivial chings, which but require our Confidence. 
And, yet to thofe, we muft object our felves, 
Only. for Honefty: if any other 

Refpect be mixt, we quite put out her lighe. 
And as all Knowledge, when ic is remov’d, 

Or feparate from Juttice, is call’d Craft, 
Rather than Wifdom : So a Mind affeéting, 
Or undertaking dangers, for ambition, 

Or any Self-Pretext, not for the Publick, 
Deferves the Name of Daring, not of Valour. 
And over-daring is as great a Vice, | 
Asover-fearing. Lat. Yes, and often greater. 

Lov. But as it is not the meer Punifhment, 

-But Caufe, that makes a Martyr, fo it is not 
Fighting, or dyings but the manner of it 
Renders a Man himfelf. A Valiant Man © 
Ought not toundergo, or tempt a danger, 
But worthily, and by fele@ted ways 

He undertakes with Reafon, not by Chance. 
His Valour is che Salt to his ocher Ventas 
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They are all unfeafon’d without it. The Waiting-maids, 
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| Confefs himfelf the weaker, by the feeling: 


: Would ask an Alms, li 
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Or the Concomitants of it, are his Patience, 
His Magnanimity, his Confidence, — 

His Conftancy, Security, and Quiet ; 
He can affure himfelf againft all Rumor! _ 
Defpairs of nothing! laughs at Contumelies!" 
As knowing himfelf advanced ina heighe 
Where injury cannot reach him, nor afperfion 
Touch him with Soyle! : | 
Lad. Moft manly utter’d all: ’ 
As if Achilles had the Chair in Valour; 
foe ei were but a apr ae 
o would not hang upon thofe lips for ever ! 
That ftrike fuch Mufi ; ; I could ai on them ; 
But Modefty is fuch a School-miftrifg, 
To keep our Sex inawe.  ~ 
_ Pru Or youcan fain; my 
{ Subtle and diffembling Lady Miftrifs. _ 
Lat, I fear the means it, Prs, in too good earneft ! 
Lov. The purpofe of an Injury tis to vex 
And trouble me : now nothing can do that 
To him chat’s valiant. He that is afle@ed 
With the leaft Injury, is lefs chan it. 
Itisbutreafonable to conclude = tit 
That thould be ftronger, ftill, which hurts, than'that : 
Which is hurt. Now no Wickednefs is ftronger_ 
Than what oppofeth it : Not Fortunes felf, 
When fhe encounters Vertue, but comes off 
Both lame and lefs! Why thould a Wife Man the 


2 3 ’ 


Of a Fool’s wrong? There may an Injury 
Be meant me. I may chufe, if I willtake it. 
But we are, now come: to that delicacy 
And tendernefs of fenfe, we think an infolence 
Worle than an injury, bare words worfe than deeds; v: . 
We are not fo much troubled with the wrong, | eae s 
As with the Opinion of the wrong: like Children, 
We are made afraid with Vifors! Such poor founds 
As is the lie, or common words of Spight. © 
Wife Laws thought néver worthy a Revenge; 
And ’tis the narrownefs of Humane Nature, 
Our Poverty, and Beggery of Spirit, | | 
To take exception ac thefe things. He laugh’d at me! 
sans Fett! : third — Seige me? 
ow moft ridiculous Quarrels are all chefe? Shr J 
Notes of a queafie, a fick Stomach, labouring biel Pe Si sii 
Wich want of a true injury ! the main part abt, As Kile vids 
OF the wrong, is our Vice of taking it. epee wil ira, A 
Lat, Or our interpreting it to be fuch. pd rap ok, t Das Le: 
Lov. You'take it rightly. If a Woman, or Child sree yley “ws 
Give me the Lie, would I be angry? No, s%.> phaser, afr o..’, 


Not if I were i? my Wits, fure I fhould think it tow wi Zo “ou 
No {pice of adifgrace. No more is theirs, Ze igi vow Hes, 4% 
If I will think it, who are to be held eel ee eee, 

In as contemptible a Rank, or worfe. A4>& Faz 


I am kept out a Mafque, fometime thruft out, _ A 
Made wait a day, two, three, for a great Word, | 
Which (when it comes forth) is all frown, and forehead! 
What laughter fhould this breed, rather than anger ! 

Out of the tumult of fo many Errors, 

To feel, wich contemplation, mine own quiet! 

If a great Perfon dome an affront, | 

A Giant of the time, fure I will bear ie 

| Or out of Patience, or Neceflity! | 

Shall I do more for Fear, chan for my Judgment? 
For me now to be angry with Hodge Huffle, | 
Or Burff (his broken charge,) if he be faucy, 

Or our own type of ie 7 Valour, Zipro, 

'|C(Who were he now neceffitated co 


beg 

ke Conde Olivares)#y/s= tas Karel my RY 
"| Were juft to make my felf, fuch a vain Asimal 7 wy  Gpee~s 
Asone of them. If light wrongs touch me not, ot: 
No more fhall great ; ? not a few, not many. 
There’s nought fo facred with us but may find 
A facrilegious Perfon, yet the thing is 

| : Bbbbb 2 


bird 
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No lef divine, ’caufe the prophanecan reach it. 
e is Shot-free, in Battel is not hurt, 
ot he that isnot hit. So he is Valiane, 
That yields not unto wrongs 3 not he chat fcapes ’em: 
They that do pull down Churches, and deface 
The holieft Altars, cannot hurt the God-head. _ 
A calm wife Man may fhew asmuch true Valour, 
Amid’ft thefe popular provocations, 7% 
As can an able Captain fhew fecurity, == =. 
By his brave Condu&, through an Enemies Country. 
A wife Man never goes the Peoples way, | 
But as the Planers ftill mave contrary 
To the World’s Motion ; fo doth he, to Opinion : 
He will examine, if thofe accidents : 
(Which common Fame calls iruries) happen to him 
Defervedly, or no? Come they defervedly, 
They are no Wrongs then, but his Punifhments: 
If undefervedly, and he not guilty, a 
The doer of them, firft, fhould blufh, not he. 
Lat. Excellent! Bea. Tr uth, and right! Fre. An Oracle 
Could nor have {poken moe! 
Lad. Been more believ’d!* | 
Pre. The whole Court runs into your Sentence, Sir! - 
And fee, your fecond hour is almoft ended. 
Lad. It cannot be! O clip the Wings of Time, 
G od Prz, o1 make him ftand ftill with a Charm. 
Diftil che Gout into it, Cramps, all Difeafes 
arreft_him in the Foor, and fix him here: 
O, for an Engine, to keep back all Clocks! 
Or make the Sun forgee his Motion! 
If I bute knew what Drink che Time now lov’d, 
To fet my Trundle at him, mince own Barnabe ! 
Pra. Why ? Pil contuic our Shelee nien, To-mas. 
Er grae Chreeft. 
ml * Wake her not. 
But *cwi’ not make the time drunk. 
Hoft. As’t hath her. 
Away with her, my Lord, bue marry her firft, Pra. 
Pre. I, that "ll be {port anon too for my Lady. 
But fhe hath other Game to fly at yet: — 
The Hour is come, your Kifs. 
Lad. My Servants Song, firft. | 
Pru. ‘I fay the Kifs, firft ; and I fo enjoyn’d it: 
_ At your own peril, do, make the contempt. 
Lud, Well, Sir, you mutt be pay’d, and legally. 
‘Pra. Nay, norching, Sir, beyond. 
Lov. One more I except. 


_ - This was buchalf a Kifs, and I would change it. 


Pur. The Court’s diffolv'd, remov’d, and the Play 

: | “ended.. ; . 

"No found, or air of Love more, I decree it. 

- Lov. From what a Happiaefs hath that one Word 
“Thrown me into the Gulf of Mifery ? 
To what a bottomlefs Defpair ? how like 
A Court removing, or an ended Play 
Shews my abrupt precipitate Eftate, 
By how much more my vain hopes were increas’d | 
By thefe falfe Hours of Converfation ? 

Did not I prophefié this of my felf, 
And gave the true Prognofticks? o? my Brain! 
How art thou turned! and my Blood congeal’d! 
My Sinews flackned! and my Marrow melted ! » 
That I remember not where I have been, 
Or what I am? Only my tongue’s on fire ; 
And burning downward, hurls forth Coals and Cinders, 
To tell, this Temple of Love, will foon be afhes:! 
Come Indignation, now, and be my Mittrefs, 

', No more of Love’s ingrateful tyranny. 
His Wheel of Torture, and his Pits of Bird-lime, 
His Nets of Noofes, Whirl-pools of Vexation, 
His Mils, to grind his Servants into Powder 
I will go catch the Wind firft in a Sieve, 


: ~ 
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Weigh Smoak, and meafure Shadows, plough the Water} And make my Houfé amends ! 
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 , And fow my Hopes there, e’re I ftay in Love. 


| And Scarfs. 
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of gy. 


Lat. My Jealoufie is off, I am now fecure. 
Lov. Farewel the craft of Crododiles, Womens Piety, . 
, And practife of it, in this art of flattering, 
| And fooling Men, I ha’ not loft my Reafon, 
Though I have lene my felf out for ewo hours, 
Thus to be baff’d by a Chambermaid, 
And the good Actor, her Lady, afore mine Hoft, 
OF the light Heart, here, that hath laught at all_— 
H ft. Who I? ; = 
Lov. Laugh on, Sir, I'll to bed, and fleep, | 
“oe on away the Vapour of Love, if th’ Houfe ° 
nd your legge Drunkards ler me. . 
Lad. Pru. Pre. Sweet Madam : 
Lad, Why would you let him go thus?. 
Pry. In whofe power 
as it to ftay him, prop’rer than my Ladies! 
Lad. Why, in her Ladies? Are not you the Soveraign? 
Pru. Would you, in conicience, Madam, ha’ me vex 
His Patience more? Lad. Not but apply the cure, 
Now it is vex’t. Pru. That's but one bodies work: 
Two cannot do the fame thing handfomely. 
Lad. Bue had not you the authority abfolute ? 
Prs. And were not you i’ rebellion, Lady Frampul, 
From the beginning ? | : 
Lad. I was fomewhat froward, -: 
I muft confefs, but frowardnefs fometime 
Becomes a Beauty, being but a Vifor | 
Puton.. You'll let a Lady wear her Mafque, Pre. | 
Prw. But how do I know, when her Ladifhip is pleas’d 
To leave it off, except the tell me fo ? 
Lad. You might ha’ known that by my looks, and 
language, 
Had you been or regardant, or obfervant. 
One Woman, reads anothers Charaéer, | 
Without the tedious trouble of deciphering : 
If fhe but give her mind to’t, you knew well, 
It could not fore with any Reputation 
Of mine, to come in firft, having ftood out. 
So long, without Conditions for mine Honour. 
Pru. 1 thought you did expeé none, you fo jeer’d him 
And put him off with {corn 
Lad. Who, I, with {corn ? _ 


SOS 


| I did exprefs my Love to Idolatry rather, 


And fo am juftly plagu’d, noc underftood. 

Pru. I {wear,I thought you had diffembled, Madam, 

And doubt you do fo yee. | 
Lad. Dull, ftupid, Wench! 

Stay i? thy ftate of ignorance ftill, be damn’d, 

An Idiot Chambermaid ! Hath all my Care, 

My breeding thee in Fafhion, thy Rich Clothes, 

Honours, and Titles wrought no brighter Effeats 

On thy dark Soul than thus? Well! go thy ways, 

Were not the Zaylor’s Wife, to be demolifh’d, 

Ruin’d, uncas’d, thou fhould’ft be fhe, 1 vow. 

Pru. Why, take your {pangled Properties, your Gown 

Lad. Pra, Pru. What doft thou mean ? 
Pru. I will not buy this Play-boy’s Bravery, 

At fuch a Price, to be upbraided for ir, 

Thus, every minute. Lad. Take it not toHeart fo. 
Pru. The Taylor’s Wife.? There was a word of fcorn! 
Lad. It was a word fell from me, Pre, by chance. 
Pru. Good Madam, pleafe to undeceive your felf, 

I know when words do flip, and when they are darted 

With all their bitcernef$: uncas’d, demolith’d ? 

An Idiot—— Chambermaid, -ftupid, and dull ? 

Be damn’d for ignorance? I will be fo ; 

And think I do deferve it, chat, and more, 

Much more I do. 

Lad. Here comes mine Hoft! No crying! 

Good Pru, Where is my Servant Level, Hoft ? 

Hof. Yo’ ha’ fert him up to bed, would you would 
follow him! | 


Lad. Would 


: 


Lad. Would you advife ic? ae 
Hof. 1 would I could command it.*My light Heart > 
Should leap till midnight. - | 
. Lad. Pray thee be not fullen, 
I yet muft ha’ thy counfel. Thou thale wear, Pra, 
The new Gown yet. 
Pru. After the’ Taylor’s Wife ? 


Lad. Come, be not angry, or griev’d: [have a Projed. 
Hof. Wake Sheleenien Thomas! Is this your Heraldry ? 


And keeping of Records, to lofe the main? 
Whereis your Charge? | 

Nor: Gra chreeft ! Hof. Go ask th’ Oracle 
O the Bortle, at your Girdle, there you loft it: 
You are a fober fetter of the Watch. 


A&t V. Scene I. 
Hoff, Fly. 


Pic Fly, and Legacy, the Bird o the heart : 
Prime Infe& of the Inn, Profeffor, Quarter-mafter, 
~ As ever thou deferved’ft chy daily Drink, 
Padling in Sack, and licking? che fame, 
Now thew thy felf an Implement of Price, 
And help to raife a Nap to us, out of nothing. 
Thou faw’ft ’em married ? 
Fly. I do think I did, 
And heard the words, Philip, I take thee, Letice. 
. I gave her too, was then the Father Fiy, 
| And heard the Prieft do his part, far as five Nobles 
: Would lead him? the Lines of Matrimony. 
Hoft. Where were they married? 
Fly. Pthe new Stable. Hof. Ominous ; 
I ha’ known many a Church been made a Stable, ¢ = ° 
But not a Stable made a Church till now : 
I with ’em Joy. Fly, was he a full Prieft ? 
- Fly, Hebelly’d for it, had his Velvet Sleeves, 
| And his branch’d Caffock, a fide {weeping Gown, 
All his Formalities, a good cramm/d Divine ! 
I went not far to fetch him, the nexe Inn, 
Where he was lodg“d, for the adtion. 
~ Hof. Haichey a Licenfe | 
' Fly. Licenfe of Love,. I faw no other, and Purfe, 
To pay the Duties both of Church and Houfe; 
; The Angels flew about. | | 
Host. Thofe Birds fend luck : 
And Mi th will follow. I had thought to ha’ facrific’d, 
To merrinient to night, i° my light Heart, Fy, 
And like a Noble Poet, to have had 
My laft a& beft : but all fails 7 the Plot. 
Lovel isgone to bed; the Lady. Frampull ss 
: _And Soveraign Prx fall’n out: Téptoand his Regiment 


Of Mine-men, all drunk dumb, from his Whoop Barnaby, 


To his HoopTrundle : They are his two Tropicks. 
No project co rear laughter on, but this, 
The Marriage of Lord Beasfort, with Letstsa. 
Stay! what’s here! The Sattin Gown redeem’d ! 
And Pra reftor’d in’c, to her Ladies Grace! 
Ty. She is fet forth in’! rig’d for fome Imployment! 
Hof. An Embafly at leaft! : 
Fly. Some treaty of State! 
Hof. Tis a fine tack about! and worth the obferving. 


A& V. Scene IL. 
Lady, Prudence » Hoff, Fly. 


Weet Pru, I, now thou art a Queen indeed! 
S Thefe Robes do royally! and thou becom’ft ’em ! 
_ So they do thee! rich Garments only fic 
The Parties they are made for! they fhame others. 
_ How did they thew on Gooddy TZaylor’s back ! 
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Thy putting “em on hath purg’d, and hallow’d’em 
From all pollution, meant by the Mechanichs§ = =, 
Pre. Hang him, poor Snip, a Secular Shop-wie! 
H’ hath noughe bue ‘his Sheers to claim by, and his 
mea{ures, at. a 
His Prentice may as well put in for his Needle, 


| And plead a ftitch. Zad. They have notaint in’em 


Now o’ the Taylor. Pr«. Yes, of his Wives Hanches. 
Thus thick of Fat; Ifmell’em,o’ the fay. | 

Lad. It is reftorative, Pre! with chy but chafing ir, 
A barren Hinds Greafe may werk Miracles, 


| Find but his Chamber-door, and he will rife 


To thee! orif thou pleafeft, fain to be | 
The wretched Party her felf, and com’ft unto him 
In forma paupers, to crave the aid 


}OF his Knight Efrane Valour, to therefcue 


Of thy diftreffed Robes! name but thy Gown, 
And he will rife.to that! Pr. Dl fire che Charm firft, 


Lhad rather die in a Ditch, with Miftrefs Séore, 


Without a Smock, as the pictiful matter hasit, 
Than owe my Wit to Cloathes, or ha’ it beholden. 
Heft. Still Spirit of Pra! 
Fly, And felling o' the Scveraign! 
Pru. No, 1 willgell him, as it is indeed ; 
I come from the fine, froward, Frampul Lady, 
One was run mad with Pride, wild with telf-love, 
But late encountring a wife Man, who fco:n'd her, 
And knew the way tohis own Bed, without 
Borrewing her Warming-pan,. fhe hath recover’d 
Part of her Wits: fo much asto confider 
How far fhe hath trefpafs’d, upon-whom, and how. 
And now fits penitent and folicary, 
Like the forfaken Turtle, inthe Volary . 
Of the light Heart, the Cage, ‘the hath abus’d, 
Mourning her Folly, weeping at the height 
She meafures with her Eye, from whence the is fall’n,‘ 
Since {fe did branchie, on the top o’ the Wood. . 
Lad. I pr’y thee, Pr«, abufe me enough, that’s ufe me 
As thou chinkeft fit, any courfe way, to humble me, 
Or bring me home again, or Lovel on: 
Thou doeft not know my fufferings, what I feel, 
My fires and fears are mec ; I burn and freeze, 
My Liver’s one great Coal, my Heart fhrunk up 
Wichall the fivers, and the Mats of. Blood 
Within me, is a {tanding lake of fire, 
Curl'd with the cold Wind of -my gelid Sighs, 
That drive a drift of Sleet through all my Body, 
And fhoot a February through my Veins. 
Until I fee him, [ am drunk with thirft, 
And furfeited with hunger of his Prefence. : 
I know not where I am, or no, or fpeak, 94 ~/72 a0, yy 
Or whether thou doft hear me. Prx. Spare Expreflions— 
Pll once more venture for your Ladifhip,, 
So you will ufe your Fortunes reverendly. | 
Lad. Religioufly, dear Pru, Love and his Motber, 
Pll build them feveral Churches, Shrines and Altars, 
And over head, I'll have, in the Glafs Windows, 
Theftory of this Day be painred, round, 
For the poor Laity of Love to read. . | 
Pll make my felf their Book, nay, thcir Example, 
To bid them take Occafion by the Forelock, 
And play no after-games of Love, hereafter. 
Hoft.And hear your Hoft,and’s F/y,witnefs your Vows, 
And like two lucky Birds, bring the Prefage 
Of a loud Jeft: Lord Beasfort married is. Lad. Ha! 
Fly. All tobe married. Prs#.Towhom, not yourSon? 
Hoff. The fame Prw. If her Ladithip could take truce 
A little with her Paffion, and give way 
To their Mirth now running. 
Lad. Run’s it Mirth, let’s come, 
It thall be well receiv’d and much made of it. 
Pre. We mutt of this, it was our Own Conception. 
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A@ V. Scene Il. 


Latimer. (To them. 


> Oom for green Rufhes, raife the Fidler’s Cham- + 


berlain, | : 
Call up the Houfe in arms. Ho/?. This will rouze Lovel. 
Fly, Andbringhim ontoo. Lat. Sheelee-nien. 
Runs like a Heifer, bitcen with the Brieze, 
About the Court, crying on F/y, and curfing. 
Fh. For what, my Lord? 
- Lat. Yo’ were beft hear that from her, 
‘ Je is no Office, Fly, fits my Relation. 3 
Here come the happy Couple! Joy, Lord Beaufort. 
Fly. And my young Lady too. 
Hof. Much Joy, my Lord! 
Act V. Scene IV. 


‘Beaufort, Frank, Servant. 


Thank you all; I thank thee, Father Fly. 
Madam, my Coufin, you look difcompos’d, 
I have been bold witha Sallad, after upper; 
O’ your own Lettice here, Lad. You have, my Lord. 
But Laws of Hofpitaliry, and fair Rites, | 
Would have made me acquainted. 
Bea. I? your own Houle, 
I do acknowledge: Elfe I much had trefpafs'd. 
But in an Inn, and publick, where there is Licenfe 
OF all Community: a Pardon o’ courfe 
May be fu’d out, Lat. Ie will, my Lord, and carry it. 
I do not fee, how any ftorm, or cempeft e 
Can help itnow. Pr«. The thing being done, and paft, 
You bear it wifely, and like a Lady of Judgment. 
Bea. Sheis that Secretary Prs. Prw, Why Secretary, 
My wife Lord ? is your Brain lately married! °. 
‘Bea. Your Reign is ended, Prw,. no Sovereign now : 
Your date is out, andDignity expird. 
Prs. Lam annull’d, how can I creat with Lovel, 
Without a new Commiffion ? 
Lad. Thy Gown’s Commiffion. | 
Hoft. Have Patience, Pra, expect, bid the Lord Joy. 
Pru. And this brave Lady too. I with them Joy. 
Pei. Joy. For. Joy. ‘Fug. All Joy. 
Hof. 1, the Houfe full of iy: 
Fly. Play the Bels ; Fidlers,crack your ftrings with Joy. 
Pru. But Lady Letice,youfhewdaneglet ==’ 
Un-to-be-pardon’d, to’ards my Lady, your Kinfwoman 
Not to advife with ha Bea. yaar politick Pra, 

70 Urge not your State-advice, your alter-wit 3 
Tis near Braiding Get our Bed ready, Chamberlain, 
And Hoft, a Bride-cup, you have rare Conceits, 

And good Ingrédients ; ever an old Hoft 
_ Upo’ the Road, has his provocative Drinks. 
Lat. He is either a good Baud, or a Phyfician. 
- Bea. >Twas well he heard you not, his back was turn’d. 
A bed, the Genial Bed, a brace of Boys y 
To night I play for. Pr«. Give us Points, m Lord. . 
Bea. Here,'take *em, Pre, my Cod-piece Point, and all, 
I ha’ Clafps, my .Letice arms, here take *em, boys. 
What, isthe Chamber ready? Speak, why ftare you 
On one another? ‘or. No,Sir. Bea. And why no? 
“for My Matter has forbid it. He yet doubts 7 
That you are married. Bea. Ask his Vicar General, 
His Fiy, here. | 
Fly. { muft make that good, they are married. 
Hof. But I muft make it bad, my hot young Lord. 
. Gi’ him his Doublet again, the air is piercing; 
You may take cold, my Lerd. See whom you ha’ mar- 
ried 


Your Hoft’s Son, anda Boy. Fly. You are abus‘d. 


(To them. 


Lad. Much Joy, my Lord. Pra. If this be your Letitia, | If any be ; 


v /deate Ae Gator, he At Breet ately am cl Wot fees fl he 
4 . ofrn oe v Ruf. Cryfthom an , Pr 
OL Aken if a yh : a 


por bmi Nom Lif, & avlf fe 


{It was a Boy, and fold’ft 


She'll prove a counterfeit Mirth, anda clip’d Lady: _ 
Ser. A Boy, a Bey ; my Lord has married a Boy.. 
Lat. Raife all the Houfe in fhout;. and laughter, a Boy! 
Hoft. Stays what is here! peace, Rafcals, ftop your 

throats. . . 


AG V.. Scene’ V, | 
| Nuarfe. | [To them, 


Hat Maggot, Worm, that Infea! O my Child, 
My Daughter! where’s that Fly? Tl fly in his face, 


The Vermin, let me come to him. 


Fly, Why Nurfe Sheelee ? 
Nur. Hang thee, thou Parafite, thou Son of Crumbs, 


| And Orts, thou haft undone me, and my Child, 


My Daughter, my dear Daughter. . 
Hoff. What means this ? 
Nur. O Sir, my Daughter, my dear Child is ruin’d, 


By this your F/y, here, married in a-ftable, 


And fold unto a Husband. Hoff. Stint thy cry, 
Harlot, if that beall, did’ft thou not fell him - 


To me for a Boy ? and broughr’ft himin Boys Rags 


Hereto my door, to beg an alms of me? | 
Nur. I did, good Mafter, and I crave your pardon; 

But ’cis my Daughter, and a Girl. | _ 
Hoft. Why faid’ft thou , 

him then to me 7 

Wich fuch intreaty, for Ten Shillings, Carlin ? 

Nur. Becaufe you were a charitable man 

I heard, good Mafter, and would breed him well, 

I would ha’ giv’n him you, for nothing gladly. 

Forgive the lie o’ my mouth, it was to fave 

The Fruit o? my Womb. A Parents needs are urgent, 

And few do know that tyrant o’re good Natures. | 

But you reliev’d her, and me too, the Mother, 

And took me into your Houfe co be.the Nurfe, 

For which Heaven heap all bleffings on your Head, 

Whilft there canone be added. Hof. Sure thou {peak ft 

Quite like another creature than th’ haft liv’d, 

Here, i’ che Houfe, a Sheelee-neen Thomas, 

An Irifh Beggar. Nur. Solam, God help me. 

Hoft. bey’ art Tell: the is a good match, 

For ought I fee: Ring the Bells once again. 24. \ tig 
Bea. une I fay, Fidlers. < Ure C br pees 
Lad. No going off, my pole A cae - ff: 

Bea. Nor coming on, {weet Lady, things’thus ftanding! 
F/y, But what’s the heinoufnefs of my Offence ? 

Or the degrees of wrong you fuffer’d by it? | 

In having your Daughter match’t thus happily, - 

Into a noble Houfe, a brave young Blood, 

And a prime Peer o’ the Realm ? 

Bea. Was that your Plot, Fly? 

G? me a Cloak, take her again among you. 

I'll none o’ your Light-Heart Fofterlings, no Inmates, 

Suppofititious Fruits of an Hoft’s Brain, 

And his Fly's hatching, to be put upon me. 

There is a Royal Court o' the Star-Chamber, 


_| Will fcatter all chefe mifts, difperfe thefe Vapours, 


And clear thetruth. Let Beggars match with Beggars, 
That fhall decide it. I will try ic there. ‘ 
Nur. Nay then, my Lord, it’s not enough, I fee 

You arelicentious, but you will be wicked. 
Yo’ are not alone content to take my Daughter, 


| Againft the Law ; but having caken her, 


You would repudiate, and caft her off, 

Now, at your pleafure, like a Beaft of Power, 

VVichour all Caufe, or colour of a Caufe, 

That, or a Noble, or an Honeft Man, 

Should dare't’ except againft her Poverty. . — 

IsPoverty a Vice? Bea. Th’ age counts it fo. | 
Nur. God help your Lordfbip, and your Peers that 

think fo, . 
if not, Cod blefs them all, 
; : And 


. 
Ses we 
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A 
And help the number o’ the vertuous, | Indeed, were Gyp/eys, Tapfters, Oftlers, Chamberlains, 
If Poverty be aCrime. You may objet; Reduced Veflels of Civility. 
Our Beggery to us, as an accident, Buc here ftands Pre, neglected, beft deferving 
But never deeper, no inherent bafenefs. OF all chat are i the Houfé, ori? my Hearr, 
And I muft cell you, now, young Lord of Dirt, Whom though I cannot help to a fit Husband, 
As an incenfed Mother, fhe hath more {Pll help to that will bring one, a juft Portion : 
And better Blood, running 7’ thofe {mall Veins, I have twothoufand pound in bank for Pru, 
Than all che Race of pea oe havein mais, Call for ic when fhe will. Bea AndIas much. 
hough they diftil cheir drops from the left Rib Hoff. There's fomewhat ¢, four choufand pound ! | 
Of Fobn 0 Gaunt. Hof?. Old Mother o’ Records, that’s better, ear Ligh jul al Jhte-t wet piovelZe Pea, 
Thou know’ft her Pedigree then: whofe Daughter is fhe ?| Then.founds the Proverb, Fodr bare legs in @ bed. "py sth thon San 


Nur. The Daughter and Co-heir to the Lord Frampul, Lov. Me, and her Miftref&, fhe hath power to coyn Lane Leys: Be: 
This Ladies Sifter! Zed. Mine? what isher Name? | Up into whar the will. Zed. Indefinite Prz. | 2. 


Nur. Letitia. Lad. That wasloft! Lat. But I muft do the crowning 2& of Baunty ! 
Nar. The true Letitia. Hoff. What’s that, my Lord 2 
Lad. Sifter, O gladnefs! Then you are our Mother? |_ Lat. Give her my felf, which here 
Nur. Iam, dear Daughter. By all the holy Vows of Love I do. 
Lad. On my Knees I blefs Spare all your promis’d Portions; the isa Dowry 
The light I fee you by. N«r. And to the author So all-fufficient in her Vertue and Manners, 
Of chat bleft light, Lope my other Eye, That Fortune cannot add to her. Pre. My Lord, 
Which hath almoft, now, feven year been fhut, Your Praifes are Inftru@ions to mine Ears, 
Dark, as my Vow was, never to fee light, . Whence you have made your Wife to live your Servang. | 
Till fuch a light reftor’dic, as my Children, Hot, Lights: get «us feveral Lights. , 7 
Or your dear Father, who (I hear) is not. Lov, Stay, lec my Miftrefs 
Bea. Give me my Wife, I own her now, and wij] |But hear my Vifion fung, my Dream of Beauty, 
have her. | VVhich I have brought, prepar’d, to bid us Joy, 
Hof. But you muft ask my leave firft, my young Lord. And lighe us all to bed, -ewill be inftead 
Leave is but light. Ferret, go bole your Mafter, Of airing of che Sheets with a fweet Odour. 
Here’s Gear will ftarcle him. I cannot keep © Hoff. *Twill be an Incenfe to our Sacrifice 
! The Paffion in me, I am e’en turn’d Child, Of Love to night, where I will woo afreth, 
And I mutt weep. Fly, takeaway mine Holt, And like Mecanas, having but ong VVife, S72 


My Beard, and Cap here, from me, and fetch my Lord,’ {Pll marry her every hour of. life hereafter. 
I am her Father, Sir, and you fhall. now a 
Ask my Confent, before you haveher. Wife! They go ont, with a Song. 
My dear and loving Wife! my honour’d Wife ! 3 | 
Who here hath gaind but I? I am Lord Frampwl, | . 
The caufe of all this trouble ? Iam he | 
Have meafur’d all the Shires of England over : EPILOGU E, 
‘ Wales, and her Mountains, feen thofe wilder Nations, 
Of People in the Peak, and Lamcafhire ; | 
Their Pipers, Fidlers, Ruthers, Puppet-mafters, 
» Jugilers and Gypfies, all che forts of Canters, 


Lays in themfelves bave neither Hopes nor Fears ; 
Their Fate 2 only in their Hearers Ears : 
If you expect more than you bad to wight, 


And Colonies of Beggars, Tumblers, Ape-carriers; The Maker ss fick, and (ad. But do him right : 
For to thefe Savages J was addicted, __ He meant to pleafe you: for be fent things fs 
To fearch their Natures, and make odd Difcoveries ! Ln all the Numbers both of Senfe and Wit; 


And here my Wife, like a the-Mandevile, _ 
Ventred in difquificion after me. 

Nur. I may look up, admire, I cannot {peak 
Yet to my Lord. 
- ©*Hoft. Take heart, and breath, recover, 


If they ba’ not mifcarried ! if they have, 
All that bis faint and faltring Tongue doth crave, 
Is, that you not impute it to bis brain. 


That's yet unburt, — fet rouxad with pain, 


I long bold out. jeld. 
Thou haft recover’d me, who here Had coffin’d Ter Fudgnent obit ra lat be She tl ad 
My felf alive, in a poor Hoftelry, With a true Poet. He could have bald in 
In penance of my wrongs done unto thee, 


: The Drunkards, and j 
Whom I long fince gave loft. Nur. So did I you, In bis lof AG. if be be piarA , ”" 
Till ftealing mine own Daughter from her Sifter, To vent you ative te thi place of Wit : 


I lighted on this Error hath cur’d all. Ae 

Bee. And in that cure, include my trefpafs, Mother, ee rae : pig rye jc oo ne 
And Father, for my Wife——-—— This be did think ; and this do you forgive : 

Hot. No, the Star-Chamber. ; When ere the Carcafs dies, this Art will live. 26.2 weAZ £9 Carl 

Bea. Away with that, you four the fweeteft Lettice | 447 bad be liv’d the care of Kiara) Cue Ge 
Was ever tafted. Ho/?. Gi’ you Joy, my Son, ssi ix TometBing Seo Ta Tat (NG. case a a 
Sd Laphes = a id ps — But Mayors and Sheriff may yearly fill the Stage : eae fae on: pe Feu, 
But take your Miftrefs, firft, my Child: I have power sa Oe Sal cca é Po tet i ae 
To giveher now, with her confent, her Sifter 
Is given already to your Brother Beayfort. 

Lov. Is this a Dream now, after my firft Sleep ? 


Or are thefe phanr’fies made i’ the light Heart ? Another Epilogue there was, made for the 

And fold? the New Inn? Hof. Belt go to bed, Play, in the-Poet’s Defence, but the Play liv’d 

And dream it over all. Let’s all go fleep, not, in Opinion, to have it {poken. ; 
Each with his Turtle. Fly, provide us Lodgings. 

Get Beds prepar’d: yo’ are Mafter now o’ the Inn, | Jovial Hoft, and Lord of the New Inn, | 

The Lord o’the light Heart, I give it you. A Clep’t the light Heart, with all that paft sherein, 


Fly was my Fellow-Gyp/ey. All my Family, | 
[le heah fv Gauute, rem fila 0 Frat Cuff aria, Jere ege, > Haid 
7 Lot, Don asim Moy ft Jar t~ | | 
1 ime et a Cartels pyc ~70r:fhes4. J, 
| AZ bi mewk fr. i: : 


J 
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Hath been.the Subjett of our Play to night, 
To give the King and Queen, and Court delight. 
But then we mean the Court above the Statrs, 
And paft the — ; Men that have more of Ears 
Then Eyes to judge us: Such as will not bifs 
Becas(é the Chambermaid was named Cis. 
We think it would have ferv’ d our Scene as true, 
If, as it w, at first we'd calld her Pru, 
For any Myftery we there dace found, — 
Or magick in the Letters or the found. 
She only meant was. for a Girl a suit, 
To whom ber Lady did a Province fit : 
Which he would bave "hifebarg "d, and done as well, 
Had fhe been cbrifined Joyce, Grace, Doll, or Nell. 


mere em. ee -RE.E o NO. O e—ee 


The “uf Indi nation the Author ‘ial at the 
vulgar Conjure of bis Play, by fome malici- 
ous Spectators, begat this Jolowing Ode to 


- bimfelf. 


SO leavethe lothed Stage, — * 
And the more loathfome Age ; 


No doubt fo moldy Tale, | 
Like Pericles, and ftale 
As the Sheriffs Crufts, and nafty as his Fifh- : 


Scraps, out every Di ith 


Thrown forth, and rak’d into the common Tub, 


May keep up the Play-Club : 
There Sweepings do as well 
As the beft order’d Meal. 


For who the Relith of thefe Guefts will fic, 
Needs fet them but the Almsbaskee of Wit, 


And much good do’t you then : 
Brave Plufh, and Velvet-men, 


Can feed on Ort : and fafe in your Stage: cloths,» 


Dare quit upon your Oaths, 


The Stagers and the Stage-wrights too (your Peers) 


fF larding your large Ears 
Withtheir foul comick Socks ; 
Wrought upon twenty Blocks : 


Which if they aretorn, and turn’d, and patch’t enough, 
The Gamefters fhare your Gilt, and you their Stuff. 


Leave things fo proftitute, 
And take the Alcaick Lute ; 


Or thine own Horace, or Anacreon’s Lyre 
Warm thee by Pisdare’s Fire : 
And though thy Nerves be fhrunk, and Blood be cold, 
Ere Years have made thee old ; 
Strike thae difdainful heat 
Throughout, to their defeat : 
As curious Fools, and envious of thy Strain, _ 
May blufhing {wear no Palfie’s in thy Brain. 


Where Pride and impudence (in Faétion knit) 
Ufurp the Chair of Wit! 
Indiating and arraigning every day - 
Something they call ‘a Play. 
Let their faftidious, vain 
Commiffion of the Brain | 
Run on and Rage, {weat, cenfure and condefin : 
They were not made for thee, lefs thou for then. 


But when they hear thee fing . 

The Glories of thy King, | , 

| His Zeal to God, his juft awe o’er Men : | 
They may blood-fhaken then, 

Feel fuch a Flefh-quake to poffefs their Powers 
As they fhall cry like ours. 

In found of Peace or Wars, : 

No Harp ere hit the Stars, 

In tuning forth the Ads of his {weet Reign : 

And raifing Charles his Chariot, "bove his Weine. 


Say that thou pour’ft them Wheat, 
| And they will Acorns Eat : 
’Twere fimple Fury ftill chy felf to walt 
| On fach as have no taft. 
To offer them a furfeie of pure Bread, 
Whofe Appetites are dead! 
No, give them Grains their Fill, 
Husks, Draff to drink and {will. 
If they love Lees, and leave the lufty Wine, 
Envy them not their Palat’s wich the Swine. 
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FOR THE. 


TAVERN. ACADEMY, 
LA VV Ss 


/ FOR THE. 


BEAUX ESPRITS. 


From the Latin of Ben. Fobnfon, Mien! in \ Marble over the Chimny, 
| in the 4POLLO of the Old Devil Tavern at fengle Bar : 
} | That being his CLUB ROOM, 


Non verbum reddere verbo. 


a | ee piu Be adbes \ ) : ‘ 
; ‘ ; ? aa t 
eT sabato Rae ares | 


LONDON: 


: Printed for Tho es at the George i in aie — near St, Dunfaws 

; Church, M soda 7 
Po 
| | 


Leges. Convivales. 
me hie fe auft aia Comvivis i in Apoline fi. t. 


Koby: Afy mbolus, nif 5: Umbra, huc venito. 
2 ‘Idiota, Infulfus, Triftis, Turpis, “abefto. 


3 Eruditi, Urbani, Hilares, Honefti, ad{cifcuntor, 
4 Nec ledte Famine repudiantor. 
5 Ln -Apparatu quod Convivis corruget Nares nil efto. 
6 Epule delettu potins quam fumptu parentar. 
7 Objonator ¢» coqums convivarum Gule periti unto. 
8 De Difcubitu non contenditor. 
9 Minifiri, 4 Dapibus oculati Ce» muti, 
A Poéulis auritt ¢ celeres junto. 
10 Vina puris fontibus miftftrentur aut vapulet Hofes. 
11 Moderatis poculis provocare fodules fas effo. 
12 At Fabulis magis quam Vino velitatio fiat. 
33 Convive nec muti nec loquaces funto.: — 
14 De feris ac facris Poti ¢ Saturi ne differunto, 
15 Fidicen, nift accerfitus, non venito. 
16 Admiffo Rifu, Tripudiis, Choreis, Cantu, Salibus, 
Omni Gratiarum feftivitate facra cerebrantor. 
17 Foct fine felle funto.. 
18 Infipida poemata nulla recitantor. 
39 Verfus fcribere nullus cogitor, | 
20 Argumentations totus Strepitus abefto. 
21 Amatoriis querelis, ac fufpiriis liber Angulus efto. 
22 Lapitbarum more Scyphis pugnare, Vitrea collidere, 
Feneftras excutere, Jupellettilem dilacerare, nefas efto. 
23 Qui foras vel dita vel fata Eliminat, Eliminator. 


24 Neminem reum Pocula faciunto. 


Focus perennis effo. 


ae - RULES 
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R ULE S- 


FOR THE 


Tavern | Academy, Be 


1 S the Fund of our oes let each pay his fhot, 
A Except fome chance-Friend whom a Member brings i in. 
Far hence be the Sad, the Lewd Fop and the Sot, 
For fuch have the Plagues of yg Company been. 


3 Let the Learned and Witty, the ‘via and Gay, 
_ The Generous and Hone/t compofe our free Stage ; 
4 And the more to exalt our Delight whil/t we ftay, 
Let none nd aed d from his choice Female Mate. 


IIL. 
5 Let no Scent .offenfive the aan a 
6 Let Fancy, not Coft, prepare all our Di 
7 Let the Caterer mind the tafte of each a 
‘And the Cook in his drefling comply wih their Withes. 


IV. 
8 Ler’s have no difturbance about taking Places, 
To fhew your nice Breeding, or out of vain Pride. 
9 Let the Drawers be ready wich Wine and frefh Glaffes ; 
Let the Waiters have Eyes, tho’ their Tongues muft be ty d. 


10 Let our Wines without mixture; or Stum be all fine, 7 
Or call up the Mafter and break his dull Noddle. - 

11 Let no fober Bigot here think it a Sin, 
To pufh on the chirping and moderate Bottle. 


VI. 
12 Letthe Contefts be rather of Books than of Wine. 
13 Let the Company be neither noifie nor mute. 
14 Let none of things Serious, much lefs of Divine, 


When Belly and Head's full, prophanely difpute, 
VIL. 


15 Let no fawcy Fidler prefume to intrude, 
Unlefs he is {ent for to vary our Blifs. | 
16 With Mirth, Wit, and Dancing and Singing conclude, 
To Regale e'ry Senfe, with delight in excels, 


VIIL 
17 Let Raillery be without Malice or Heat. 
18 Dull Poems to read let none privilege take. 
19 Let no Poetafter command or Intreat - 
Another Extempore Verfes to ntake. 


yf 


y13 


-Tis the true Phaebeian Liquor, — 


20 Let Argumenc bear no unmulfical found, 
Nor Jars interpofe facred Friendfhip to grieve, 
21 For Generous Lovers lec a Comer be found, 
Where they in foft Sighs may their Paffions relieve, 


| xX. | 

22 Like the Old Lapithites, with the Goblets to fight, 

Our own ’mongit Offences unpardon’d will rank; 
Or breaking of Windows, or Glaffes for {pight, 
And {poiling the Goods for a Rakehelly Prank. 


ne 47 
23 Whoever fhall publifh what's {aid or what's done, 
Be he banifh’d for ever our Affembly Divine; 
24 Let the freedom we take be perverted by none, 
» To make any guilty by drinking good Wine. 


REED 


Over the DOOR at the Entrance 
into the APOLLQO. 


To the Oracle of ‘Apolfo------- 
Here he {peaks out of his Pottle, 
Or the Tripos,~his Tower Bottle: 


‘ 
V Flcome all that lead or follow, 


All his Anfwers are Divine, 
— Truth it felf doth flow in Wine. 


Hang up all the poor Hop-Drinkers, 


Cries Old Sym the King of Skinkers; 


He the half of Life abufes, 

That fits watering with the Mufes. 
Thofe dull Girls no good can mean us, — 
Wine it is the Milk of Venus, 

And the Poet’s Horfe accounted: 

Ply it and you all are mounted. 


Chears the Brains, makes Wit the quicker. 
Pays all Debts, cures all Difeafes, 
And at once three Senfes pleafes. _ 
Welcome all that lead or follow, 
To the Oracle of Apolla, 
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